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TO    HIS. 

Royal  Highness 

THE 

DUKE. 


SIR, 

!Eroick  Ppefie  has  always  been  Sacred 
to  Princes,  aad  to  Heroes.  Thus 
(''^ir^ii  infcrib'd  his  Mneids  to  Au^ 
gujtus  C<tfn;  and  of  latter  Ages, 
Tajfo  and  Aitojlo  dedicated  their 
Poems  to  the  Houfe  of  Efl.  'Tis 
indeed  but  Juftice,  that  the  moft  Excellent  and 
mort  Profitable  Kind  of  Writing  fliould  be  ad- 
drefs'd  by  Poets  to  fuch  Perfons,  whofe  Cha- 
ra6tcrs  have,  for  the  moll  part,  been  the  Guides 
and  Patterns  of  their  Imitation.  And  Poets,  while 
they  Imitate,  Inllruft.  The  feign'd  Heroe  in- 
flames the  True :  And  the  dead  Virtue  animates 
the  living.  Since,  therefore,  the  World  is  go- 
vern'd  by  Precept  and  Example,  and  both  thefe 
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can  only  have  Influence  from  thofc  Perfons  who 
are  above  us ;  that  Kind  of  Poelie,  which  excites 
to  Virnie  the  greateft  Men,  is  of  greateft  ufe  to 
human  Kind. 

'Tis  from  this  Confideration,  that  I  have  pre- 
ftim'd  to  Dedicate  to  your  Royal  Highnefs  thefc 
faint  Reprefentations  of  your  own  Worth  and 
Valour  in  Heroick  Poetry:  Or,  to  fpeak  more 
properly,  not  to  Dedicate,  but  to  reftore  to  you 
thole  Ideas,  which  in  the  moreperfeft  Part  of  my 
Charafters  I  have  taken  from  you.  Heroes  may 
lawfully  be  delighted  with  their  own  Praifes, 
both  as  they  are  farther  Incitements  to  their 
Virtue,  and  as  they  are  the  higheft  Returns  which 
Mankind  can  make  them  for  it. 

And  certainly,  if  ever  Nation  were  oblig'd,  ' 
either  by  the  Condud,  the  Perfonal  Valour,  or 
the  good  Fortune  oFa  Leader,  the  En^lip  are  ac- 
knowledging, in  all  of  them,  to  your  Royal  High- 
nefs. Your  whole  Life  has  been  a  continued 
Series,  of  Heroick  Aftions  ;  which  you  began  fo 
early,  that  you  were  no  fooner  nam'd  in  the 
World,  but  it  was  with  Praife  and  Admiration. 
Even  the  firftBlofToms  of  your  Youth  paid  us  all 
that  could  be  expeded  from  a  ripening  Manhood. 
While  you  praftis'd  but  the  Rudiments  of  War, 
you  out- went  all  other  Captains ;  and  have  fince 
found  none  to  furpafs,  but  your  felf  alone.  The 
opening  of  your  Glory  was  like  that  of  Light  : 
You  fhone  to  us  from  afar ;  and  difclos'd  your 
lirlt  Beams  on  diftant  Nations :  Yet  fo,  that  the 
Luftre  of  them  was  fprcad  abroad,  and  reflcdled 
brightly  on  your  Native  Country.  You  were  then 
an  Honour  to  it,  when  it  was  a  Reproach  to  it 
felf:  And  when  the  fortunate  Ufurper  fent  his 
Arms  to  Flanders,  many  of  the  Adverfe   Party 
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were  vanquifh'd  by  your  Fame,  e'er  they  try'd 
your  Valour  The  Report  of  it  drew  over  to 
your  Enfigns  whole  Troops  and  Companies  ot 
converted  Rebels,  and  made  them  forfake  fuc- 
cefsful  Wickedncfs,  to  follow  an  opprefs'd  and 
exil'd  Virtue.  Your  Reputation  wag'd  War  with 
the  Enemies  of  your  Royal  Family,  even  within 
their  Trenches ;  and  the  more  Obllinate,  or  more 
Guilty  of  them,  were  forc'd  to  be  Spies  over  thole 
whom  they  commanded,  left  the  Name  o^TO  R  K 
#iould  disband  that  Army,  in  whofe  Fate  it  was 
to  defeat  the  Spaniards^  and  force  Dunkirk  to  fur- 
render.  Yet,  thofe  viftorious  Forces  of  the  Re- 
bels were  not  able  to  fuftain  your  Arms.  Where 
you  charg'd  m  Perfon,  you  were  a  Conqueror. 
'Tis  true,  they  afterwards  recovered  Courage  ; 
and  wrefted  that  Victory  from  others  which  they 
had  loft  to  you.  And  it  was  a  greater  Adion  for 
them  to  Rally,  than  it  was  to  overcome :  Thus, 
by  the  Prefence  of  your  Royal  Highnefs,  the£»- 
glip  on  both  Sides  remain'd  Vidorious,  and 
that  Army  which  was  broken  by  your  Valour,, 
became  a  Terror  to  thofe  for  whom  they  con- 
quer'd.  Then  it  was,  that  at  the  Coft  of  other 
Nations  you  inform'd  and  cultivated  that  Va- 
lour, which  was  to  defend  your  Native  Country, 
and  to  vindicate  its  Honour  from  the  Infolence  of 
our  incroaching  Neighbours.  When  the  Hollan- 
ders^ not  contented  to  withdraw  themfelves  from 
the  Obedience  which  they  ow'd  their  lawful  So- 
vereign, affronted  thofe  by  whofe  Charity  they 
were  firft  proteded  ;  and,  (being  fwell'd  up  to  a 
Pre-eminence  of  Trade,  by  a  lupine  Negligence, 
on  our  Side,  and  a  fordid  Parfimony  on  their  own) 
dar'd  to  difpute  the  Sovereignty  of  the  Seas ;  the 
Eyes  of  Three  Nations  were  then  caft  upon  you  :. 
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And  by  the  joint  Suffrage  of  King  and  People, 
you  were  chofen  to  revenge  their  common   In- 
juries; to  which,  though  you  had  an  undoubted 
Title  by  your  Birth,  you  had  a  greater  by  your 
Courage.    Neither  did   the  Succefs  deceive  our 
Hopes  and  Expedlations :  The  mod  glorious  Vi- 
Sory  which  was  gain'd  by  our  Navy  in  that  War, 
was  in  that  firft  Engagement ;  wherein,  even  by 
the  Confeffion  of  our  Enemies,  who  ever  palliate 
their  own  Lofles,  and  diminifh  our  Advant^es, 
your  abfoiute  Triumph  was  acknowledg'd :   You 
conquer'd  at  the  Hague^  as  entirely  as  at  London  \ 
and  the  return  of  a  fhatter'd  Fleet,    without  an 
Admiral,    left   not   the   moft  impudent    among 
them  the  leall  Pretence  for  a  falfe  Bonfire,   or  a 
diflembled  Day  of  Publick  Thankfgiving.  All  our 
Atchievements  againft  them  afterwards,  tho'  we 
fometimes  conquer'd,  and  were  never  overcome, 
were  but  a  Copy  of  that  Victory,  and  they   dill 
fell  fhort  of  their  Original ;    fomewhat  of  For- 
tune was  ever  wanting,  to  fill  up  the  Title  of 
fo  abfoiute  a  Defeat.    Or,  perhaps  the  Guardian 
Angel  of  our  Nation  was  not  enough  concern'd 
when  you  were  abfent,   and  would  not  employ 
his  utmoft  Vigour  for  a  lefs  important  Stake,  than 
the  Life  and  Honour  of  a  Royal  Admiral. 

And,  fince  that  memorable  Day,  you  have  had 
leifure  to  enjoy  in  Peace,  the  Fruits  of  fo  glori- 
ous a  Reputation  ;  'twas  Occafion  only  has  been 
wanting  to  your  Courage,  for  that  can  never  be 
wanting  to  Occafion.  Fhe  fame  Ardour  dill  in- 
cites you  to  Heroick  Aftions ;  and  th^  fame  Con- 
■  cernment  for  all  the  Intercfts  of  your  King  and 
Brother,  continue  to  give  you  redlefs  Nights, 
and  a  generous  Emulation  for  your  own  Glory. 
You  are  dill  mediating  on  liew  Labours  for  your 
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felf,  and  new  Triumphs  for  the  Nation;  and  whea 
our  former  Enemies  again  provoke  us,  you  will 
again  follicite  Fate  to  provide  you  another  Navy 
to  overcome,  and  another  Admiral  to  be  flain. 
You  will  then  lead  forth  a  Nation  eager  to  re- 
venge their  pad  Injuries;  and,  like  the  Romans ., 
inexorable  to  Peace,  'till  they  have  fully  van- 
quifh'd.  Let  our  Enemies  make  their  Boaft  of  a 
Surprize,  as  the  Samnites  have  of  a  luccefsful 
Stratagem ;  but  the  Furca  Caudina  will  never  be 
forgiven  'till  they  are  reveng'd.  I  have  always 
oblerv'd  in  your  Royal  Highnefs  an  extream  Con- 
cernment for  the  Honour  of  your  Country ;  'tis 
a  Paflion  common  to  you  with  a  Brother,  the 
moft  Excellent  of  Kings ;  and  in  your  two  Per- 
fons  are  eminent  the  Chara£lers  which  Homer 
has  given  us  of  Hetoick  Virtue;  the  command- 
ing Part  in  Agamemnon^  and  the  Executive  in  A- 
chtlles.  And  I  doubt  not,  from  both  your  Ani- 
ons, but  to  have  abundant  Matter  to  fill  the  An- 
nals of  a  glorious  Reign,  and  to  perform  the  Part 
of  a  juft  Hirtorian  to  my  Royal  Malter,  without 
intermixing  with  it  any  thing  of  the  Poet. 

In  the  mean  time,  while  your  Royal  Plighnefs 
is  preparing  frelh  Employments  for  our  Pens,  I 
have  been  examining  my  own  Foces,  and  making 
tryal  of  my  felf,  how  I  fhall  be  able  to  tranfmit 
you  to  Pofterity.  I  have  form'd  a  Heroe,  I  con- 
fefs,  not  abfolutely  Perfect,  but  of  an  exceflive 
and  over-boiling  Courage;  but  Ho-mcr  -Mid.  Ta£h 
are  my  Precedents.  Both  the  Greek  and  the  Ita- 
lian Poet  had  well  conlider'd,  that  a  tame  Heroe, 
who  never  tranfgrelTes  the  Bounds  of  Moral  Vic- 
tue,  would.  Ihine  but  dimly  in  an  Eyick  Poem; 
the  Stridtnefs  of  thofc  Rules  might  wtU  give  Pre- 
cepts to  the  Reudcr,  but  would  adminiiler  little 
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of  occafion  to  the  Writer.  But  a  CharaSer  of 
ail  eccentrique  Virtue  is  the  more  exad  Image  of 
human  Life,  becaufe  he  is  not  wholly  exempted 
from  its  Frailties ;  fuch  a  Perfon  is  Almanzor, 
whom  I  prefent,  with  all  Humility,  to  the  Pa- 
tronage of  your  Royal  Highnefs.  I  defign'd  in 
him  a  Roughnefs  of  Charader,  impatient  of  Inju- 
ries, and  a  Confidence  of  himfelf,  almofl  ap- 
proaching to  an  Arrogance.  But  thefe  Errors  are 
incident  only  to  great  Spirits ;  they  are  Moles  and 
Dimples  which  hinder  not  a  Face  from  being 
beautiful ,  though  that  Beauty  be  not  regular ; 
they  are  of  the  Number  of  thofe  amiable  hnper- 
fedions  which  we  fee  in  Miftrefles,  and  which 
we  pafs  over  without  a  ftridl;  Examination,  when 
they  are  accompany'd  with  greater  Graces.  And 
fiich  in  Almanzor^  are  a  frank  and  noble  Open- 
ncfs  of  Nature,  and  Eafinefs  to  forgive  his  con- 
quer'd  Enemies,  and  to  proted  them  in  Dillrels  \ 
and  above  all,  an^  inviolable  Faith  in  his  Affedi- 
on. 

This,  Sir,  I  have  briefly  fhadow'd  to  your  Roy- 
al Highnefs,  that  you  may  not  be  alham'd  of  that 
Heroe,  whofe  Prote(^ion  you  undertake.  Nei- 
ther would  I  dedicate  him  tofo  Illuftrious  a  Name, 
if  I  were  confcious  to  my  felf  that  he  did  or  faid 
any  thing  which  was  wholly  unworthy  of  it. 
However,  finceit  is  not  juft  that  your  Royal  High- 
nefs fliould  defend,  or  own  what,  poflibly,  may  be 
my  Error,  I  bring  before  you  this  accus'd^  Alman- 
zor  in  the  Nature  of  a  fufpefted  Criminal.  By 
the  Suffrage  of  themoft  and  befl:  he  already  is  ac- 
quitted ;  and  by  the  Sentence  of  fome,  condcmn'd. 
But  as  I  have  no  reafon  to  ftand  to  the  Award 
of  my  Enemies,  fo  neither  dare  I  truft  the  Partia- 
lity of  my  Friends :   I  make  my  laft  Appeal  to- 
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your  Royal  Highnefs,  as  to  a  Sovereign  Tribu*- 
nal.  Heroes  fliould  only  be  judg'd  by  Heroes  ; 
becaufe  they  only  are  capable  of  meafuring  Great 
and  Heroick  Afiiions  by  the  Rule  and  Standard, 
of  their  own.  If  Almanzor  has  fail'd  in  any  Point 
of  Honour,  I  muft  therein  acknowledge  that  he 
deviates  from  your  Royal  Highnefs,  who  are  the 
Pattern  of  it.  But  if  at  any  time  he  fulfils  the 
Parts  of  Perfonal  Valour,  and  of  Condud,  of  a' 
Soldier,  and  of  a  General;  or,  if  I  could  yet  give 
him  a  Charader  more  Advantageous  than  what  he 
has,  of  the  moll  unfhaken  Friend,  the  greateft  of 
Subje6ts,  and  the  belt  of  Mafters,  I  fhould  then, 
draw  all  the  World  a  true  Refemblance  of  your 
Worth  and  Virtues ;  at  leaft,  as  far  as  they  are  ca- 
pable of  being  copied  by  the  mean  Abilities  of, 
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HEROICK  PLAYS. 

An  Essay. 


HETHER  HeroickFerfe  ought  to 
be  admitted  into  ferious  Plays^  is  not 
now  to  be  dijputed;  ^tis  already  in 
PoJf'eJJivn  of  the  Stage^  and  I  dare 
confidently  affirm j.  that  very  few  Tra- 
gedies^ in  this  Age^  jhall  be  received 
withoutut.  /Ill  the  Arguments  which  are  formed 
againjl  it,  can  amount  to  no  more  than  this^  that  it 
is  not  fo  near  Converfation  as  Profe^  and  therefore 
not  fo  natural.  But  it  is  very  clear  to  all  who  un~ 
derjiand  Poetry^  that  ferious  Plays  ought  not  to 
imitate  Converfation  too.  nearly.  If  nothing  were 
to  be  raised  above  that  Level.,  the  Foundation  of 
Poetry  would  be  dejlroy^d.  And  if  you  once  admit 
of  a  Latitude.,  that  Thoughts  may  be  exalted.,  and 
that  Images  and  Anions  may  be  rats' d  above  the 
Life.,  ana  defcri^d  in  Meafure  without  Rime.,  that 
leads  you  infenfibly  from  your  own  Principles  to 
mine'.  Ton  are  aire  aAj  fo  far  onward  of  your  IVay., 
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that  you  have  forfaken  the  Imitation  of  ordinary  Con- 
verfe.  Tou  are  gone  beyond  it ;  and  to  continue 
where  you  are^  ts  to  lodge  in  the  open  Fields,  be- 
twixt two  Inns.  IIju  have  lo/i  that  which  you  call 
Natural,  and  have  not  acquir''d  the  laji  PerfeSlion  < 
of  Art.  But  it  was  only  Cujlom  which  cozened 
us  fo  long  ;  we  thought,  becaufe  Shakefpear  and 
Fletcher  went  no  farther,  that  there  the  Pillars  of 
Poetry  were  to  be  ereiled.  That,  becaufe  they  ex- 
cellently defcrib^d  Pajfion  without  Rime,  therefore 
Rime  was  not  capable  of  defcribing  it.  But  time 
has  now  convinc  d  moji  Men  of  that  Error.  ''Tis 
indeed  fo  difficult  to  write  f^^erfe,  that  the  Adver- 
faries  of  it  have  a  good  Plea  againji  many  who  un- 
dertake that  Task,  without  being  formed  by  Art  or 
Nature  for  it.  Tet,  even  they  who  have  written 
worji  in  it,  would  have  written  worfe  without  it  : 
They  have  cozen' d  many  with  their  Sound,  who 
never  took  the  Pains  to  examine  their  Senfe.  In 
fine,  they  have  fucceeded ;  tho"*  "'tis  true  they  have 
more  dijhonour'' d  Rime  by  their  good  Succefs,  than 
they  have  done  by  their  III.  But  I  am  willing  to 
let  fall  this  Argnment :  ^Tis  free  for  every  Man  to 
write,  or  not  to  write,  in  Verfe,  as  he  judges  it  to 
he,  or  not  to  be  his  Talent ;  or  as  he  imagines  the 
Audience  will  receive  it. 

For  Heroic k  Plays,  (in  which  I  have  only  us^d 
it  -Asithout  the  Mixture  of  Prof e)  the  firji  Light  we 
had  of  them  on  the  Englilh  Theater,  was  from  the 
late  Sir  William  D'Avenant :  It  being  forbidden 
him  in  the  Rebellious  Times  to  AH  Tragedies  and 
Comedies,  becaufe  they  contained  fome  Matter  of 
Scandal  to  thofe  good  People,  who  could  more  eafily 
difpoffefs  their  lawful  Soveraign,  than  endure  a  wan- 
ton 'Jeft;  he  was  forced  to  turn  his  Thoughts  'ano- 
ther way;  and  to  introdnce  the  Examples  of  Moral 
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l^irtue^  writ  in  f^erfe^  and  peiforyn'd  in  Recitative 
Mufick.  'The  Original  of  this  Mufuk^  and  of  the 
Scenes  which  adorn' d  this  IVork,  he  had  from  the 
Italian  Opera's ;  But  he  heighten' d  his  Characters 
'  (as  I  may  probably  imagine)  from  the  Example  of 
Gorneille  andfome  French  Poets.  In  this  Condi- 
tion did  this  tart  of  Poetry  remain  at  his  Majejly''s 
Return.  iVhen growing  bolder^  as  being  now  own''d 
by  a  publick  Authority^  he  reviewed  his  Siege  of 
Rhodes,  and  caused  it  to  be  aSied  as  a  jujl  Drama. 
But  as  few  Men  have  the  Happinefs  to  begin  and 
jinijh  any  new  ProjeSl^  fo*  neither  did  he  live  to 
make  his  Dejign  perfeii :  There  wanted  the  Fulnefs 
of  a  Plot.,  and  the  Variety  of  CharaBers  to  form  it 
as  it  ought ;  and^  perhaps.,  fomething  might  have 
been  added  to  the  Beauty  of  the  Stile.  Allwhich  he 
would  have  perform'd  with  more  Exailnefs^  had 
he  pleased  to  have  given  us  another  iVork  of  the  fame 
Nature.  For  my  felf  and  others  who  come  after 
him.,  we  are  boundy  with  all  Veneration  to  his  Me- 
mory., to  acknowledge  what  Advantage  we  received 
from  that  excellent  Ground-work  which  he  laid  : 
And  fine e  it  is  an  eafie  thing  to  add  to  what  alrea- 
dy is  invented.,  we  ought  all  of  us.,  without  Envy  to 
him.,  or  Partiality  to  our  felves.,  to  yield  him  the 
Precedence  in  it. 

Having  done  him  this  Juflice.,  as  my  Guide  ;  / 
way  do  my  felffo  much.,  as  to  give  an  Account  of 
what  I  have  perform' d  after  him.  I  obferv'd  then., 
as  I  faid.,  what  was  wanting  to  the  PerfeSiion  of 
the  Siege  of  Rhodes ;  which  was  Defign.,  and  Va- 
riety of  Characters .  And  in  the  midji  of  this  Con- 
fideration.,  by  meer  Accident.,  I  opened  the  next 
Book  that  lay  by  me^  which  was  Ariofto  in  Italian ; 
and  the  very  prfl  two  Lines  of  that  Poem  gave  me 
Light  to  all  r could  defire. 
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Lre  Donne,  I  Cavalier,  L'arme,  gli  amori. 
Le  Cortefie,  Taudaci  imprefe  jo  canto,  l^c. 

For  the  %'ery  firjl  RefleSiion  which  I  made  was 
this.  That  an  Heroick  Play  ought  to  be  an  Imita- 
tion (in  Little)  of  an  Heroick  Poem  ;  and  confe- 
quenily  that  Love  and  Valour  ought  to  be  the  Sub- 
ject of  it.  Both  thefe  Sir  William  D*Avenant  had 
begun  to  Jhadow  ;  but  it  was  fo,  as  firfi  Difcoverers 
draw  their  Maps,  with  Head-lands,  and  Promonto- 
ries,and  forne  few  Out-lines  offomewhat  taken  at  a  di- 
ftancc , and  which  the  Defigner  faw  not  clearly.  The 
common  Drama  oblig'd  him  to  a  Plot  well  formed 
and plenfant,  or  as  the  Ancients  call  it,  One  entire 
and  great  ASiion.  But  this  he  afforded  not  himfelf 
in  a  Story,  which  he  neither  Jiird  with  Perfons, 
nor  beautified  with  Charaders,  nor  varied  with 
Accidents.  The  Laws  of  an  Heroick  Poem  did  not 
difpence  with  thofe  of  the  other,  but  raised  them  to 
agr eater  height ;  and  indul^d  him.  a  farther  Liber- 
ty of  Fancy,  and  of  drawing  all  things  as  far  above 
the  ordinary  Proportion  of  the  Stage,  as  that  is  be- 
yond the  common  IVords  and  Adions  of  Human 
Life:  And  therefore  in  the  fc anting  of  his  Images 
und  Defign,  he  compl-fd  not  enough  wUh  the  Great- 
nefs  and  Majejly  of  an  Heroick  Poem. 

I  am  forry  I  cannot  difcover  my  Opinion  of  this 
kind  of  If^riting,  without  diffenting  much  from  his, 
whofe  Memory  I  love  and  honour.  But  I  will  do 
it  with  the  fame  Refpeil  to  him,  as  if  he  were  now 
alive,  and  over-looking  ms  Paper  while  I  write. 
H:s  Judgment  of  an  Heroick  Poem  was  this.  That 
it  ought  to  be  drefs'd  in  a  more  familiar  and  eafie 
Shape ;  more  fitted  to  the  common  Actions  and 
Pallions  of  Human  Life  ;  and,  in  Ihort,  more  like 
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a  Glafs  of  Nature,  (hewing  us  our  felves  in  our 
ordinary  Habits,  and  figuring  a  more  practicable 
Virtue  to  us,than  was  done  by  the  Ancients  or  Mo- 
derns. 'Thus  he  takes  the  Image  of  an  Heroick 
Poem  from  the  Drama,  or  Stage  Poetry ;  and  accord- 
ingly divides  it  into  five  Books^  reprefenting  the 
fame  Number  of  ASls  ;  and  every  Book  into  feve- 
ral  Canto V,  imitating  the  Scenes  which  compofe  our 
Ads. 

But  this^  I  think,  is  rather  a  Play  in  Narra- 
tion, (as  I  may  call  it)  than  an  Heroick  Poem.  If 
at  leajl  you  will  not  prefer  the  Opinion  of  a  Jingle 
Man,  to  the  Pra^ice  of  the  moji  excellent  Authors, 
both  of  ancient  and  latter  Ages.  I  am  no  Admi- 
.  rer  of  Quotations,  hut  you  (hall  hear,  if  you  pleafe^ 
one  of  tloe  Ancients  delivering  his  'Judgment  on  tkit 
Quejlion;  'tis  Petronius  Arbiter,  the  moJi  elegant, 
and  one  of  the  moJi  judicious  Authors  of  the  Latin 
Tongue  :  IVho,  after  he  had  given  many  admirable 
Rules  for  the  Struiiure  and  Beauties  of  an  Epick 
Poem,  concludes  all  in  thcfe  following  If'^ords', 

Non  enim  res  geftse  verfibus  comprehcndendiB 
funt;  quod  longe  melius  Hiftorici  faciunt :  fed,  per 
ambages,  Deorumque  minifteria,  prscipitandus  eft 
liber  Spiritus,  ut  potius  furentis  animi  vaticinatio 
appareat,  quam  religiofae  orationis,  fub  teftibus, 
fides. 

In  which  Sentence,  and  his  own  Effay  of  a  Poem, 
which  immediately  he  gives  you,  it  is  thought  he 
taxes  Lucan,  who  follow'd  too  much  the  Truth  of 
Hifiory ;  crowded  Sentences  together  ;  was  too  full 
,  of  Points;  and  too  often  offer  d  at  fomewhat  which 
had  more  of  the  Sting  of  an  Epigram,  than  of  the 
Dignity  and  State  of  an  Heroick  Poerti.  Lucan 
»jV  not  much  the  Help  of  his  Heathen  Deities: 
There  was  neither  the  Minijlry  of  the  Gods,  nor 
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the  Precipitation  of  the   Soul^   nor  the  Fury  of  a 
Prophet^  {of  which  my  Author  /peaks J  in  his  Phar- 
lalia ;  he  treats  you  more  like  a  Philofopher  than  a 
Poet^  and  inflruSis  you  in  Verfe^   with  luhat  he 
had  been  taught  by  his  Uncle  Seneca  in  Profe.    In 
one,  word^  he   walks  foberly  afoot^  when  he  might 
fiy.     Tet  Lucan  is  not  always  this  Religious  Htfto- 
riam:  T'he  Oracle  o/Appius,  and  the  Witchcraft  of 
Ericlho  will  fomewhat  attone  for  him^   who  was^ 
indeed^  bound  up   by  an  ill-chofen  and  known  Ar- 
gument^ to  follow  'Truth  with  great  Rxacinefs.  For 
my  part,   I  am  of  Opinion^  that  neither  Homer, 
■Virgil,  Statius,  Ariolto,   Taflb,   nor  our  Engliih 
Spencer,    could  have  formed  their    Poets  half  fo 
beautiful^    without    thofe  Gods  and  Spirits^     and 
thofe  Enthufiajiick  Parts  of  Poetry,  which  compofe 
the  moji  Noble  Parts  of  all  their  IVri tings.     And  I 
■will  ask  any  Man  who  loves  Heroick  Poetry,  (^for 
I  will  not  difpute  their  Tajles,  who  do  not)  if  the 
Ghofl  o/Polydorus  in  Virgil,  the  Enchanted IVood 
in  Taflb,  and   the  Bower   of  Blifs  in  Spencer, 
(which  he  borrows  from  that  admirable    Italian) 
could  have  been  omitted,  without  taking  from  their 
If^orks  fome  of  the  greatefi  Beauties  in  them.     And 
if  any  Man  objed  the  Improbabilities  of  a  Spirit  ap- 
pearing, or  of  a  Palace  raised  by  Magick;  I  boldly 
anfwer  him.  That  an  Heroick  Poet  is  not  ty^d  to  a 
bare  Reprefentation  of  what   is  true,  or  exceeding 
probable ;  but  that  he  might  let  himfelfloofe  to  vifiona- 
ry  Objeils,  and  to  the  Reprefentations  offuch  things 
as  depending  not  on  Senfe,  and  therefore  not   to  be 
CO  mprehended  by  Knowledge,  may  give  him  a  freer 
fcope  for   Imagination.     ''Tis   enough    that    in   all 
Ages  and  Religions,  the  greatefi  part  of  Mankind 
have  believed  the  Power  of  Magick,  and  that  there 
are  Spirits  or  Spedres  which  have  appeared.     This , 
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1  fay^  is  Foundation  enough  for  Poetry ;  and  I  dare 
farther  affirm^  that  the  whole  DoSlrtne  offeparated 
Beings.^  whether  thofe  Spirits  are  incorporeal  Sub- 
Jlances^  (which  Mr.  Hobbs,  with  fome  reafon^ 
thinks  to  imply  a  Contradi^iion^)  or  that  they  are 
a  thinner  and,  more  Aerial  fort  of  Bodies  {as  fome 
of  the  Fathers  have  conjeStur'd)  may  better  be  ex- 
plicated by  Poets.^  than  by  Philofophers  or  Divtnes. 
For  their  Speculations  on  this  SubjeSi  arc  wholly 
Poetical.,  they  have  only  their  Fancy  for  their  Guide .^ 
and  that  being  [harper  in  an  excellent  Poet.,  than 
it  is  likely  itjhouldin  a  Phlegmatick.,  heavy  Gown- 
man^  will  fee  farther  in  its  own  Empire^  and  pro- 
duce more  fatisfailory  Notions  on  thofe  dark  and 
doubtful  Problems. 

Some  Men  think  they  have  raised  a  great  Argu- 
ment againji  the  ufe  of  SpeSres  and  Magic k  in 
Heroick  Poetry^  by  faying,  they  are  unnatural ;  but 
whether  they  or  I  believe  there  are  fuch  things^  is  not 
material  y  "'tis  cnou^  that.,  for  ought  we  know.,  they 
way  be  in  Nature ;  and  whatever  is.,  or  may  be^  is 
not  properly  unnatural.  Neither  am  I  much  con- 
cerned at  Mr.  CowleyV  p^erfes  before  Gondibert ; 
(though  his  Authority  is  almoji  Sacred  to  me :)  ^Tis 
true.,  he  has  refernbled  the  old  Epick  Poetry  to  a 
Fantafiick  Fairyland',  but  he  has  contradiBedhim- 
felfby  his  own  Example.  For  he  has  himfelf  made 
ufe  of  Angels  and  Vifions  in  his  Davideis,  as  well 
as  TafTo  in  his  Godfrey. 

What  I  have  written  on  this  SubjeB.,  will  not  be 
thought  Digreffion  by  the  Reader.,  if  he  pleafe  to 
remember  what  I  faid  in  the  beginning  of  this  Ef- 
y^y,  that  I  have  modeled  r/iy  Heroick  Plays  by<the 
Rules  of  an  Heroick  Poem.  And  if  that  be  the 
mofi  noble.,  the  mofi  pleafant^  and  the  rnofl  infiru- 
Btve  way   of  writing  in  Verfe.,  and^   withaly  the 
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kighejl  Pattern  of  Human  Life^  as  all  Poets  have 
agreed^  I  Jhall  need  no  other  Argument  to  jujiifie 
my  Choice  in  this  Imitation.  One  Advantage  the 
Drama  has  above  the  other ^  namely.^  that  it  refre~ 
fents  to  View  what  the  Poem  only  does  relate^  and^ 
Segnius  irritant  animum  demilTa  per  aures,  Quam 
quas  funt  oculis  fubjeda  fidelibus,  as  Horace 
tells  us. 

"To  thofe  vuho  objed  my  frequent  ufe  of  Drums 
and  T'rumfets^  and  my  Reprefentations  of  Battels ;  / 
anfwer^    I  introduced  them   not  on   the   Englifli 
Stage  ;  Shakelpear  us''d  them  frequently  \  and  tho* 
Johnfon  pews  no  Battel  in  his  Catiline,  yet  you 
hear  from  behind  the  Scenes  the  founding  ofTrum- 
pets^  and  the  Shouts  of  fighting  Armies.    But,  I 
add  farther:^  that  thefe  iVarltke  Infiruments.,  and 
^ven  their  Prefentations  of  fighting  on  the  Stage, 
ar£  no  more  than  neceffary  to  produce  the  EffeSls  of 
on  Heroick  Play ;  that  is^  to  raife  the  Imagination 
of  the  Audience,  and  to  perfuade  them,  for  the  time, 
that  what  they  behold  on  the  Theatre,  /'/  really  per- 
form'd.     the  Poet  is  then  to  endeavour  an  abfolute 
Dominion  over  the  Minds  of  the  SpeHators  ;  for, 
though  our  Fancy  will  contribute  to  its  own  Deceit, 
yet  a  Writer  ought  to  help  its  Operation.     And  that 
the  Red  Bull  has  formerly  done  the  fame,  is  no 
more  an  Argument  agarnji  our  PraSiice,  than  it 
would  be  for  a  Phyjician  to  forbear  an  approved 
Medicine,  becaufe  a  Mountebank  has  us'd  tt  with 
-Suecefs. 

Thus  I  have  given  a  port  Account  of  Heroick 
Plays.  I  might  now,  with  the  ufual  Eagernefs  of 
an  Author,  make  a  particular  Defence  of  this.  But 
the  common  Opinion  (how  unjajl  foeverj  has  been 
fo  much  to  my  Advantage^  that  I  have  reafon  to  be 
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fatisfy'd^  and  to  [tiff er  vjith  Patience  all  that  can 
be  urg^d  aga'tnjl  it. 

For.,  otherivife^  what. can  be  more  eafie  for  me., 
than  to  defend  the  Charader  af  Al  man  2  or,  which 
is  one  great  Exception  that  is  made  againjl  the 
Play'\  ^Tis  Jaid.,  that  Almaii^or  is  no  perfe<^  Pat- 
tern of  Heroick  Virtue.,  that  he  is  a  Contemner  of 
Kings.,  and  that  he  is  made  to  perform  Impoffibi- 
lities. 

I  rnuji  therefore  avow.,  in  the  firji  place^  from 
whence  I  took  the  Charader.  The  firJi  Image  I 
had  of  him ^  was  from  the  Achilles  of  Homer,  the 
next  from  TairoV  Rinaldo,|%^o  was  a  Copy  of  the 
former)  and  the  third  from  the  Arteban  o/Mon- 
fieur  Calpranede,  (who  has  imitated  both.)  The 
Original  of  thefe  (^Achilles)  is  taken  by  Homtx  for 
his  Heroe ;  and  is  defcrlb  d  by  him  as  one.,  who  in 
Strength  and  Courage  furpafs'd  the  reft  of  the  Gre- 
cian Army ;  but.,  withal^  of  fo  fiery  a  Temper.,  fo 
impatient  of  an  Injury,  even  from  his  Kmg  and 
General.,  that  when  his  Mijirefs  was  to  be  forced 
from  him  by  the  Command  0/ Agamemnon,  he  not 
only  difobey'*d  it.,  but  return* d  him  an  Anfwer  full 
•f  Contumely.,  and  in  the  mojl  opprobrious  Terms  he 
could  imagine  ;  they  are  HomerV  H^ords  which  fol- 
low., and!  have  cited  but  fame  few  amongji  a  Mul- 
titude. 

II.  a.  V.  iif. 
A«//cfop©-  ^AfftMvii  II.  et.  V.  jzi. 

Nay,  he  proceeded  fo  far  in  his  Infolence.,  as  to 
drain  out  his  Sword.^  with  Intention  to  kill  him ; 

*EAx«to  /"'  &<t  xoA«o7o  iiXya.  f  la©-.  H.  &.  v.  i5>4. 


yfn  Essay  on  Heroick  Plays. 

M»d  if  Minerva  had  not  appear^ d^  and  held  his 
Hand^  he  had  executed  his  Dejign-^  and  "'twas  all 
fhe  could  do  to  dijfuade  him  from  it.  The  Event  was^ 
that  he  left  the  /IrrnVj  and  would  fight  no  more. 
Agamemnon  gives  hts  Charader  thus  to  Neftor ; 

'AXA.'   OcT^'  CtCHp    \^iKcH  Csfet  'TTCtVTaV  %lJLlJ-ZVAt  aKKkV^ 

II.  A.  V.  287,  288. 

and  Wor^ct  gives  the  fame  Defcription  of  him  in  his 
Art  of  Poetry. 

Honoratum  C\  forte  reponis  Achillem, 

Impiger,  Iracundus,  Inexorabilis,  Acer, 
Jura  neget  iibi  nata,  nihil  non  arroget  armis. 

TafToV  chief  Char  ader^  Rinaldo,  was  a  Man  of 
the  fame  Temper  ;  for.,  when  he  had  flain  Gernan- 
do  in  his  heat  of  Pajfion.,  he  not  only  refused  to  be 
judged  by  Godfrey,  his  General.,  but  threaten'*d., 
that  if  he  came  to  feize  him.,  he  would  right  him- 
felfby  Arms  upon  him  \  witnefs  the fe  following  Lines 
<Taffo. 

Venga,  egli  omandi,  jo  terro  fermo  il  piede; 
Giudici  fian  tra  noi  la  forte,  e'l  arme. 
Fera  tragedfa  vuol  che  s'apprefenti 
Per  los  diporti  a  le  Nemiche  genti. 

Tou  fee  how  little  thefe  great  Authors  did  ejleem 
the  Point  of  Honour.,  fo  much  magnify'' d  by  the 
French,  and  fo  ridiculoufly  ap''d  by  us.  'They  made 
their  Heroes  Men  of  Honour  ;  but  fo.,  as  not  to  di- 
vefl  them  quite  of  Human  Pafftons  and  frailties  ; 
'they  content  themfehes  to  Jhew yoUy  what' Men  of 

great 


An  Essay  o»  Hcroick  Plays. 

great  Spirits  would  certainly  do  vjhen  they  were 
frovokd^  not  what  they  were  obliged  to  do' by  the 
Jiri3  Rules  of  Moral  l^lrtue ;  for  my  own  part^  I 
declare  my  felffor  Homer  and  Taffo,  and  am  more 
in  love  with  Achilles  and  Rinaldo,  than  with  Cyrus 
and  Oroondates.  I  Jball  never  fubje^i  my  Cha- 
raders  to  the  French  Standard^  where  Love  and 
Honour  are  to  be  weighed  by  Drams  and  Scruples  ; 
yet^  where  I  have  dyign'd  the  Patterns  of  ex  ait 
Virtues^  fuch  as  in  this  Play  are  the  Parts  of  AI- 
mahide,  of  Ozmyn,  and  Ben^ayda,  /  may  fafely 
challenge  the  bejl  of  theirs.  . 

But  Almamor  is  tax^d  with  changing  Sides: 
And  what  Tye  has  he  on  him  to  the  contrary  ?  He 
is  not  born  their  Subjed  whora  he  ferves^  and  he 
is  injured  by  them  to  a  very  high  degree.  He  threa- 
tens them^  andfpeaks  info  lent ly  of  Sovereign  Power ; 
butfo  do  Achilles  and  Rinaldo,  who  were  Subjeds 
and  Soldiers  ?o  Agamemnon  ^»i/ Godfrey  <?/ Bul- 
loigne.  He  talks  extravagantly  in  his  Paffion  ;  but^ 
if  I  would  take  the  Pains  to  quote  an  hundred 
Pajj'ages  of  Ben.  JohnfonV  Cethegus,  /  could  ea- 
fily  Jhow  you.^  that  the  Rhodomontades  of  Alman- 
2  or  are  neither  fo  irrational  as  his.,  nor  fo  impojjible 
to  be  put  in  execution  ;  for  Cethegus  threatens  to 
dejiroy  Nature.^  and  to  raife  a  new  one  out  of  it\ 
to  kill  all  the  Senate  for  his  part  of  the  Ailion ;  to 
look  Cato  dead\  and  a  thoufand  other  things  as  ex- 
travagant he  fays ^  bnt  performs  not  one  Aciion  in 
the  Play. 

But  none  of  the  former  Calumnies  will  Jiick ; 
end  therefore  "'tis  at  laji  charged  upon  me^  that  Al- 
manzor  does  all  things ;  or  if  you  will  have  an  ab- 
furd  Accufation^  in  their  Nonfence  who  make  it^ 
that  he  performs  Impojffibilities ;  theyjky^  that  being 
n  Stranger,  he  appeafes  two  fighting  rations,  when 

the 
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the  Authority  of  their  laurful  Sovereign  couid  not : 
"This  is  indeed  the  moft  improbable  of  all  his  Adi~ 
ons^  but  "'tis  far  from  being  impujfible.     Their  King 
had  made  himfelf  contempttble  to  his  People^  as  the 
Hiflory  of  Granada  tells  us ;  and  Almanzor,  tho* 
a  Stranger^  yet  was  already  ktioivn  to  them  by  his 
Gallantry  in  the  Juego  de  toros,  his  Engagement 
on  the  weaker  Side,    and  more^  efpecially  by   the 
CharaSier  of  his  Perfon  and  brave  Anions,  given 
by  Abdalla  jujl  before  ;  and  after  all,  the  Greatnefs 
of  the  Enterprize  confijled  only  in  the  Daring,  for 
he  had  the  King^s  Guards  to  fecond  him  :  But  we 
have  read  both  of  Caefar,  and  many  other  Generals^ 
who  have  not  only  calm'd  a  Mutiny  with  a  IVord^ 
but  have  prefented  themfelves  fingle  before  an  Army 
of  their  Enemies  ;   which  upon  fight  of  them  has 
revolted  from  their  own  Leaders,  and  come  over  to 
their  Trenches.     In  the  rejl  of  AlmaiiZOr'j-  Anions 
yiiu  fee  him  for  the  mofi  part  vidorious ;  but  the 
fame  Fortune  has  conflantly  attended  many  Heroes 
who  were  not  imaginary :  Yet,  you  fee  it  no  Inherit 
tame  to  him ;  for,  in  the  Firft  Part,  he  is  made  a 
Prifouer;  and,  in  the  Lafi,    defeated,  and  not  able 
to  preferve  the  City  from  being  taken.     If  the  Hi- 
fiory  of  the  late  Duke  0/ Guile /^^  true,  he  hazard- 
ed more,  and  perform  d  not  lefs  in  Naples,   than 
A]miSimox  is  feign'dto  have  done  in  Granada. 

/  have  been  too  tedious  in  this  Apology ;  but  to 
make  fame  Satisfadion,  I  will  leave  the  reji  of  my 
Play  exposed  to  the  Criticks,  without  Defence. 

The  Concernment  of  it  is  wholly  pafs^dfrom  me 
and  ought  to  be  in  them  who  have  been  favourable  to 
it,  and  are  fomewhat  obliged  to  defend  their  Opt- 
n:uns.     That  there  are  Errors  in  it,  I  deny  not, 

V  o  L.  III.  B  Aft 
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Aft  opere  in  tanto  fas  eft  obrepere  Somnum. 

^ut  I  have  already  [weft  the  Stakes',  and,  with 
the  comtnon  good  Fortune  of  profperous  Gamefiers^ 
(an  he  content  to  Jit  quietly  ;  to  hear  my  fortune 
cursed  by  fame,  and  my  Faults  arraign' d  by  others', 
and  to  jttffer  both  without  Reply. 
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TH'  Applaufe  I  gave  among  the  fcolifli  Croud 
Was  not  diftinguifh'd,  tho'  I  clapp'd  aloud: 
Or,  if  it  had,  my  Judgment  had  been  hid: 
I  clapp'd  for  Company,  as  others  did. 
Thence  may  be  told  the  Fortune  of  your  Playj 
Its  Goodnefs  muft  be  Iry'd  another  way. 
Let's  judge  it  then,  and,  if  we've  any  Skill, 
Commend  what's  good,  though  we  commend  it  ill. 
There  will  be  Prai^  enough ;  yet  not  fb  much. 
As  if  the  World  had  nevef  any  fuch : 
Ben.fohnfm,  Beaumont,  Fletcher,  Shake/pear,  arc. 
As  well  as  you,  to  have  a  Poet's  Share. 
You,  who  write  after,  have  belides  this  Curfe, 
You  muft  write  better,  or  you  che  write  worfe. 
To  equal  only  what  was  writ  before. 
Seems  ftoU'n,  or  borrow'd  from  the  former  Store. 
Though  blind  as  Homer  all  the  Ancients  be, 
'Tis  on  their  Shoulders,  like  tlae  Lame,  we  fee. 
Then  not  to  flatter  th'  Age,  nor  flatter  you, 
(Praifes,  though  lefs,  are  greater  when  they're  true) 
You're  equal  to  the  Beft,  out-done  by  you  j 
Who  had  out-done  thexnielves,  had  they  liv'd  now. 

V  AUG  HAN. 
B  Z  PR  O.. 


PROLOGUE 

To  the  First   Part. 

Spoken  by  Mrs.  E  l  l  e  n  G  u  y  n,  in  a 
Broad'brimm'd  Hat  and  Waftc-Bclt. 

•-p  HIS  Jiji  vasfirfi  of  ty other  Houfe's  makings 
-"-     jindyfrvt  times  trfd^  has  never  fail'd  of  taking. 
Tor  'twere  a  Shrme  a  Foet  fhould  be  kilPd 
Under  the  Shelter  offo  broad  a  Shield. 
This  is  that  Hat,  vphofe  -very  Sight  did  win  ye 
To  loHgh  and  clap  as  though  the  Devil  were  in  ye. 
As  then,  for  Nokes,  fo  now  J  hope  you'll  be 
So  dull,  to  laugh  or.ce  more  for  love  of  me. 
Vll  write  a  Play,  fays  one,  for  I  have  got 
A  broad-hrimni'd  Hat,  and  Wafie-Belt,  towards  (t  Tkt, 
Says  tlf  other,  I  harve  one  more  large  than  that. 
Tfws  they  out-aorite  each  other  with  a  Hat. 
TtJe  Brims  ftiU  grew  with  ev'rj  flay  they  writ; 
And  grew  fo  large,  they  covered  all  the  IVit. 
Hat  was  the  Play ;  'twas  Language,  Wit  and  Tile  : 
Like  them  that  find  Meat,  Drink,  and  Cloth  in  Ale^ 
Pf^at  Dulnefs  do  thefe  Mungril  Wits  confejs. 
When  all  their  Hope  is  a^ing  of  a  Drefs ! 
Thus,  Tffo  the  beji  Comedians  of  the  Age 
Mufi  be  wo-ni  out,  with  being  Blocks  o  th' Stage; 
Like  a  young  Girl,  who  better  things  has  known, 
beneath  their  Poets  Impotence  they  grom. 


P  R  O  L  O  G  U  E. 

See  now  what  Charity  it  was  to  fave ! 

Ihey  thought  you  lik'd  what  only  yon  forgave : 

And  brought  yon  more  dull  Senfe,  dull  Senfe  much  vcorfe 

Ihan  brisk  gay  Non-fenfe,  and  the  heavier  Curje, 

They  bring  old  Ir'n  and  Glafs  upon  the  Stage, 

To  barter  with  the  Indians  of  our  Age. 

Still  they  write  ok,  and  like  great  Authors  JJjow : 

But  'tis  as  Rollers  in  wet  Gardens  grow 

Heavy  wi:h  Dirt,  and  gathering  as  they  go. 

May  nor.e  who  have  fo  little  utiderjlood, 

To  like  fuch  Trajh,  prefume  to  praife  what's  good ! 

And  may  thofe  Drudges  of  the  Stage,  whofe  Tatt 

Is  damned  dull  Farce,  more  dully  to  Tranflate, 

F.Jl  imJer  that  'Exciz.e  the  State  thinks  fit 

To  fit  on  all  French  Warts,  whofe  worfi  is  Wit. 

French  Farce,  worn  out  at  home,  is  fent  abroad; 

And  fatch'd  up  here,  is  made  our  EngHfh  Mode, 

Henceforth  let  Poets,  e'er  allow'd  to  write. 

Be  fiarch'd,  like  Dtullifis  before  they  fight. 

For  Wheel-broad  Hats,  dull  Humour,  all  that  CJjuff, 

Which  makes  you  mourn,  and  makes  the  Vulgar  laugh: 

Por  thefe,  in  Flays,  are  as  unlawful  Arms, 

As,  in  a  Combat,  Coats  of  Hail,  and  Charms. 
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Dramatis  Perfonse. 

MEN. 

Mahomet  Boabdclin,    the  lafi  King  ofi  ^,    ,,       . 
Granada.  ^  ^Mr.  Kyna/lon. 

fr'mce  Abdalla,  his  brother,  Mr.  LydaJ. 

Abdelmelech,  chief  of  the  Abcncerrages,    Mr.  Mohun. 
Zulema,  chief  of  the  Zegrys,  Mr.  Harris. 

Abenamar,  an  old  Abencerrago,  Mr.  Ccrtwright. 

Selin,  aa  old  Zegry,  Mr.  Winterftial. 

Ozmyn,  a  br^i^e  young  Abencerrago, "?  ^j^  Beefton 

Son  to  Abenamar,  ^ 

Hamet,  Brother  to  Zulema,  a  Zegry,        Mr.  Watfon. 
Gomel,  a  Zegry,  '^Vr.  Powell. 

Almanzor,  Mr.  Hart. 

Ferdinand,  King  of  Spain,  Mr.  Litilewood. 

Jiuke  of  Arcos,  his  General.  Mr.  Btli. 

Von  Alonzo  d'Aguikr,  a  Spanifti  Captain, 

WOMEN. 

Alm.ahidc,  ^een  of  Granada,  Afr; .  Ellen  Guyn. 

Lyndaraxa,  5/,'Z^rwZulema,aZe^ryLady,  Mrs.  Marlbal. 
Benzayda,  Daughter  to  Selin,  Mrs.  Boutel. 

Efperanza,  Slave  to  the  J^en,  Mrs.  Reeve. 

Halyma,  Slave  to  Lyndaraxa,  Mrs.  Eaftland. 

liabclla,  ^een  of  Spain,  Mrs.  James. 

Meflengers,   Guards,   Attendants,  Men    and 
Women. 

The  SCENE  in  Granada^  and  che  Chri- 
llian  Camp  bcfieging  it. 

Almari' 


Almanzor  aad  Almahlde  : 

O   R, 

The  Conquejl  of  G  RAN  AD  A. 


ne  FIRST  PART. 


ACT     I.      SCENE     I. 

Enter  Boabdelin,  Abenamar,  Abdelmelech,  and 
Guards. 

Boabdelin. 
H  U  S,  in  the  Triumphs  of  ibft  Peace,  I  reign ; 
And,  from  my  Walls,  dcfie  the  Pow'rs  of 

Spain  j 
With  Pomp  and  Sports  my  Love  I  celebrate. 
While  they  keep  diftance,   and  attend  my 
State, 

Parent  to  her  whofe  Eyes  my  Soul  enthral;      \To  Aben. 
"Whom  I,  in  hope,  already  Father  call; 
Abenamar,  thy  Youth  thefe  Sports  has  known. 
Of  which  thy  Age  is  now  Spectator  grown : 

B  4  Jut^ge- 
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Judge-like  thou  fit'ft,  to  praife,  or  to  arraign 
The  flying  Skirmini  of  the  darted  Cane: 
But,  when  fierce  Bulls  run  loofe  upon  the  Place, 
/nd  our  bold  Mom's  their  Loves  with  Danger  grace. 
Then  Heat  new-hends  thy  flacken'd  Nerves  again. 
And  a  fliort  Youth  runs  warm  through  ev'ry  Vein. 
Aben.  I  muft  confefs  th'  Encounters  of  this  Day 
"Warm'd  me  indeed,  but  quite  another  way : 
Not  with  the  Fire  of  Youth;  but  gerw'rous  Rage, 
To  fee  the  Glories  of  my  youthful  Age 
So  far  out-done. 

Abdehn.  CafiiU  could  never  boaft,  in  all  its  Pride, 
A  Pomp  fo  i'plendfd ;  when  the  Lifts  fet  wide. 
Gave  room  to  the  fierce  Bulls,  which  wildly  ran  . 
In  S'lerrA  'Ronda,  e'er  the  War  began : 
Who,  with  high  Noftrils,  fnuffling  up  the  Wind, 
Now  ftcod  the  Champion  of  the  Salvage  kind. 
Tuft  oppofite,  within  the  circled  Place, 
Ten  of  our  bold  Abencerrages  Race 
(Each  Brandiftiing  his  Bull-fpear  in  his  Hand) 
Did  their  proud  Gennets  gracefiilly  command. 
On  their  fteel'd  Heads  their  Demy-Lances  wore 
Small  Pennons,  which  their  Ladies  Colours  bore. 
Before  this  Troop  did  Warlike  Ozmyn  goj 
Each  Lady  as  he  rode  ialuting  low  j 
At  the  chief  Stands,  with  Rev'rence  more  profound. 
His  well-taught  Courier,  kneeling,  touch'd  the  Ground  j 
Thence  rais'd,  he  fidclong  bore  his  Rider  on. 
Still  facing,  'till  he  out  of  fight  was  gone. 

Boab.  You  praife  him  like  a  Friend,  and  I  confefs 
His  brave  Deportment  merited  no  lefs. 

Abdelm.'i^int  Bulls  were  laimch'd  by  his  Vidiorious  Arm, 
"Whofe  wary  Gennet  ftiunning  ftill  the  Harm, 
Seem'd  to  attend  the  Shock,  and  then  leap'd  wide : 
Mean  while,  his  dextrous  Rider,  when  he  fpy'd 
The  Beaft  juft  ftooping,  'twixt  the  Neck  and  Head 
His  Lance,  with  never-erring  Fury,  fped. 

Aben.  My  Son  did  well,  and  fo  did  Harriet  tooi 
Yet  did  no  more  than  we  were  wont  to  doi 

But 
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3ut  what  the  Stranger  did,  was  more  than  Man. 

Abdelm.  He  finifh'd  all  thofe  Triumphs  we  began. 
One  Bull,  with  curl'd  black  Head  beyond  the  reft. 
And  Dew-laps  hanging  from  his  brawny  Cheft, 
With  nodding  Front  a  while  did  daring  ftand. 
And  with  his  jetty  Hoof  fpurn'd  back,  the  Sand : 
Then,  leaping  forth,  he  bcllow'd  out  aloud : 
Th'amaz'd  Affiftants  back  each  other  croud. 
While  Monarch-like  he  rang'd  the  lifted  Field; 
Some  tofs'd,  feme  goar'd,  lome  trampling  down  he  kill'd.' 
Th'  ignobler  Moors  from  far  his  Rage  provoke 
With  Woods  of  Darts,  which  from  his  Sides  he  ftiook. 
Mean  tirric  your  valiant  Son,  who  had  before 
Gained  Fame,  rode  round  to  ev'ry  Mirador ; 
Beneath  each  Lady's  Stand  a  ftop  he  made, 
And,  bowing,  took  th'  Applaufes  which  they  paid. 
Juft  in  that  Point  of  Time  the  brave  Unknown  "7 

Approach'd  the  Lifts.  C 

Bottb.  •  ■  I  mark'd  him,  when  alone  ^ 

(Oblerv'd  by  all,  himfelf  obferving  none)  J 

He  enter'd  firft;  and  with  a  graceful  Pr.de 
His  fiery  Arab  dext'roufly  did  guide : 
Who,  while  his  Rider  cv'ry  Stand  fiirvey'd. 
Sprung  loofe,  and  flew  into  an  Efcapade : 
Not  moving  forward,  yet,  with  ev'ry  Bound 
Preffing,  and  feeming  ftill  to  quit  his  Ground. 

What  after  pafs'd . 

V/as  far  from  the  Vmtmna  where  I  fate, 
But  you  were  near,  and  can  the  Truth  relate. [To  Abdelm. 
Abdelm.  Thus  while  he  ftood,  the  Bull,  who  law  his  Foe, 
His  ealier  Conquefts  proudly  did  forego : 
And,  making  at  him,  wirh  a  furious  Bound, 
From  his  bent  Forehead  aim'd  a  double  Wound. 
^  A  rifing  Murmur  ran  thiough  all  the  Field, 
And  evry  Lady's  Bk)od  with  Fear  was  chill'd. 
Some  ftiriek'd,  while  others,  with  more  helpful  Care, 
Cry'd  out  aloud.  Beware,  brave  Youth,  beware ! 
At  this  he  turn'd,  and  as  the  Bull  drew  near, 
Shunn'd,  and  receiv'd  him  on  his  pointed  Spear 

By  The 
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The  Lance  broke  {hort,  the  Beaft  then  bcllow'd  loud. 
And  his  ftrong  Neck  to  a  new  Onfet  bow'd. 

Th'  undaunted  Youth 

Then  drew;  and  from  his  Saddle  bending  low, 
Juft  where  the  Neck  did  to  the  Shoulders  grow. 
With  his  full  Force  difcharg'd  a  deadly  Blow. 
Not  Heads  of  Popi^ies  (when  they  reap  the  Grain) 
Fall  with  more  cale  before  the  laboring  Swain, 

Than  fell  this  Head: 

It  fell  fo  quick,  it  did  even  Death  prevent : 

And  made  imperfect  Bellowings  as  it  went. 

Then  all  the  Trumpets  Viftory  did  found: 

And  yet  their  Clangors  in  our  Shouts  were  drown'd. 

[^A  confus'd  Noife  vithin. 
Boab.  Th'  Alarm-Bell  rings  from  oiu:  jilhamhn  Walls, 
And,  from  the  Streets,  found  Drums  and  Ataballes. 

\Withm,  a  Bell,  Drums  und  Trumpets. 
How  now  ?  from  whence  proceed  thef.-  new  Alarms  ? 

[To  them  a  Mejfmgtr. 
Mejf.  The  two  fierce  Faftions  are  again  in  Arms ; 
And,  changing  into  Blood  the  Day's  delight. 
The  Zegrys  with  x\i' Ahencerrages  fight; 
On  each  hdc  their  Allies  and  Friends  appear; 
The  Macas  here,  the  AUbex£s  there : 
The  Gaz.uls  with  the  Bencerrages  join. 
And,  with  the  Ze^s,  all  great  Gomel's  Line. 

Boa6.  Draw  up  behind  the  VivarambU  Place; 
I)oable  my  Guards,  thefe  Factions  I  will  face; 
And  try  if  all  the  Fury  they  can  bring 
Be  Pi  oof  againft  the  Prefcnce  of  their  King.   {Ixit  Boab. 
Ihe  FaBions  appear :   At  the  Head  of  the  Abencerragcs, 
Ozmyn;  at  the  Head  of  the  Zegrys,  Zulema,  Hamet, 
Gomel,  and  Selin:  Aboiamar  and  Abdelmelech  joined 
vith  the  Alencerrages. 
Zul.  The  faint  Abenurrages  quit  their  Ground : 
Pttfs  'em;  put  home  your  Thrulh  to  ev'ry  Wound. 

Abdelm.  Ze^ry,  on  manly  Force  our  Line  rclyes; 
Thine  poo.  ly  takes  th'  Advantage  of  Surprize : 
Unarm'd  and  much  out-uumbci'd  we  retreat; 
You  gain  no  Fame,  when  bafely  you  defeat. 
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If  thou  art  brave,  feek  nobler  Viftory  5  7  \ 

Save  Moorijh  Blood  j  and,  while  our  Bands  ftand  by,      V 
Let  two  to  two  an  equal  Combat  try.  j ' 

Ham.  'Tis  not  for  Fear  the  Combat  we  refufe. 
But  we  our  gain'd  Advantage  will  not  lofc. 

Zul.  In  Combating,  but  two  of  you  will  fall  j 
And  we  refolve  we  will  difpatch  you  all. 

Oz,m.  We'll  double  yet  th' Exchange  before  we  die. 
And  each  of  ours  two  Lives  of  yours  fhall  buy. 
Almanzor  enters  betsvixt  them,  as  they  ftand  ready  te 

engage. 
Aim.  I  cannot  ftay  to  ask  which  Caufe  is  befi: ; 
But  this  is  fo  to  nie,  becaufe  oppreft.    \Goesto  the  Al^en, 
To  them  Boabdelin  and  his  Guards,  going  betwixt  them. 
Boob.  On  your  Allegiance  I  command  you  ftay ; 
Who  pafles  here,  through  me  muft  make  his  W^^y. 
My  Life's  the  Ijihmos;  through  this  narrow  Line 
You  firft  muft  cut,  before  thofc  Seas  can  join. 
What  Fury,  Zegrys,  has  poftefs'd  your  Minds? 
What  Rage  the  brave  Abencerrages  blinds  ? 
If  of  your  Courage  you  new  Proofs  would  {how, 
Without  much  Travel  you  may  find  a  Foe. 
Thofe  Foes  arc  neither  ib  remote  nor  few. 
That  you  ftiouid  need  each  other  to  purfue. 
Lean  Times  and  foreign  Wars  fhould  Minds  unitCj 
when  poor,  Men  mutter,  but  they  feldom  fight, 
O  holy  A\ha  I  that  1  live  to  fee 
Thy  Granadines  aflift  their  Enemy. 
You  fight  the  Chriftians  Battels  j  ev'ry  Life 
You  lavifh  thus,  in  this  intcftine  Strife, 
Does  from  our  weak  Foundations  take  one  Prop, 
which  help'd  to  hold  our  linking  Country  up. 

Ozjn.  'Tis  fit  our  private  Enmity  fliould  ceafej 
Though  injur'd  firft,  yet  I  will  firft  feek  Peace. 
Ziit.  No,  Murd'rer,  no ;  I  never  will  be  won 
To  Peace  with  him  whofe  Hand  has  flain  my  Son. 

Oxjm.  Our  Prophet's  Curfe 
On  me,  and  all  th'  Abencerrages  light. 
If  unprovok'd  I  with  your  Son  did  fight. 

AbMm. 
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Ahdelm.  A  Band  of  Zegrys  ran  within  the  Place, 
Match'd  with  a  Troop  of  thirty  of  our  Race. 
Your  Son  and  Ozvyn  the  firft  Squadrons  led, 
Which,  ten  by  ten,  like  Parthians  charg'd  and  fled. 
The  Ground  was  ftrow'd  with  Canes  where  we  did  meet. 
Which  crackl'd  underneath  our  Couriers  Feet : 
When  Tarifa  (I  faw  him  ride  a-part) 
Chang'd  his  blunt  Cane  for  a  Steel-pointed  Dart, 
And  meeting  Ozmyn  next. 
Who  wanting  Time  for  Trcafon  to  provide. 
He  bafcly  threw  it  at  him,  undcfy'd. 

Ozm.  [fliow'mg  his  jirm.']  Witnefs  this  Blood — which, 
when  by  Treafbn  fought. 
That  follow'd.  Sir,  which  to  my  felf  1  ought. 

Z/d.  His  Hate  to  thee  was  grounded  on  a  Grudge 
Which  all  our  generous  Zegrys  jufl  did  judge; 
Thy  Villain-Blood  thou  openly  didft  place 
Above  the  Purple  of  our  Kirgly  Race. 

Boa&.  From  equal  Stems  their  Blood  both  Houfes  draw  j 
They  from  Morocco,  you  from  Conloia. 

Ham.  Their  Mungril  Race  is  mix'd  with  Chriftian  Breed, 
Hence  'tis  that  they  thoie  Dogs  in  Prifons  feed. 

Abdelm.  Our  holy  Prophet  wills,  that  Charity 
Should  ev'n  to  Birds  and  Beads  extended  be : 
None  knows  what  Fate  is  for  himfelf  defign'd; 
The  Thought  of  human  Chance  fliould  make  us  kind. 

Com.  We  wafte  that  Time  we  to  Revenge  (hould  give: 
Fr.ll  on  i  let  no  Abencerrago  live. 

\^AHvancing  before  the  reft  of  his  Tarty.  Almanzor,  aJ- 
-vancing  on  the  other  Side,  and  defcribing  a  Line  with 
his  Sword. 

Almanz.  Upon  thy  Life  pafs  not  this  middle  Space; 
Sure  Death  flands  guarding  the  forbidden  Place. 

Com.  To  dare  that  Death,  I  will  approach  yet  nigher; 
Thus,  wertthou  compafs'd  in  with  circling  Fire.  [They  fight. 

^o^.Difarm  'em  bothj  if  they  relift  you,  kill. 

[Almanzor  in  the  midfi  of  the  Guards  kills  Gomel, 
ami  the*i  is  difarm'd. 

AJmmx..  Now  you  have  but  the  Leavings  of  my  WiU. 

Boab^ 
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Boab.  Kill  him ;  this  infolcnt  Unknown  fhall  fall. 
And  be  the  Viftim  to  attone  you  all. 

Ozm.  If  he  muft  die,  not  one  of  us  will  live ; 
That  Life  he  gave  for  us,  for  him  we  give. 

Boab.  It  was  a  Traitor's  Voice  that  fpokethofe  Words  > 
So  are  you  all  who  do  not  fheath  your  Swords. 
f      Ztd.  Outrage  unpunifli'd  when  a  Prince  is  by. 
Forfeits  to  Scorn  the  Rights  of  Majefty: 
No  Subjeft  his  Protedtion  can  expert, 
JWho  what  he  owes  himfclf  dees  firft  neg!e£t, 

Abm.  This  Stranger,  Sir,  is  he 
Who  lately  in  the  Vivarar/?bla  Place 
Did,  with  fo  loud  Applaufe,  your  Triumphs  grace. 

Boab.  The  Word  which  I  have  giv'n,  I'll  not  revoke  j 
If  he  be  brave  he's  ready  for  the  Stroke. 

Almanz,.  No  Man  has  more  Contempt  than  I  of  Breath* 
But  whence  haft  thou  the  Right  to  give  me  Death  ? 
Obey'd  as  Sbv'raign  by  thy  Subjedls  be. 
But  know,  that  I  alone  am  King  of  me. 
I  am  as  free  as  Nature  firft  made  Man, 
E'er  the  baie  Laws  of  Servitude  began. 
When  wild  in  Woods  the  noble  Savage  ran. 

Boab.  Since  then  no  Pow'r  above  your  own  you  know. 
Mankind  fliould  ufe  you  like  a  common  Foe, 
You  fhould  be  hunted  like  a  Beaft  of  Prey  j 
By  your  own  Law  I  take  your  Life  away. 
-    Almanz,.  My  Laws  are  made  but  only  for  my  fakcj 
;  No  King  againft  himfelf  a  Law  can  make. 
•  If  thou  pretcnd'ft  to  be  a  Prince  like  me. 
Blame  not  an  A£t  which  fliould  thy  Pattern_be, 
I  faw  fh^pprefs'd,  and  thought  it  did^Ibng 
To  a  King's  Office  to  redrefs  the  Wrong : 
J  brought  that  Succour  which  thou  ougnt'ft  to  bring. 
And  fo,  in  Nature,  am  thy  Subjedls  King. 
■/^  Boab.  I  do  not  want  your  Counfcl  to  diredt. 
Or  Aid  to  help  me  punifli  or  protect.  [know 

Aim.  Thou  want'ft  'em  both,  or  better  thou  would'ft 
Than  to  let, Factions  in  thy  Kingdom  grow. 
Divided  Int'refts,  while  thou  think'ft  to  iway, 
Draw,  like  two  Brooks,  thy  middle  Stream  away. 

For 
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For  tho*  they  band  and  jar,  yet  both  combine 
To  make  their  Greatneis  by  the  Fall  of  thine. 
Thus,  like  a  Buckler,  thou  art  held  in  Sight, 
While  they,  behind  thee,  with  each  other  fight. 

BoMb.  Away,  and  execute  him  inilantly.  [To  his  Guards. 

jtim.  Stand  oft'5  I  have  not  leifure  yet  to  die. 

[To  them  Abdalla  hafiily. 

Abdul.  Hold,  Sir,  for  Heav'n  fake  hold : 
Defer  this  noble  Stranger's  Punifhinent, 
Or  your  rafli  Orders  you  will  foon  repent. 

Boab.  Brother,  you  know  not  yet  his  Infblence. 

Abdd.  Upon  your  felf  you  punifh  his  Offence : 
if  we  treat  gallant  Stranga  s  in  this  for  , 
Mankind  will  fliun  th'inholpitable  Court. 
And  who,  henceforth,  to  our  Defence  will  come, 
If  Death  muft  be  the  brave  uilmaazxn's  Doom  ? 
From  Ajr'ua  I  drew  him  to  your  Aid j 
And  for  his  Succour  have  his  Life  betray'd. 

Boitb.  Is  this  th'  Almitnzx»r  whom  at  ¥tz.  you  knew. 
When  firft  their  Swords  the  Xeriff  Brothers  drew  ? 

Abdal.  Th  s.  Sir,  is  he  who  for  the  Elder  fought. 
And  to  the  jufter  Caule  the  Conqueft  brought : 
'Till  the  proud  Santo.,  feated  in  the  Throne, 
Difdain'd  the  Service  he  had  done  to  own . 
Then,  to  the  vanquifh'd  Part  his  Fate  he  led; 
The  Vanquifh'd  triumph'd,  and  the  Viftor  fled. 
Vaft  is  his  Courage,  boundleft  is  his  Mind, 
Rough  as  a  Storm,  and  humorous  as  Wind; 
Honour's  the  only  Idol  of  his  Eyes : 
The  Charms  of  Beauty  like  a  Pert  he  flies: 
And  rais'd  by  Valour,  from  a  Birth  unknown, 
Acknowledges  no  Pow'r  above  his  own. 

[Boabdelin  coming  to  Almanzor 

Boab.  Impute  your  Danger  to  our  Ignorance; 
The  braveft  Men  are  fubjeS  mcft  to  Chance : 
Granada  much  does  to  your  Kindnefs  owe : 
But  Towns  expefting  Sieges,  cannot  fhow 
More  Honour,  than  t'invite  you  to  a  Foe. 

Almanz..  I  do  not  doubt  but  I  have  been  to  blame 
But,  to  purfue  the  End  for  which  I  came. 

Unite 
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Unite  your  Subjects  firft ;  then  let  us  go, 
And  pour  their  common  Rage  upon  the  Foe, 

Boai>.  [to  the  Faiiions.^  Lay  down  your  Arms,  and  let 
me  beg  you  ceaie 
Your  Enmities. 

ZmI. We  will  not  hear  of  Peace, 

'Till  we  by  Force  have  firft  reveng'd  our  flain. 

Abdelm.  The  Adtion  we  have  done  we  will  maintain. 
Sel'm.  Then  let  the  King  depart,  and  we  will  try 
Our  Caufe  by  Arms. 

2ul.  For  us  and  Vi£tory. 

'Boab.  A  King  in  treats  you. 

Almanx,.  What  Subjefts  will  precarious  Kings  regard? 
A  Beggar  fpeaks  too  foftly  to  be  heard  : 
Lay  down  your  Arms ;  'tis  I  command  you  now. 
Do  it  —  or,  by  our  Prophet's  Soul  I  vow, 
My  Hands  fhall  right  your  King  on  him  I  feizc. 
Now  let  me  fee  whole  Look  but  difobeys. 
Omrm.  Long  live  Y3r\gMah«met  Boabdelin. 
Almanz,.  No  more ;  but  huih'd  as  Midnight  Silence  go : 
He  will  not  have  your  Acclamations  now. 

Hence,  you  unthinking  Crowd. 

[The  common  People  go  off  on  both  Forties, 
Empire,  thou  poor  and  defpicable  thing, 
When  fuch  as  thefe  make  or  unmake  a  King  J 

Abdal.  How  much  of  Virtue  lyes  in  one  great  Soul  ? 

[Embracing  him. 
Whofe  fingle  Force  can  Multitudes  control. 

[A  Trumpet  withia. 
Enter  a  Mejfenger. 

Mejfen.  The  Duke  ot  Areas,  Sir 

Does  with  a  Trumpet  from  the  Foe  appear. 

Boab.  Attend  him,  he  fhall  have  his  Audience  here. 

Enter  the  Duke  of  Ar cos. 
D.Arcos.  The  Monarchs  of  Cajlile  and  Arragon  7 

Have  fent  me  to  you,  to  demand  this  Town  3  > 

To  which  their  jufl  and  rightful  Claim  is  known.       Jk 

Boab.  Tell  Ferdinand,  my  Right  to  it  appears 
By  long  PoflefTion  of  eight  hundred  Years. 
When  firft  my  Anceftors  from  Africk  fail'd. 
In  Rodrique's  Death  your  Cothick  Title  fail'd. 

D.  Area. 
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D.Arcos.  The  SuccefTors  of  Rodrique  ftill  remain; 
And  ever  fmce  have  held  fome  Part  of  Spain. 
Ev'n  in  the  midft  of  your  vidtorious  Pow'rs 
Th'  Ajluria's,  and  all  Portugal  were  ours. 
You  have  no  Right,  except  you  Force  allow ; 
And  if  yours  then  was  juft,  fo  ours  is  now. 

Boa6.  'Tis  true ;  from  Force  the  nobleft  Title  fprings ; 
I  therefore  hold  from  that,  which  firft  made  Kings. 

D.Arcos.  Since  then  by  Force  you  prove  your  Title  true. 
Ours  muft  be  juft,  becaufe  we  claim  from  you. 
When  with  your  Father  you  did  jointly  reign. 
Invading  w^ith  your  Moors  the  South  of  Spain, 
I,  who  that  Day  the  Chriftians  did  command. 
Then  took,  and  brought  you  bound  to  Ferdinand. 

Boab.  I'll  hear  no  more;  defer  what  you  would  fay: 
In  private  we'll  difcourfe  ibme  other  Day. 

D.Arcos.  Sir,  you  fhall  hear,  however  you  are  loth. 
That,  like  a  perjur'd  Prince,  you  broke  your  Oath. 
To  gain  your  Freedom  you  a  Contract  fign'd, 
By  which^our  Crown  you  to  my  King  relign'd. 
From  thenceforth  as  his  VafTal  holding  it, 
And  paying  Tribute  fuch  as  he  thought  fit : 
Contrafting,  when  your  Father  came  to  die. 
To  lay  afide  all  Marks  ot  Royalty : 
And  at  PurchetM  privately  to  live  i 
Which,  in  exchange,  King  Fer.linand  did  give. 

Bca6.  The  Force  us'd  on  me  made  that  Contraft  void, 

D.Arcos.  Why  have  you  then  its  Benefits  enjoy'd? 
By  it  you  had  not  only  Freedom  then. 
But  fmce  had  Aid  of  iVIony  and  of  Men. 
And,  when  Granada  for  your  Uncle  held, 
You  were  by  us  reftor'd,  and  he  expell'd. 
Since  that  in  Peace  we  let  you  reap  your  Grain, 
Recall'd  our  Troops  that  us'd  to  beat  your  Plain ; 
And  more— — — — 

Almanz,.  Yes,  yes,  you  did  with  wond'rous  Care 
Againft  his  Rebels  profecute  the  War, 
While  he  fecure  in  your  Prote«3:ion  flept. 
For  him  you  took,  but  for  your  felf  you  kept. 
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Thus,  as  fome  fawning  Ufurer  does  feed 

With  prefent  Sums  th' unwary  Spendthrift's  Needj 

You  fold  your  Kindnefs  at  a  boundless  rate. 

And  then  o'er-paid  the  Debt  from  his  Eftate : 

Which,  mould'ring  piece-meal,  in  your  Hands  did  fall; 

'Till  now  at  laft  you  came  to  fwoop  it  all. 

T>.  Areas.  The  Wrong  you  do  my  King  I  cannot  bc?rj 
Whofe  Kindnefs  you  would  odioully  compare. 
Th'  Eftate  was  his ;  which  yet,  fince  you  deny. 
He's  now^  content  in  his  own  Wrong  to  buy. 

Almetnz.  And  he  fliall  buy  it  dear,  what  his  he  calls ; 
We  will  not  give  one  Stone  from  out  thefe  Walls, 

Boab.  Take  this  for  Anfwer,  then 

What  e'er  your  Arms  have  conquer'd  of  my  Land,. 
I  w  11,  for  Peace,  refign  to  Ferdinand: 
To  harder  Terms  my  Mind  I  cannot  bring; 
But  as  I  ftill  have  liv'd,  will  die  a  King. 

D.  Areas.  Since  thus  you  have  refolv'd,  nenceforth  prepare 
For  all  the  laft  Extremities  of  War : 
My  King  his  hope, from  Heav'n's  Affiftance  draws, 

Almanz.  The  Moors  have  Heav'n  and  me  t  aflift  their 
Caufe,  lExit  Arcos. 

Enter  Efperanza, 

Efper.  Fair  Almahide 
(Who  did  with  weeping  Eyes  thefe  Difcords  fee. 
And  fears  the  Omen  may  unlucky  be,) 
Prepares  a  Zitmhr/t  to  be  danc'd  this  Night, 
In  hope  foft  Pleafures  may  your  Minds  unite. 

Boab.  My  Miftrefs  gently  cliides  the  Fault  I  made 
But  tedious  Bufinefs  has  my  Love  delay'd ; 
Bufinefs,  which  dares  the  Joys  of  Kings  invade. 

Almanz.  Firft  let  us  fally  out,  and  meet  the  Foe. 

Abdal.  Led  on  by  you,  we  on  to  Triumph  go, 

Boab.  Then,  witn  the  Day  let  War  and  Tumult  ceafe : 
The  Night  be  iacred  to  our  Love  and  Peace: 
'Tis  juft  {bme  Joys  on  weary  Kings  fhould  wait; 
"Tis  all  we  gain  by  being  Slaves  to  State.       [Exe.  onmes, 
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ACT    II.    SCENE    I. 

Enter  Abdalla,  Abdelmelech,  Ozmyn,  Zulema, 
Hamet,  as  returning  from  the  Sally. 

jiiJal.  "T-  HIS  happy  Day  does  to  Granada  bring 

1     A  laftin^  Peace,  and  Triumphs  to  the  King: 
The  two  fierce  Fadiions  will  no  longer  jar, 
Since  they  have  now  been  Brothers  m  the  War . 
Thofe,  who  apart  in  Emulation  fought. 
The  common  Danger  to  one  Body  brought; 
And  to  his  Coft  the  proud  Cajlilian  finds 
Our  Mcorijlj  Couiage  in  united  Mnds. 

Abdelm.  Since  to  each  others  Aid  our  Livcs  we  owe, 
Lofe  we  the  Name  of  Faftion  and  of  Foe, 
"Which  I  to  Zulema  can  bear  no  more. 
Since  L'mdaraxas  Beauty  I  adore. 
■    Zul.  I  am  oblir'J  to  Lindaraxa^s  Charms, 
"Which  gain  the  ^icnqueft  I  (hould  lofe  by  Armsj 
And  wifh  my  Jn  ji  may  continue  Fair, 
That  I  may  leer:   :i  Good 
Of  whofe  Poflcjion  I  fVould  elfe  defpair. 

Oim.  While  \-  e  indulge  our  common  Happinef?, 
He  is  forgot  b\  whom  we  all  poflelsj 
The  brave  Alma  or,  ro  whofe  Arms  we  owe 
All  that  we  did,  :  nd  all  that  we  fhall  do : 
Who,  like  a  Tcmpeft  that  out-rides  the  Wind, 
Made  a  jufi:  Baticl  ere  the  Bodies  join'd. 

Abdai.  His  Vidtories  we  fcarce  could  keep  in  view. 
Or  poliOi  'cm  lb  faft  as  he  rough-drew. 

Abdelm.  Fate,  after  him,  below  with  Pain  did  move. 
And  Vi«£tory  could  fcarce  keep  Pace  above. 
Death  did  at  length  fo  many  Slain  forget ; 
And  loft  the  Tale,  and  took  'em  by  the  great. 

[To  them  Alraanzor  -with  the  Duke  of  Arcos  Frifoner. 
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Hamet.  See  here  he  comes. 
And  leads  in  Triumph  him  who  did  command 
The  vanquifh'd  Army  ol^  King  Ferdinand, 

Almanz..  \To  the  Duke  of  Arcos.]   Thus  far  your  Mar 
fter's  Arms  a  Fortune  find 
Below  the  fwell  d  Ambition  of  his  Mind : 
And  Alha  fhuts  a  Mif-believer's  Reign 
From  out  the  beft  and  goodlieft  part  of  S^ain. 
Let  Ferdtnimd  Calabrian  Conquefts  make. 
And  from  the  French  contefted  Milan  take. 
Let  him  new  Worlds  difcover  to  the  old. 
And  break  up  fhining  Mountains  big  with  Goldj 
Yet  he  fliall  find  this  fmall  Domeftick  Foe, 
Still  fharp,  and  pointed,  to  his  Bofom  grow. 

'D.jircos.  Of  fmaU  Advantages  too  much  you  boaft> 
You  beat  the  Out-guards  of  my  Maseru's  Hoft : 
This  little  Lofs,  in  our  vaft  Body,  {hews 
So  fmall,  that  half  have  never  heard  the  News. 
Frmc's  out  of  Breath  e'er  fhe  can  fly  fo  far 
To  tell  'em  all,  that  you  have  e'er  made  War. 

Almar.x,.  It  pleafes  me  your  Army  is  £0  great : 
Foi  now  I  know  there's  more  to  Conquer  vet. 
By  Heavn  I'll  fee  what  Troops  you  have  benndj 
I'll  face  this  Storm  that  thickens  in  the  Wind: 
And,  with  bent  Forehead,  fiill  againft  it  go, 
*Tiil  I  have  found  the  laft  and  utmoft  Foe. 

T>.Arccr.  Believe,  you  (hall  not  long  attend  in  vain. 
To  Morrow's  Dawn  fhall  cover  all  the  Plain. 
Bright  Arms  (hall  flafh  upon  you  from  afarj 
A  Wood  of  Lances,  and  a  moving  War. 
But  I,  unhappy  in  my  Bands,  muft  yet 
Be  only  pleas'd  to  hear  of  your  Defeat; 
And,  with  a  Slave's  inglorious  Eafe  remain, 
'Till  conqu'ring  Ferdincmd  has  broke  my  Chain. 

Almauz,.  Vain  Man,  thy  hopes  of  Ferdinand  are  weak ! 
I  hold  thy  Chain  too  fall  for  him  to  break. 
But  fince  thou  thieaten'fl:  us,  I'll  fet  thee  free, 
Th„t  I  again  may  fight  and  conquer  thee. 

D.  Arm.  Old  as  I  am,  I  take  thee  at  thy  Word, 
And  will  to  Morrow  thank  thee  with  my  Sword. 

Almmx,\ 
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Almanz^.  I'll  go  and  inftantly  acquaint  the  King, 
And  fudden  Orders  for  thy  Freedom  bring. 
Thou  ranlt  not  be  fo  pleas'd  at  Liberty, 
-As  I  fhall  be  to  find  thou  dar'ft  be  free. 

[Exettnt  Almanzor,  Arcos,  and  the  rejl; 
excepting  only  Abdalla  and  Zulema. 

Aidal.  Of  all  thofe  Chriftians  who  infeft  this  Town, 
This  Duke  of  Jb-cos  is  of  moft  Renown. 

Zul.  Oft  have  I  heard,  that  in  your  Father's  Reign, 
His  bold  Advent'rers  beat  the  Neighb'ring  Plain  j 
Then,  under  Ponce  Leon's  Name  he  fought. 
And  from  our  Triumphs  many  Priz.es  brought. 
Till  in  Difgrace  from  Spam  at  length  he  went. 
And  fince  continu'd  lopg  in  Banifliment. 

AbdM.  But  fee,  your  beauteous  Sifter  does  appear. 

[To  them  Lindaraxa. 

Zul.  By  my  Defire  fhe  came  to  find  me  here. 

[Zulema  and  Lindaiaxa  whifper;  then  Zulcma 
£.oes  OMt  avd  Lindara>:a  is  going  after. 

Abdal.  Why,  fair  eft  Lindaraxa,  do  you  fly  [Staying  her. 
A  Prince,  who  at  your  Feet  is  proud  to  die  ? 

Lindar.  Sir,  1  fhould  blufh  to  own  fo  rude  a  thing, 

[Staying, 
As  'tis  to  {hun  the  Brother  of  my  King. 

Abdal.  In  my  hard  Fortune  I  lome  Eafe  ftiould  find. 
Did  your  Difdain  extend  to  all  Mankind. 
But  give  me  leave  to  grieve,  and  to  complain. 
That  you  give  others  what  I  beg  in  vain. 

Lindar.  Take  my  Efteem,  if  you  on  that  can  live. 
For,  frankly.  Sir,  'tis  all  I  have  to  give. 
If,  from  my  Heart  you  ask  or  hope  for  more, 
I  grieve  the  Place  is  taken  up  before. 

Abdal.  My  Rival  merits  you. 
To  Abdelmelech  I  will  Juftice  do ; 
For  he  wants  Worth  who  dares  not  praife  a  Foe. 

Lindar.  That  for  his  Virtue,  Sir,  you  make  Defence^ 
Sliows  in  your  own  a  noble  Confidence . 
But  him  defending,  and  excufing  me, 
I  know  not  what  can  your  Advantage  be. 

Aidal. 
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^bdal.  I  £ain  would  ask,  e'er  I  proceed  in  this. 
If,  as  by  Choice,  you  are  by  Proniife  h;s  ? 

Lhidar.  Th'  Engagement  only  in  my  Love  does  lye, 
But  that's  a  Knot  wliich  you  can  ne'er  untie. 

Abdal.  When  Cities  are  Beiicg'd,  and  Treat  to  yield. 
If  there  appear  Relievers  from  the  Field, 
The  Flag  of  Pailey  may  be  taken  down. 
Till  the  Succefs  of  thofe  without  is  known, 

Lin  Jar.  Though  Abdelmelech  has  not  yet  poflell. 
Yet  I  have  feal'd  the  Treaty  for  my  Breaft. 

Abdal.  Your  Treaty  has  not  ty'd  you  to  a  Day  j 
Some  Chance  might  break  it,  would  you  but  delay : 
If  I  can  judge  the  Secrets  of  your  Heart, 
Ambition  in  it  has  the  greateft  Part ; 
And  Wifdom  then  will  fhew  Ibme  difference. 
Betwixt  a  private  Perfon  and  a  Prince. 

Lindar.  Princes  are  Subjedls  ftill- 
Subje£i:  and  Subject  can  fmall  Diff'rence  bring : 
The  Diff'rence  is  'twixt  Subjedls  and  a  King. 
And  fince,  Sir,  you  are  none,  your  Hopes  removej 
For  lefs  than  Empire  I'il  aot  change  my  Love. 

Abdal,  Had  I  a  Ciown,  all  I  fliould  priie  in  it. 
Should  be  the  Pow'r  to  lay  it  at  your  Feet. 

Lindar.  Had  you  that  C'.  own,  which  you  but  wifli,  not 
Then  I,  perhaps,  might  ftoop,  and  take  it  up.        [hope. 
But  'till  your  Wiilxs  and  your  Hopes  agree. 
You  Ihail  be  fUU  a  private  Man  with  me. 

Abdal.  If  I  am  King,  and  if  my  Brother  die— — — 
Lindar.  Two  If 's  fcarce  make  one  PoffibiHty. 
Abdal.  The  Rule  of  Happinefs  by  Reafon  fcan; 
You  may  be  happy  with  a  private  Man. 

Lindar.  That  Happinefs  I  may  enjoy,  'tis  truej 
But  then  that  private  Man  muft  not  be  you. 
Where-e'er  I  love,  I'm  happy  in  my  Choice  j 
If  I  make  you  fb,  you  fhali  pay  my  Price, 
Abdal.  Why  would  you  be  la  great  ? 

Lindar.  — — — Becaufe  I've  feen. 

This  Day,  what  'tis  to  hope  to  be  a  Queen. 
Heav'n,  how  y'all  watch'd  each  Motion  of  her  Eye ! 
None  could  be  feen  v/hile  Almahide  was  by, 
Becaufe  flie  is  to  be  Her  Majcfty. 
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why  would  I  be  a  Queen?  Becaufe  my  Face 
Would  wear  the  Title  with  a  better  Grace. 
If  I  became  it  not,  yet  it  would  be 
Part  of  your  Duty,  then,  to  flatter  me. 
Thefe  are  but  half  the  Charms  of  being  Great; 

I  would  be  fbmewhat that  I  know  not  yet: 

Yes;  I  avow  th' Ambition  of  my  Soul, 
To  be  that  One  to  live  without  Controul : 
And  that's  another  Happinel's  to  me. 
To  be  fo  happy  as  but  one  can  be. 

Abdal.  Madam,  (becaufe  I  would  all  Doubts  remove) 
Would  you,  were  I  a  King,  accept  my  Love  ? 

Lindar.  I  would  accept  it ;  and,  to  fhow  'tis  true. 
From  any  other  Man  as  foon  as  you. 

Abdtd.  Your  fharp  Replies  make  me  not  love  you  Icfs ; 
But  make  me  feek  new  Paths  to  Happinefs. 
What  I  defign,  by  Time  will  beft  be  feen. 
You  may  be  mine,  and  yet  may  be  a  Queen : 
When  you  arc  fo,  your  Word  your  Love  aflurcs. 

JJndar.  Perhaps  not  love  you — but  I  will  be  yours. 

{He  offers  to  take  her  Hand  and  kifs  it. 
Stay,  Sir,  that  Grace  I  cannot  yet  allow; 
Before  you  fet  the  Crown  upon  my  Brow. 

That  Favour  which  you  feek 

Or  Abdeknelech  or  a  King  muft  have. 

When  you  are  ioy  then  you  may  be  my  Slave. 

[^Exit ;  but  looks  fmil'mg  buck  on  him. 

Abdal-  How  e'er  imperious  in  her  Words  (he  were. 
Her  parting  Looks  had  nothing  of  Severe, 
A  glancing  Smile  allur'd  me  to  command; 
And  her  loft  Fingers  gently  prefs'd  my  Hand. 
I  felt  the  Pleafure  glide  through  ev'ry  Part ; 
Her  Hand  went  through  me  to  my  very  Heart. 
For  fiach  another  Pleaiure,  did  he  live, 
I  could  my  Father  of  a  Crown  deprive. 
What  did  I  fay! 

Father !  that  impious  Thought  has  fliock'd  my  Mind : 
How  bold  our  Paflions  are,  and  yet  how  blind! 
She's  gone;  and  now 
Methinks  there  is  lefs  Glory  in  a  Crown; 
My  boiling  Paflions  iettle  and  go  dowa: 

Like 
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Like  Amber  chaf 'd,  when  fhe  is  near  fhe  a£ls. 
When  farther  off,  inclines,  but  not  attradis.  [To  him  Zul. 
Aflift  me,  Zulema,  if  thou  wouldft  be 
That  Friend  thou  feem'it.  affift  me  againft  me. 
Betwixt  my  Love  and  Virtue  I  am  tofs'd  j 
This  muft  be  forfeited,  or  that  be  loft  : 
I  could  do  much  to  merit  thy  Applauicj 
Help  me  to  fortifie  the  better  Caufe. 
My  Honour  is  not  wholly  put  to  Flight, 
But  would,  if  feconded,  renew  the  Fight. 
Zul.  I  met  my  Sifter,  but  I  do  not  fee 
"What  Difficulty  in  your  Choice  can  be: 
She  told  me  aili  and  'tis  fo  plain  a  Cafe, 
You  need  not  ask  what  Counfel  to  embrace. 

Abdal.  I  ftand  reprov'd  that  I  did  doubt  at  aUj 
My  waiting  Virtue  ftay  d  but  for  thy  Call : 
*Tis  plain  that  {lie,  who,  for  a  Kingdom,  now 
Would  facrifice  her  Love,  and  break  her  Vow, 
Not  out  of  Love  but  Int'reft  afts  alone. 

And  would,  ev'n  in  my  Arms,  lye  thinkingof  a  Throne, 
Zul.  Add  to  the  reft  this  one  Reflcftion  more. 

When  ftie  is  marry'd,  and  you  ftill  adore. 

Think  then,  and  think  what  Comfort  it  will  bring. 

She  had  been  mine- 

Had  1  but  only  dar'd  to  be  a  King. 

Abdul.  I  hope  you  only  would  my  Honour  tryj 

I'm  loth  to  think  you  Virtue's  Enemy. 
Zul.  If,  when  a  Crown  and  Miftrefs  are  in  place. 

Virtue  intrudes  with  her  lean  holy  Face; 

Virtue's  then  mine,  and  not  I  Virtue's  Foe: 

Why  does  flie  come  where  flie  has  nought  to  do  ? 

Let  her  with  AnchVite?,  not  with  Lovers  lyej 

States-men  and  they  keep  better  Company. 
Abdd.  Reafon  was  giv'n  to  curb  our  head-flrongWilL 
Zui.  Reafon  but  fliews  a  weak  Phyfician's  Skill: 

Gives  nothing  while  the  raging  Fit  does  laftj 

But  ftays  to  cuie  it  when  the  worft  is  part. 

Reafon's  a  Staff  for  Age,  when  Nature's  gone; 

But  Youth  is  ftrong  enough  to  walk  alone. 

Abdd. 
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Abdai.  In  curs'd  Ambition  I  no  Reft  (hould  findj 
But  muft  for  ever  lofe  my  Peace  of  Mind. 

ZmI.  Methinks  that  Peace  of  Mind  were  bravely  loft; 
A  Crown,  what  e'er  we  give,  is  worth  the  Coft. 

Abdal.  ]uftice  diftributcs  to  each  Man  his  Right,' 
But  what  (he  gives  not,  fhould  I  take  by  Might? 
.  Zul.  If  Juftice  will  take  all,  and  nothing  give, 
Tufticc,  methinks,  is  not  diftributive. 

Abdd.  Had  Fate  fo  pleas'd,  I  had  been  eldeft  bom,' 
And  then,  without  a  Crime,  the  Crown  had  worn. 

Zul.  Would  you  fo  pleafe,  Fate  yet  a  way  would  find  j 
Man  makes  his  Fate  according  to  his  Mind. 
The  weak  low  Spirit  Fortune  makes  her  Slave, 
But  fl.e's  a  Drudge,  when  hedtor'd  by  the  Brave. 
If  Fate  weaves  common  Thread,  he'll  change  the  Doom ; 
And  with  new  Purple  fpread  a  nobler  Loom. 

Abdal.  No  more; 1  will  ufurp  the  Royal  Seat 5 

Thou,  who  haft  made  me  wicked,  make  me  great. 

Zul.  Your  Way  is  plain  5  the  Death  ofTarifr 
Does  on  the  King  our  Ze^ys  Hatred  draw : 
Though  with  our  Enemies  in  fhow  we  clofe, 
'Tis  but  while  we  to  purpofe  can  be  Foes. 
Selin,  who  heads  us,  would  revenge  his  Son; 
But  Favour  hinders  Juftice  to  be  done. 
Proud  Ozmyn  with  the  King  his  Pow'r  maintains ; 
And,  in  him,  each  Abencerrago  reigns. 

Abdul.  What  face  of  any  Title  can  I  bring? 

Zul.  The  Right  an  eldeft  Son  has  to  be  King. 
Your  Father  was  at  firft  a  private  Man, 
And  got  your  Brother  e're  his  Reign  began. 
When  by  his  Valour  he  the  Crown  had  won. 
Then  you  were  born,  a  Monarch's  Eldeft  Son, 

Abdal.  To  Iharp-ey'd  Reafon  this  would  feem  untrue. 
But  Reafon  I  through  Love's  falfe  Opticks  view. 

Zul.  Love's  mighty  Pow'r  has  led  me  Captive  too; 
I  am  m  it  unfortunate  as  you. 

Abdal.  Our  Loves  and  Fortunes  fliall  together  go ; 
Thou  (halt  be  happy  when  I  firft  am  fo. 

Zul.  The  Ze.  rys  at  old  SeUn's  Houie  are  met. 
Where,  in  clofe  Council,  for  Revenge  they  {it: 

There 
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There  we  our  common  Int'reft  will  unite; 

You  their  Revenge  fhall  own,  and  they  your  Right. 

One  thing  I  had  forgot,  which  may  import  i 

I  met  Almmx.or  coming  back  flom  Court, 

But  with  a  difcompos'd  and  fpeedy  Pace, 

A  fiery  Colour  kindling  all  his  Face : 

The  King  his  Pris'ner's  Freedom  has  deny'd. 

And  that  Refufal  has  provok'd  his  Pride. 

Abdctl.  Would  he  were  ours ! 
m  try  to  gild  th'Injuftice  of  his  Caufc, 

And  court  his  Valour  with  a  vaft  Applauft. 

Zul.  The  Bold  are  but  the  Inflruments  o'th' Wife: 

They  undertake  the  Dangers  we  advife. 

And  while  our  Fabrick  with  their  Pains  we  raiie. 

We  take  the  Profit,  and  pay  them  with  Praife.  [Exeunt. 


ACT    HI.    SCENE    I. 

Enter  Almanzor  and  Abdalla. 

^/w<»w*.~T~  H  A  T  he  (hould  dare  to  do  me  this  Diigrace  ^ 

V.     Is  Fool  or  Coward  writ  upon  my  Face  ? 
Refufe  my  Pris'ner !  I  fuch  Means  wiU  ufe. 
He  Ihall  not  have  a  Pris'ner  to  refufe. 

Abdul.  He  faid  you  were  not  by  your  Promife  ty'd ; 
That  he  abfolv'd  your  Word,  when  he  deny'd. 

Almmz,.  He  break  my  Promife,  and  abfolve  my  Vow  ! 
'Tis  more  than  Mahomet  himielf  can  do. 
The  Word  which  I  have  giv'n,  fhall  ftand  like  Fate  j 
Not  like  the  King's,  that  Weather-cock  of  State. 
He  ftands  fo  high,  with  fo  unfix'd  a  Mind, 
Two  Factions  turn  him  with  each  Blaft  of  Wind. 
But  now  he  fhall  not  veer;  my  Word  is  paft: 
ril  take  his  Heart  by  th'  Roots,  and  hold  it  fail. 

Abdal.  You  have  your  Vengeance  in  your  Hand  this  Hour, 
Make  me  the  humble  Creature  of  your  Pow'r : 

Vol.  III.  C  The 
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The  GranaJines  will  gladly  me  obey  j 
(Tir'd  with  fo  baie  and  impotent  a  Sway.) 
And  when  I  flicw  my  Title,  you  fhall  iee 
I  have  a  better  Right  to  Reign,  than  he. 

Almanz,.  It  is  fufficicnt  that  you  make  the  Claim  : 
You  wrong  our  Friendfliip  when  your  Riglit  you  name. 
When  for  my  fclf  I  fight,  I  weigh  the  Caufej 
But  Fr  endfhip  will  admit  of  no  fuch  Laws : 
That  weighs  by  th'  Lump,  and,  when  the  Cade  is  light. 
Puts  Kindnefs  in  to  iet  the  Bailance  right. 
True,  I  would  wifh  my  Friend  the  jufter  fide: 
But  in  th'  unjuft  my  Kindnefs  more  is  try'd. 
And  all  the  Oppolition  I  can  bring, 
Is,  that  I  fear  to  make  you  fuch  a  King. 

Abdal.  The  Majefty  of  Kings  we  fliould  not  blame. 
When  Royal  Minds  adorn  the  Royal  Name: 
The  Vulgar,  Greatnefs  too  much  Idolize, 
But  haughty  Subjects  it  too  much  defpife. 

Almam.  I  only  ipcak  of  him. 
Whom  Pomp  and  Greatnefs  lit  fo  loofe  about. 
That  he  wants  Majefty  to  fill  them  out. 

Abdal.  Hade  tlien,  and  lofe  no  time ,    ■  — 

The  Bulinefs  muft  be  enterpriz'd  this  Night.    • 
We  muft  fmprize  the  Court  in  its  Delight. 

Almmz,.  For  you  to  Will,  for  me  'tis  to  Obey  j 
But  I  would  give  a  Crown  in  open  Day  :   ^ 
And,  when  the  Spaniards  their  Aflault  begin. 
At  once  beat  thofe  without,  and  thefe  within.[£x»VAlm. 
Enter  Abdclmelech. 
Abdelm.  Abdalla,  hold;  there's  fomewhat  I  intend 
To  fpeak,  not  as  your  Rival,  but  your  Friend. 
Atdal.  If  as  a  Friend,  I  am  oblig'd  to  hearj 
And  \vh.it  a  Rival  fays  I  cannot  fear. 

Abdelm.  Think,  brave  Abdalla,  what  it  is  you  do:   7 
Your  Quiet,  Honour,  and  oar  Friendfhip  tdq.  Si 

All  for  a  fickle  Beauty  you  forego.  \ 

Think,  and  turn  back,  before  it  be  too  latej 
Behold  in  me  th'  Example  of  your  Fate. 
I  am  your  Sea-mark,  and  though  t^'jack'd  ^d  lpft> 
My  Ruins  ftand  to  warn  you  from  the  Coall. 

^bdal. 
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Abdul.  Your  Counfels,  noble  Abdelmekch,  move 
My  Pveafon  to  accept  'em  j  not  my  Love. 
Ah,  why  did  Heav'n  leave  Man  Co  weak  Defence, 
To  trufl:  frail  Reafoa  with  the  Rule  of  Senfe! 
Tis  over-pois'd,  and  kick'd  up  in  the  Air, 
While  Senfe  weighs  down  the  Scale,  and  keeps  it  there. 
Or,  like  a  Captive  King,  'tis  born  away ; 
^nd  forc'd  to  count'nance  its  own  Rebel's  Sway. 

Abdelm.  No,  no;  our  Reafon  was  not  vainly  lent; 
Nor  is  a  Slave,  but  by  its  own  Confent : 
If  Reafon  on  his  Subjcd's  Triumph  wait. 
An  eafie  King  dcferves  no  better  Fate. 

Abdai.  You  fpeak  too  latcj   my  Empire's  loft  too  faf, 
1  cannot  fight. 

Abdelm.  ———Then  make  a  flying  War; 
Diflodge  betimes,  before  you  are  bcfct. 

Abdal.  Her  Tears,  her  Smiles,  her  ev'ry  Look's  a  Net^ 
Her  Voice  is  like  a  Syren's  of  the  Land ; 
And  bloody  Hearts  lye  panting  in  her  Hand. 

Abdelm.  Thisdo  you  know,  and  tempt  the  Danger  ftip 
Abdul.  Love,  like  a  Lethargy,  has  leiz'd  my  Will. 
I'm  not  my  felf,  fince  from,  her  S'ght  I  went; 
I  lean  my  Trunk  that  way,  and^there  ftand  bent. 
As  one,  who  in  fome  frightful  Dream,  would  Ihun 
His  preffmg  Foe,  labours  in  vain  to  run ; 
And  his  ov/n'Slownefs  in  his  Sleep  bemoans, 
With  thick  fhort  Sighs,  weak  Cries,  and  tender  Groans ; 

Sol 

'Abdehn.  Some  Friend,  in  Charity,  (hould  (hake 

And  rouze,  and  call  you  loudly  'till  you  wake. 
Too  well  I  know  her  Blandilhments  to  gain, 
Ufurper-like,  'till  fcttl'd  in  her  Reign ; 
Then  proudly  fhe  infults,  and  gives  you  Cares 
And  Jealoufics ;  fhort  Hopes,  and  long  Dcfpairs. 
To  this  hard  Yoke  you  muft  hereafter  bow ; 
How  e'er  flie  fhines  all  Golden  to  you  now. 

Abdal.  Like  him,  who  on  the  Ice — !- 
Slides  fwiftly  on,  and  fees  the  Water  near, 
Yet  cannot  flop  himfelf  in  his  Career ; 
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So  am  I  carry'd.    This  Enchanted  Place, 

Like  Circe's  Iflc,  is  peopl'd  with  a  Race  - 

Of  Dogs  and  Swine;  yet,  though  their  Fate  I  know, 

I  look  with  Pleaflire,  and  am  turning  too. 

[Lyndaraxa  faffes  crver  the  Stage. 

^delm.  Fly,  fly,  before  th' Allurements  of  her  Face} 
E'er  (he  return  with  fome  refiftleis  Grace, 
And  with  new  Magick  covers  all  the  Place, 

Abdal.  I  cannot,  will  not;  nay,  I  would  not  flyj 
I'll  love,  be  blind,  be  cozen'd  'till  I  die. 
And  you,  who  bid  me  wifer  Counfel  take, 
1*11  hate,  and,  if  I  can,  I'll  kill  you  for  her  fake, 

./l^<^/w.Ev'nIthat  counfcll'd  you,  that  Choice  approve  j 
I'll  hate  you  blindly,  and  her  blindly  love : 
Prudence,  that  ftemm'd  the  Stream,  is  out  of  Breath } 
And  to  go  down  it  is  the  eafier  Death, 

Lyndaraxa  Bjt-tmers,  and  fmiUs  on  Abdalla. 

[Exit  Abdalla. 

Abielm.  That  Smile  on  Prince  Abdalla,  feems  to  fay 
You  are  not  in  your  killing  Mood  to  Day; 
Men  brand,  indeed,  your  Sex  with  Cruelty, 
But  you're  too  good  to  fee  poor  Lovers  die. 
This  God-like  Pity  in  you  I  extol; 
And  more,  becaufe,  like  Hcav'n's,  'tis  general. 

Lpdar.  My  Smile  implies  not  that  I  grant  his  Suit: 
Twas  but  a  bare  Return  of  his  Salute, 

Abdelm.  It  faid,  you  were  engag'd,  and  I  in  Place : 
But,  to  pleafe  both,  you  would  divide  the  Grace, 

Lyndar.  You've  Caufe  to  be  contented  with  your  Part, 
When  he  has  but  the  Look,  and  you  the  Heart, 

Abdelm.  In  giving  but  that  Look,  you  give  what's  mine : 
I'll  not  one  corner  of  a  Glance  refign : 
All's  mine;  and  I  am  cov'tous  of  my  Store: 
I  have  not  Love  enough,  I'll  tax  you  more. 

Lyndar.  I  gave  not  Love;  'twas  but  Civility: 
He  IS  a  Prince;  that's  due  to  his  Degree, 

Abdelm.  That  Prince  you  fmil'd  on  is  my  Rival  ftiilj 
Aad  fhould,  if  me  you  lov'd,  be  treated  ill. 

Lyndar.  I  know  not  how  to  fhow  fo  rude  a  Spight. 

Abdtlm.  That  is,  you  know  not  how  to  loyc  aright ; 

Or, 
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Or,  if  you  did,  you  would  more  difference  fee 
Betwixt  our  Souls,  than  'twixt  our  Quality. 
Mark,  if  his  Birth  makes  any  difference. 
If,  to  his  Words,  it  adds  one  grain  of  Senfe: 
That  Duty  whid^his  Birth  can  make  his  due, 
I'll  pay,  but  it  fhall'^ot  be  paid  by  you. 
For  if  a  Prince  Courts  her  whom  I  adore. 
He  is  my  Rival,  and  a  Prince  no  more. 

Lyfuiar.  And  when  did  I  my  Pow'r  fo  far  refign, 
That  you  fhould  regulate  each  Look  of  mine  ? 
Abdelm.  Then,  when  you  gave  your  Love,  you  gave 

that  Fow'r. 
Lyndar.  'Twas  during  Pleafure,  'tis  revok'd  this  Hour, 
Now  call  me  falfe,  and  rail  on  Womankind, 
*Tis  all  the  Remedy  you're  like  to  find. 

Abdelm.  Yes,  there's  one  more, 
I'll  hate  you,  and  this  Vilit  is  my  lafl. 

Lyndar.  Do't,  if  you  can ;  you  know  I  hold  you  faft; 
Yet,  for  your  Quiet,  would  you  could  rclign 
Your  Love,  as  eafily  as  I  do  mine. 

Abdelm.  Furies  and  Hell,  how  unconcem'd  fhe  fpeaks! 
With  what  Indifference  all  her  Vows  fhe  breaks ! 
Curfe  on  mej  but  flie  fmiles. 

Lyndar.  That  Smile's  a  part  of  Love;  and  all's  your  Due; 
I  take  it  from  the  Prince,  and  give  it  you. 

Abdelm.  Juft  Heav'n,  muft  my  poor  Heart  your  May- 
game  prove, 
To  Bandy,  and  make  Children's  Play  in  Love? 

IHalf  Crying.. 
Ah  J  how  have  I  this  Cruelty  deferv'd? 
I,  who  fo  truly  and  fo  long  have  ferv'd! 
And  left  fo  eafily !  oh  cruel  Maid  ! 
So  eafily!  'twas  too  unkindly  faid. 
That  Heart  which  could  fo  eafily  remove. 
Was  never  fix'd,  nor  rooted  deep  in  Love. 

Lyndar.  You  lodg'd  it  fo  unealie  in  your  BreafI:, 
I  thought  you  had  been  weary  of  the  Gueft. 
Firfl  I  was  treated  like  a  Stranger  there ; 
But,  when  a  Houihold  Friend  I  did  appear. 
You  thought,  it  fcems,  I  could  not  live  elfcwhcre. 

C  3  Then, 
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Then,  by  degree?,  your  feign'd  Refpeft  withdrew : 
You  mark'd  my  Aftions.  and  my  Guardian  grew. 
But,  I  am  not  concern'd  your  Afts  to  blame : 
JMy  Heart  to  yours  but  upon  Liking  came } 
And,  like  a  Bird,  whom  pryirtg  Boys  moleft, 
Stays  not  to  breed,  where  fhe  had  T?uilt  her  Neft. 

Abdnltn.  I  have  done  ill—-  -      — 
And  dare  not  ask  you  to  be  lefs  difpleas'd : 
Be  but  more  angry,  and  my  Pain  is  cas'd. 

Lyndar.  If  I  fhould  be  £o  kind  a  Fool,  to  take 
This  little  Satisfadtion  which  you  make, 
I  know  you  would  prefume  ibme  othe^  time 
Upon  my  Goodoefs,  and  repeat  your  Crime. 

Abdelm.  Oh  never,  netcr,  upon  no  Pretence  j 
My  Life's  too  fhort  te  expiate  this  Offence. 

Lyndnr.  No,  now  I  think  on't,  'fis  in  vain  to  try ; 
'Tis  in  your  Nature,  and  paft  Reihedy. 
You'll  ftiU  difqU'et  my  too  loving  Heart: 
Now  we  are  Ffiefid^j  'tis  bell  for  both  td  part. 

[Taking  her  Hand. 

jihJtim^'Bj  this — Will  you  rtotgiveme  leave  to  fwear! 

Lyndar.  You  would  be  perjur'd  ii  you  fhould,  I  fear. 
Ana  when  I  talk  with  Prince  AbdaUa  next, 
I  with  your  fond  Sufpicions  Ihall  be  vext. 

Abdelm.  I  cannot  lay  111  conquer  Jeaioulic; 
But,  if  you'll  freely  pardon  me.  Til  try. 

Lyndar.  And,  'till  you  that  I'ubmifflve  Servant  prove, 
J  never  can  conclude  you  truly  love. 

T«  them,  the  Khtg,  Aimahide,  Abenamar,  Elfperanza, 
Quatdi,  Attendants. 

Kinj.  Approach,  my  Aimahide,  my  charming  Fairj 
Bit  fTing  of  Peace,  and  Recompence  of  War. 
This  Night  is  yours;  and  may  yoUr  Life  ftill  be 
The  fame  in  Joy,  dwugh  not  Solchinity. 


Tb^ 
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'The  Zambra  Dance, 

SONG. 

I. 

Beneath  a  Myrtle  Shudt, 
Which  Love  for  none  but  happy  Lovers  made, 
I  Jlepti  and  firaight  my  Loie  before  me  brought 
Phyllis,  the  Object  of  my  rpaking  Thought : 
Undrefs'd  fjye  came  my  Flames  to  meet. 
While  Love  flrow'd  Flovo'rs  beneath  her  Feet ; 
Flow'rs,  which  fo  prefs'd  by  her,  bicetme  more  fwttt. 
II. 
From  the  bright  Vijtm^s  tiead 
A  carelefs  Veil  of  Latvn  ioas  loofely  fprend: 
From  her  white  Temples  fell  her  fhaded  Hair, 
Like  cloudy  Sun-fhiae,  not  too  broton  nor  fair ; 
Her  Hands,  het  Lips  did  Love  infpire. 
Her  ev'ty  Grace  my  Heart  did  fire: 
But  moji  her  Eyes,  which  languifh'd  with  Befre. 
III. 
Ah,  charming  Fair,  faid  fj 
How  long  can  you  my  Blifs  and  yours  deny  f 
iy  l^ature  and  by  Love,  this  lonely  Shade 
Wits  for  revenge  offuff'fing  Lovers  made. 
Silence  and  Shades  with  Love  agree  : 
Both  Jhelter  you  and  favour  me ; 
Ibu  cannot  olufh,  becaufe  I  cannot  fee. 
IV. 
No,  let  me  die,  floe  faid. 
Rather  than  lofe  the  fpotlefs  Name  of  Maid: 
Faintly,  me  thought,  (he  fpoke;  for  all  the  while 
She  bid  me  not  believe  her,  with  a  Smile, 
Then  die,  faid  I:  She  ftill  denfd; 
And  is  it  thus,  thus,  thus,  fhe  crfd. 
You  fife  a  harmlefs  Maid,  and  fo  fje  dfd! 
V. 
J  wak\l,  avdfiraight  I  knetp 
I  l(K'd  fi  well,  it  made  niy  Dream  prove  true-: 
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Fancy,  the  kinder  Miftrefs  of  the  two. 

Fancy  had  done  what  Phyllis  vpould  not  do  I 

^,  crt{el  Nymph,  ceafe  your  Dlfdain, 

While  I  can  dream,  you  /corn  in  vain ! 

^Jkep  or  waking  you  muft  eafe  my  Vain. 

\_Ajter  the  Dance,  a  tumultuous  Koifi 
of  Drums  and  Trumpets. 
To  them  Ozmynj  his  Sword  drawn. 

Ozm.  Arm,  quickly,  arm;  yet  all,  I  fear,  too  late:' 
The  Enemy's  already  at  the  Gate. 

Boab.  The  Chriftians  are  diflodg'd ;  what  Foe  is  near  ? 

Oxjn.  The  Zegrys  arc  in  Arms,  and  almoft  here. 
The  Streets  with  Torches  fhine,  with  Shoutings  ring. 
And  Vr'incc  Ahdalla  is  proclaim'd  the  King. 
What  Man  could  do,  I  have  already  done. 
But  bold  Almanzor  fiercely  leads  'em  on. 

Aoen.  Th'  Alhambra  yet  is  fafe  in  my  Command, 

\To  the  King. 
Retreat  you  hither  while  their  Shock  we  ftand. 

Boab.  I  cannot  meanly  for  my  Life  provides 
I'll  either  perifh  in't,  or  ftem  this  Tide. 
To  guard  the  Palace,  Ozmyn,  be  your  Care; 
If  they  o'ercome,  no  Sword  will  hurt  the  Fair. 

Ozjm.  I'll  either  die,  or  I'll  make  good  the  Place. 

Abdelm.  And  I,  with  thefe,  will  bold  Almanxjir  face. 
[^Exeunt  all  but  the  Ladies.  An  Alarm  within. 

Almah.  What  difmal  Planet  did  my  Triumphs  light? 
Difcord  the  Day,  and  Death  does  rule  the  Night  .- 
The  Noife  my  Soul  does  through  my  Senfes  wound. 

Lyndar.  Methinks  it  is  a  noble,  fprightly  Sound. 
The  Trumpet's  Clangor,  and  the  Clafh  of  Arms ! 
This  Noife  may  chill  your  Blood,  but  mine  it  warms: 

[Shouting  and  clajlnng  of  Swords  within. 
We  have  already  pafs'd  tlie  Rubicon. 
The  Dice  are  mine ;  now,  Fortune,  for  a  Throne. 

[A  Shout  within,  and  clafhing  of  Swords  afar  off. 
The  Sound  goes  farther  off,  and  taintly  dies; 
Ciu:fe  of  this  going  back,  thcfe  ebbing  Cries ! 
Ye  Winds,  waft  hither  Sounds  more  ftrong  and  quick ; 
Beat  falter.  Drums,  and  mingle  Deaths  more  thick. 

I'll 
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I'll  to  the  Turrets  of  the  Palace  go, 
And  add  new  Fire  to  thofe  that  6ght  below : 
Thence,  Hero-like,  with  Torches  by  my  Side, 
(Far  be  the  Omen,  tho')  my  Love  will  guide. 
No;  like  his  better  Fortune  I'll  appear,  ^ 

With  open  Arms,  loofe  Veil,  and  flowing  Hair,  > 

Juft  flying  forward  from  my  rolling  Sphere:  3 

My  Smiles  fliall  make  Abdalla  more  than  Man ; 
Let  him  look  up  and  perifh  if  he  can.  [Ixh. 

An  Alarm  nearer:  Then  Enter  Almanzor  and  Selin,  ia  the 
Head  of  the  Zegrys;  Ozmyn  Prijoner. 

Almanz,.  We  have  notYought  enough  j  they  fly  too  foon  '• 
And  I  anri  griev'd  the  noble  Sport  is  done. 
This  only  Man,  of  all  whom  Chance  did  bring 

[Pointing  to  Ozmyct 
To  meet  my  Arms,  was  worth  the  Conquering. 
His  brave  Refiftance  did  my  Fortune  grace; 
So  flow,  fb  threatning  forward  he  gave  Place. 
His  Chains  bc'Cafie,  and  his  Uiage  fair. 

Selin.  I  beg  you  would  commit  him  to  my  Care. 

Almanz,.  Next,  the  brave  Spaniard  free  without  delay  j 
And  with  a  Convoy  fend  him  fafe  away.  [Exit  a  Guard, 
To  them  Hamet  and  others. 

Hamet.  The  King  by  me  falutes  you  i  and,  to  fliow 
That  to  your  Valour  he  his  Crown  does  owe, 
Would  from  your  Mouth  I  fhould  the  Word  receive  j 
And  that  to  thefe  you  would  your  Orders  jgive. 

Almanz,.  He  much  o'er-rates  the  little  I  nave  done. 
[Almanzor  goes  to  the  Door,  and  there  feems  to  give 
out  Orders,  by  fending  People  fever al  Ways. 

Sel.  to  Oz,myn.  Now  to  revenge  the  Murder  of  my  Sottw 
To  Morrow  for  thy  certain  Death  prepare  j 
This  Night  I  only  leave  thee  to  Defpair, 

Ozmyn.  Thy  idle  Menaces  I  do  not  fear : 
My  Bus'nefs  was  to  die  or  conquer  here. 
Sifter,  for  you  I  grieve  I  could  no  more ; 
My  prcfent  State  betrays  my  Want  of  Pow*i:. 
But,  when  true  Courage  is  of  Force  bereft. 
Patience,  the  only  Fortitude,  is  left.         lExitchmSeliTtl 
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Almah.  Ah,  Efperanz^,  what  for  me  remains 
But  Death ;   cw>  ■^arfe  than  Death,  inglorious  Chains ! 
jEfper.  Madam,  you  muft  not  to  Delpair  give  place ; 
Heav'n  never  meant  Misforamc  to  that  Face. 
Suppofe  tliere  were  no  juftice  in  yotir  Caufe, 
Beauty's  a  Bribe  that  gives  her  Judges  Laws. 
That  you  are  brought  to  this  deplor'd  Eftate, 
Is  but  th' ingenious  Flattery  of  your  Fate; 
Fate  frars  her  Succour,  like  nn  Alms,  to  give; 
Aftd  would  you,  God-like,  from  your  felf  (houki  live    -- 

Atm.'ih.  Mark  but  how  terribly  his  Eyes  appear  ! 
And  yet  tliere's  foniething  rcughly  noble  thete, 
Whi(h,  in  unfsfhion'd  Nature,  looks  Divinej 
And  like  a  Gem  docs  in  the  Quarry  fhine. 

[Almanior  returns ;  flje  falls  at  his  Feet  being  veil'd. 
Alntah.  Turn.mighty  Concju'ror,  turn  your  Face  this  way. 
Do  not  refufe  to  hear  the  Wretched  pray. 
uilmanz..  What  buiinefs  can  this  Woman  have  with  me? 
Almah.  That  of  th'alflided  to  the  Deity. 
So  may  your  Arms  Succefs  in  Battels  find; 
So  may  the  Miftrefs  of  your  Vows  be  kind. 
If  you  have  any ;  or,  if  you  have  none. 
So  may  your  Liberty  be  ftill  your  own. 

Almmx..  Yes,  I  will  turn  my  Face,  but  not  my  Mind; 
You  Bane  and  fott  Deftrudtiou  of  Mankind, 
"What  would  you  have  with  me  ? 

Ahnah. I  beg  the  grace  \Umeilmg. 

You  would  lay  by  thcfe  Terrors  of  your  Face. 
""Till  Calmneii  to  yoor  Eyes  you  firft  reftore, 
I  am  afraid,  and  I  can  bqg  no  more. 
ailjwmz.,  [Looking fixedly  on  her ^  Well;  my  fierce  Vi- 
fage  frail  not  murder  you : 
Speak  quickly.  Woman;  I  have  much  to  do. 

Almah.  Where  fhould  I  find  the  Heart  to  fpeak  one  Word  ? 
Your  Voice,  Sir,  is  as  killing  as  your  Sword. 
As  you  have  left  the  Lightning  of  your  Eye, 
So  would  you  pleafe  to  lay  your  Thunder  by. 

Almana.  I'm  pkas'd  and  pain'd,  fince  firft  her  Eyes  I  ftw, 
'  As  I  were  ftung  with  foine  Jarastuia  : 

Arms 
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Arms  and  the  dully  Field  I  lefs  admire. 

And  {often  ftrangcly  in  fome  new  Defire. 

Honour  burns  in  me  not  fb  fiercely  bright. 

But  pale,  as  Fires  when  mafter'd  by  the  Light. 

Ev'n  while  I  fpeak  and  look,  I  chancre  yet  morej 

And  now  am  nothing  that  I  was  betore. 

I'm  numm'd,  and  fix'd,  and  fcarce  my  Eyc-balls  moTC; 

I  fear  it  is  the  Lethargy  of  Love ! 

'Tis  hc}  I  feel  him  now  in  evry  Part: 

Like  a  new  Lord  he  vaunts  about  my  Heart, 

Surveys  in  State  each  corner  of  my  Brcaft, 

While  poor  fierce  I,  that  was,  am  difpoflefl:. 

Vm  bound ;  but  I  will  rouxe  my  Rage  again ;  P 

And  though  no  hope  of  Liberty  remain,  ^ 

ril  fright  my  Keeper  when  I  fliake  my  Chain.  3 

You  are [At^ily. 

Almah. 1  know  I  am  your  Captive,  Sir. 

Mtnanz.  You  are  —  You  fliall And  I  can  fcarce 

forbear 
Almah.  Alas! 

Almant.  'Tis  all  in  vain 5  it  will  not  do:  [^Afide. 

\  cannot  now  a  ieeming  Anger  fhow : 
My  Tongue  againft  my  Heart  no  Aid  affords. 
For  Love  ftill  rifts  up,  and  choaks  my  Words, 
Almah.  In  half  this  time  a  Tempeft  would  be  ftill. 
Almanz,.  Tis  you  have  rais'd  that  Tempeft  in  my  Will. 
I  wo'  not  love  you,  give  me  back  my  Heart  j 
But  give  jt  as  you  hadf  it,  fierce  and  brave; 
It  was  not  made  to  be  a  Woman's  Slayc: 
But,  Lion-like,  has  been  in  Defarts  bred ; 
And,  us'd  to  range,  will  ne'er  be  tamely  led. 
Reftore  its  Freedom  to  my  fetter'd  Will, 
And  then  I  ftiall  have  Pow'r  to  ufe  you  ill. 

Almah.  My  fad  Condition  may  your  Pity  move; 
But  look  not  on  me  with  the  Eyes  of  Love.— — — 
I  muft  be  brief,  though  I  have  much  to  fay. 

Almanz.  No,  fpeak;  fori  can  hear  you  now,  all  Day: 
Her  fuing  fooths  me  with  a  fecret  Pride:  [Softly. 

A  iuppliant  Beauty  cannot  be  dcny'd':  lAjMt. 
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Ev*n  while  1  frown,  her  Charms  the  Furrows  feizc  j 
And  I'm  corrupted  with  the  Pow'r  to  plcafe. 

Almah.  Though  in  your  Worth  no  Caufe  of  Fear  I  fee  ^ 
I  fear  the  Infolence  of  Vidtory : 
As  you  are  Noble,  Sir,  protcdl  me  then. 
From  the  rude  Outrage  of  infulting  Men. 

Almanz..  Who  dares  touch  her  I  iove?  I'm  all  o'er  Love: 
Nay,  I  am  Love ;  Love  fhot,  and  fhdt  fo  fall, 
He  fhot  himfelf  into  my  Breaft  at  laft. 

Almah.  You  fee  before  you  her  who  fliould  be  Queen, 
Since  (he  is  promis'd  to  Boabdelin. 

Almanz,.  Are  you  belov'd  by  him !  O  wretched  Fate, 
Firft  that  I  love  at  all  j  then,  lov'd  too  late ! 
Yet,  I  muft  love! 

Almah.  Alas,  it  is  in  vain ; 

Fate  for  each  other  did  not  us  ordain. 
The  Chances  of  this  Day  too  clearly  fhow 
That  Heav'^n  took  Care  that  it  fliould  not  be  fb. 

Almanz,.  Would  Heav'n  had  quite  forgot  me  this  one  Day, 

But  Fate's  yet  hot 

I'll  make  it  take  a  bent  another  way. 

[He  walks  fwiftly  and  difcompofeJly,  Jludying^ 
I  bring  a  Claim  which  does  h:s  Right  remove : 
You're  his  by  Promife,  but  you're  mine  by  Love. 
•Tis  all  but  Ceremony  which  is  pafl : 
The  Knot's  to  tie  which  is  to  make  you  faft. 
Fate  gave  not  to  Boabdelin  that  Pow^r : 
He  Woo'd  you  but  as  my  Ambaflador. 

Almah.  Our  Souls  are  ty'd  by  Holy  Vows  above. 
Almanz.  He  lign'd  but  his  j  but  I  will  feal  my  Love. 
I  love  you  better  j  v/ith  more  2,eal  than  he. 

Almah.  This  Day 

I  gave  my  Faith  to  him,  he  his  to  me. 

Almanz.  Good  Heav'n,  thy  Book  of  Fate  before  me  lay. 
But  to  tear  out  the  Journal  of  this  Day. 
Or,  if  the  Order  of  the  World  below  f 

Will  not  the  Gap  of  one  whole  Day  allow,  > 

Give  me  that  Minute  when  (he  made  her  Vow.  3 

«  That  Minute,  ev'n  the  happy  from  their  Blifs  mightgivc^ 
"  And  thofe  who  live  in  Grief,  afhorter  time wouldiive. 

So 
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So  fmall  a  Link,  if  broke,  th'  Eternal  Chain 

Would,  like  divided  Waters,  join  again. 

It  wo'not  be;  the  Fugitive  is  gone; 

Preft  by  the  Crowd  of  following  Minutes  on : 

That  precious  Moment's  out  of  Nature  fled, 

And  in  the  Heap  of  common  Rubbifli  laid. 

Of  things  that  once  have  been,  and  are  decay 'd. 

Almah.  Your  Paflion,  like  a  Fright,  fufpends  my  Pain : 
It  meets,  o'cr-pow'rs,  and  beats  mine  back  again : 
But,  as  when  Tides  againft  the  Current  flow. 
The  Native  Stream  runs  its  own  Courfe  below: 
So,  though  your  Griefs  poflefs  the  upper  Part, 
My  own  have  deeper  Channels  in  my  Heart. 

Almanx..  Forgive  that  Fury  which  my  Soul  does  move, 
'Tis  the  EfTay  of  an  untaught  firft  Love. 
Yet  rude,  unfafhion'd  Truth  it  does  exprefs : 
*Tis  Love  juft  peeping  in  a  hafly  Drefs. 
Retire,  Fair  Creature,  to  your  needful  Refl; ; 
There's  Ibmcthing  Noble  lab'ring  in  my  Breaft : 
This  raging  Fire,  which  through  the  Mafs  does  move,. 
Shall  purge  my  Drofs,  and  fhall  refine  my  Love. 

Exeunt  Almahide  and  Efpcranza. 
She  goes,  and  I  like  my  own  Ghoft  appear  j 
It  is  not  living,  when  flie  is  not  here. 

[Tfl  him  Abdalla  as  King,  atttnJe<t, 

Abdal.  My  firft  Acknowledgments  to  Heav'n  are  due : 
My  next,  Almanzor,  let  me  pay  to  you. 

Almanz,.  A  poor  Surprize,  and  on  a  naked  Foe,^ 
What  ever  you  confcfs,  is  all  you  owe. 
And  I  no  Merit  own,  or  underftanH- 
That  Fortune  did  you  Juftice  by  my  Hand* 
Yet,  if  you  will  that  little  Service  pay 
With  a  great  Favour,  I  can  {hew  the  way. 

AbdaT.  I  have  a  Favour  to  demand  of  you ; 
That  is,  to  take  the  thing  for  which  you  fue. 
"^-fifewK??.,  Then,  briefly,  thus  J  when  I  ih!  Albayzynwonl 
I  found  the  beauteous  Almahide  alone : 
Whole  fad  Condition  did  my  Pity  move : 
And  that  Compaflion  did  produce  nay  Love. 

Abdal 
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Ahdfil.  This  needs  no  Suit;  in  Juftice,  I  declare. 
She  is  your  Captive  by  the  Right  of  War. 

^manz,.  She  is  no  Captive  then ;  I  fet  her  free :  -     "7 
And,  rather  than  I  will  her  Jailor  be,  S» 

I'll  nobly  lofc  her  in  her  Liberty,  ^^ 

Abdid.  Your  Gcnerofity  I  much  approve, 
But  your  exxefs  of  that  fliows  want  of  Love. 
Almanz,.  No,  'tis  th' excefs  of  Love,  which  mounts  Co  high. 
That,  feen  far  off,  it  leiTcns  to  the  Eye. 
Had  I  not  lov'd  her,  and  had  fet  her  free. 
That,  Sir,  had  been  my  Generofity : 
But  'tis  exalted  Paffion,  when  I  fhow 
I  dare  be  wretched,  not  to  make  her  {o. 
And,  while  another  PafiTion  fills  her  Breaft, 
I'll  be  all  wretched  rather  than  half  bleft. 

Abdal.  May  your  Heroick  Aft  fo  profperous  be. 
That  Almah'uie  vazy  figh  you  fet  her  free. 
Enter  7.ulema. 

Zul.  Of  five  tall  Tow'rs  which  fgrtifie  this  Town, 
All  but  iYCAlhambra  your  Dominion  own. 
Now  therefore  boldly  I  confefs  a  Flame, 
Which  is  excus'd  in  Almahide's  Name. 
If  you  the  Merit  of  this  Night  regard. 
In  her  Pofleflion  I  have  my  Reward. 

Almanz,.  She  your  Reward !  why,  fne's  a  Gift  fo  great — 
That  I  my  felf  have  not  deferv'd  her  yet. 
And  therefore,  though  I  won  her  with  my  Sword, 
I  have,  with  awe,  my  Sacrilege  reftot'd. 

Zul.  What  you  deferve 

I'll  not  difpute,  becaufe  I  do  not  know. 
This  only  I  will  fay.  She  fhall  not  go. 

AlmaKZ.  Thou,  lingle,  art  not  worth  my  anfweriog, 
But  take  what  Friends,  what  Armies  thou  canft  bring} 
What  Worlds ;  and  when  you  are  united  all. 
Then,  I  will  thunder  in  your  Ears,  —  She  /hall. 

Z»l.  I'll  not  one  Title  of  my  Right  reilgn; 
Sir,  your  implicite  Promile  made  her  mine. 
When  I  in  geneial  Terms  my  Love  did  fhow. 
You  fwore  oar  Fortunes  fhould  together  go. 

Al>dfd. 
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uiUal.  The  Merits  of  the  Caufe  I'll  not  decide, 
But,  like  my  Love,  I  would  my  Gift  divide. 
Your  equal  Titles  then  no  longer  plead; 
But  one  of  you  for  love  of  me  recede. 

Almanz,.  I  have  receded  to  the  utmoft  Line, 
When,  by  my  free  Confent,  fhe  is  not  mine. 
Then  let  him  equally  recede  with  mc. 
And  both  of  us  will  join  to  fet  her  free. 

Zul.  If  you  will  free  your  part  of  her,  you  may; 
But,  Sir,  I  love  not  your  Romantick  way. 
Dream  on;  enjoy  her  Soul,  and  {ct  that  free; 
I'm  pleas'd  her  Perfon  fliould  be  left  for  me. 

Almanz..  Thou  fhalt  not  wifh  her  thine;  thou  /halt  not  dare 
To  be  fo  impudent,  as  to  defpair. 

ZhI.  The  Zegrys,  Sir,  are  all  concern'd  to  fee 
How  much  their  Merit  you  neglect  in  me. 

Harriet.  Your  flighting  Ztdemm,  this  very  Hour 
"Will  take  ten  thouiand  Subjedts  from  your  Pow'r. 
Almmz..  What  are  ten  thoufand  Subjeds  fuch  as  they  ? 

If  I  am  Icorn'd I'll  take  my  felf  away. 

Abdal.  Since  both  canjiot  polTefs  what  both  purfuej 
I  grieve,  my  Friend,  the  Chance  fhould  fall  on  you.. 
But  when  you  hear  what  Reafons  I  can  urge 

Almanz..  None,  none  that  your  Ingratitude  can  purge, 
Reafon's  a  Trick,  when  it  no  Grant  affords : 
It  ftamps  the  Face  of  Majefly  on  Words. 

Abdal.  Your  Boldnefs  to  your  Services  I  give: 
Now  take  it  as  your  full  Reward  to  live. 
Almfmz..  To  live ! 
'  If  from  my  Hands  alone  my  Death  pan  be, 
I  am  Immortal,  and  a  God  to  thee. 
If  I  would  kill  thee  now,  thy  Fate's  fo  low 
That  I  muft  ftoop  e'er  I  can  give  the  Blow. 
But  mine  is  fix'd  fo  far  above  thy  Crown, 
That  all  thy  Men, 

Pil'd  on  thy  Back,  can  never  pull  it  down. 
But  at  my  Eafe  thy  Deftiny  I  fend, 
By  cealing  from  this  Hour  to  be  thy  Friend. 
Like  Heav'n,  I  need  but  only  to  Hand  ftill; 
And,  not  concurring  to  thy  Life,  I  kill. 

Thou 
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Thou  canft  no  Title  to  my  Duty  bring ; 

I'm  not  tky  Subjcdt,  and  my  Soul's  thy  King. 

Farcwel:  When  I  am  gone. 

There's  not  a  Star  of  thine  dare  ftay  with  thee: 

I'll  whiflJe  thy  tame  Fortune  after  me; 

And  whirl  Fate  with  me  wherefoe'er  I  fly : 

As  Winds  drive  Storms  before  'em  in  the  Sky.        {Exit. 

Zul.  Let  not  this  Infolent  unpunilh'd  go ; 
Give  your  Commands;  your  Juftice  is  too  flow. 

[Zulema,  Hamet,  am  ethers  are  going  after  him. 

Abdal.  Stay ;  and  what  Part  he  pieafes  let  lum  take : 
I  know  my  Throne's  too  ftrong  for  him  to  fluke. 
But  my  fair  Miflrefs  I  too  long  forget ; 
The  Crown  I  promis'd  is  not  ofFer'd  yet. 
Without  her  Prefcnce  all  my  Joys  are  vain. 
Empire  a  Curfe,  and  Life  it  ielf  a  Pain.  [Exeunt, 
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EftUr  Boabdelin,   Abenamar,    a»d  Guards.. 

Ikai.  A  Dvife,  or  aid,  but  do  not  pity  me; 

x\.  No  Monarch  born  can  fall  to  that  degree. 
Pity  defcends  from  Kings  to  all  below; 
But  can,  no  more  than  Fountains,  upward  flow. 
Witnefs,  jufl:  Heav'n,  my  greatefl  Grief  has  been 
I  could  not  make  your  AlmahiJe  a  Queen. 

Aben.  I  have  too  long  th'  efFefts  of  Fortune  known. 
Either  to  truft  her  Smiles,  or  fear  her  Frown. 
Since  in  their  firft  Attempt  you  were  not  flain. 
Your  Safety  bodes  you  yet  a  fecond  Reigni 
The  People  like  a  headlong  Torrent  go. 
And  ev'ry  Dam  they  break,  or  overflow; 
But  unoppos'd  they  either  lofe  their  Force, 
Or  .vind  in  Volumes  to  their  former  Courfe. 

Boab.  In  Walls  we  meanly  muft  our  Hopes  ir.cla.e, 
,  To  wait  our  Friends,  and  weary  out  our  Foes : 

While 
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"While  Almahide 

To  lawlefs  Rebels  is  expos'd  a  Prey, 

And  forc*d  the  luftful  Vidior  to  obey. 

Aben.  One  of  my  Blood,  in  Rules  of  Virtue  bredT 
Think  better  of  her,  and  believe  fhe's  dead, 
•To  them  Almanzor. 

Boab,  We  are  betray'd,  the  Enemy  is  herej 
We  have  no  farther  room  to  hope  or  fear. 

Almanx..  It  is  indeed  Almanzor  whom  you  fee. 
But  he  no  longer  is  your  Enemy. 
You  were  ungrateful,  but  your  Foes  were  morej 
What  your  Injuftice  loft  you,  theirs  rcftore. 
Make  Profit  of  my  Vengeance  while  you  may. 
My  two-edg'd  Sword  can  cut  the  other  way. 
I  am  your  Fortune}  but  am  fwift,  like  her. 
And  turn  my  hairy  Front  if  you  defer. 
That  Hour,  when  you  delib'rate,  is  too  late  j 
I  point  you  the  white  Moment  of  your  Fate. 

Aben.  Believe  him  lent  as  Prince  Abdaila's  Spy; 
He  would  betray  us  to  the  Enemy. 

Aknmz.  Were  I,  like  thee,  in  Cheats  of  State  grownT 
old,  C 

(Thofe  publick  Markets,  where,  for  foreign  Gold,       C" 
The  pooreft  Prince  is  to  the  richeft  fold})  j< 

Then  thou  might'ft  think  me  fit  for  that  low  Part : 
But  I  am  yet  to  learn  the  States-man's  Art. 
My  Kindnefs  and  my  Hate  unmask'd  I  wear  j 
For  Friends  to  truft,  and  Enemies  to  fear. 
My  Heart's  fo  plain. 

That  Men  on  ev'ry  paffing  through  may  look. 
Like  Fifhes  gliding  in  a  Cryftal  Brook: 
When  troubled  moil,  it  does  the  Bottom  {how, 
'Tis  weedlefs  all  above,  and  rocklefs  all  below. 

Aben.  Eer  he  be  trufted,  let  him  then  be  try'dj 
He  may  be  falie  who  once  has  changed  his  Side. 

Almmz,.  In  that  you  more  accuie  your  felves  than  me : 
None  who  are  injur'd  can  unconftant  be. 
You  were  unconftant}  you,  who  did  the  Wrong} 
To  do  me  Juftice  does  to  mc  belong. 

Great 
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Great  Souls  by  Kindncfs  only  can  be  ty'd  j 
Injur'd  again,  again  I'll  leave  your  Side. 
Honour  is  what  my  fclf  and  Friends  I  owe; 
And  none  can  lofe  it  who  forfake  a  Foe, 
Since,  then,  your  Foes  now  happen  to  be  mine. 
Though  not  in  Friendihip,  we'll  in  Int'reft  join. 
So,  while  my  lov'd  Revenge  is  full  and  high, 
I'll  give  you  back  your  Kingdom  by  the  by. 

-Bm^.  iThat  I  £o  long  delay'd  what  you  defire, 

[Embrtuing  him 
"Was -not  to  doubt  your  Worth,  but  to  admire. 

Almmz,.  ThisCounfellor  an  old  Man's  Caution  fhows^ 
Who  fears  that  little  he  has  left  to  lofe :  > 

Age  fets  a  Fortune  j  while  Youth  boldly  throws.  j 

But  let  us  firfi:  your  drooping  Soldiers  chear ; 
Then  feek  out  Danger,  e're  it  dare  appear. 
This  Hour  I  fix  your  Crown  upon  your  Browj 
Next  Hour  Fate  gives  it,  but  t  give  it  nov/.       {JExtniit- 

S  C  E  N  £   II. 

Enter  Lyndaraxa  alone. 

Lyndi  O  fduld  I  read  the  dark  Decrees  of  Fate, 
That  I  might  oilce  know  whom  to  love  or  hate ! 
For  I  my  feif  fcarce  my  own  Thoughts  can  guefs. 
So  much  I  find  them  vary'd  by  Succeft. 
As  in  fomc  Wcather-glafs  my  Love  I  hold; 
Which  falls  or  rifes  With  the  Heat  or  Cold. 
I  will  be  conilant  yet,  if  Fortune  can; 
1  love  the  King,  let  her  but  name  the  Man. 
To  her  Halyma. 

Hal.  Madam,  a  Gentleman,  to  me  unknown, 
Deiires  that  he  may  Ipeak  with  you  alone. 

Lyndar.  Some  Meflage  from  the  King :  Let  him  appear. 
To  her  Abdelmelech ;  wXo,  Entring,   throws  off  his  D'lfguife. 
She  Jiarts. 

Abdelm.  I  fee  you  are  amaz'd  that  I  am  here: 
But  let  at  once  your  Fear  and  Wonder  end; 
In  the  Ufurpcrs  Guards  I  found  a  Friend, 

Who 
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who  led  me  to  you  fafe  in  this  Difguife. 

Lyndar.  Your  Danger  brings  this  Trouble  in  my  Eyes, 
But  what  Affair  this  vent'rous  Vifit  drew  ? 

Abdelm.  The  greateft  in  the  World';  the  feeing  you. 

Lyndar.  The  Coutage  of  your  Love  I  fb  admire. 
That,  to  preferve  you,  you  fhall  ftraight  retire. 

[Shf  leads  him  to  the  Door. 
Go,  Dear ;  each  Minute  does  new  Dangers  bring } 
You  will  be  taken  j  I  expcft  the  King. 

Abdelm.  The  King !  the  poor  Ufurper  of  an  Hout  j 
His  Empire's  but  a  Dream  of  Kingly  Pow'r. 
I  warn  you,  as  a  Lover  and  a  Friend, 
To  leave  him  c'rc  his  fliort  Dominion  end. 
The  Soldier  I  fuborn'd  will  wait  at  Night; 
And  fhall  abne  be  confcious  of  your  Flight, 

Lyndar.  I  thank  you,  that  you  fb  much  Care  beftowj 
But,  if  his  Reign  be  fhort,  I  need  not  go. 
For  why  fhould  I  expofe  my  Life  and  yours, 
For  what,  you  fay,  a  little  Time  afTures  ? 

Abdelm.  My  Danger  in  th'  Attempt  is  very  final!:]     ,_ 
And,  if  he  loves  you,  yours  is  none  at  all. 
But,  though  his  Ruin  be  as  fure  as  Fate, 
Your  proof  of  Love  to  me  would  con>e  tod  ktc. 
This  Trial  I,  in  Kindnefs,  wou|d  allow  \ 
'Tis  eafie,  if  you  love  me,  fho^  it  now. 

Lyndar.  It  is  becaufe  I  \oic  you,  I  refufe ; 
For  all  the  World  my  Contludt  would  acciift, 
If  I  fhould  go,  with  him  I  love,  away: 
And  therefore,  in  flri£t  Vii'tue,  I  will  flay. 

Abdelm.  You  would  in  vain  diiTemble  Love  tO  nie: 
Through  that  thin  Veil  your  Artifice  I  fee. 
You  would  expeA  th'  Event,  and  then  declare: 
But  do  not,  do  not  drive  me  to  Defpair. 
For,  if  you  now  reflife  with  me  to  fly. 
Rather  than  love  you  after  this,  I'll  die : 
And  therefore  weigh  it  well  before  you  fpeak ; 
My  King  is  fafe  "his  Force  within  not  weak. 

Lyndar.  The  Counfel  you  have  giv'n  me,  may  be  wife  r 
Bur,  faice  th' Affair  is  great,  I  Willadvife. 

Abdelm, 
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AbJeUn.  Then  that  Delay  I  for  Denial  take. — [  Isgo'mi. 
Lyndar.  Stay,  you  too  fwift  an  Expofition  make. 
If  I  fliould  go,  fince  Zulema  will  ftay, 
I  fhould  my  Brother  to  the  King  betray. 

Abdehn.  There  is  no  Fear  j  but,  if  there  were,  I  fee 
You  value  ftill  your  Brother  more  than  me. 
Farewelj  fome  Eafe  I  in  your  FaHhood  find; 
It  lets  a  Beam  in,  that  will  clear  my  Mind. 
^^y  former  Weaknefs  I  with  Shame  confefs. 
And  when  I  fee  you  next,  (hall  love  you  Icfs. 

\ls  going  agaia. 
Lyndftr.  Your  faithlefs  Dealings  you  may  blufh  to  tell : 

[fVeeping. 
This  is  a  Maid's  Reward,  who  loves  too  welK 

iHe  looks  back. 
Remember  that  I  drew  my  lateft  Breath 
In  charging  your  Unkindnefs  with  my  Death. 

Abdeim.  [cowing  buck.']  Have  I  not  anfwer'd  all  you  can 
Ev'n  the  leaft  fhadow  of  an  Argument  ?  [invent, 

Lyndar.  You  want  not  Cunning  what  you  pleafe  to 
But  my  poor  Heart  knows  only  how  to  love,      [prove } 
And,  finding  this,  you  Tyrannize  the  more : 
'Tis  plain,  tome  other  Miftrefs  you  adore; 
And  now,  with  ftudy'd  Tricks  of  Subtilty, 
You  come  prepar'd  to  lay  the  Fault  on  me. 

[Wringing  her  Hands. 
But  oh,  that  I  Ihould  love  fo  falfe  a  Man! 

jibdelm.  Hear  me,  and  then  difprove  it,  if  you  can. 
Lyndar.  I'll  hear  no  more;  your  Breach  ofFaith  is  plain: 
You  would  with  Wit  your  want  of  Love  maintain. 
But,  by  my  own  Experience,  I  can  tell. 
They,  who  love  truly,  cannot  argue  well. 
Go,  Faithlefs  Man ! 

Leave  me  alone  to  mourn  my  Milcry : 
I  cannot  ceafe  to  love  you,  but  I'll  di?". 

[Lem-  "  Head  m  his  Arm. 
Abdelm.  What  Man  but  I  fo  lon^^  unmov'd  could  hear 

[Weeding. 

Such  tender  PaiTion,  and  refiife  a  Tear ! 

But 
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But  do  not  talk  of  dying  any  more, 
Unlefs  you  mean  that  I  fhould  die  before. 

Lyndar.  I  fear  your  feign'd  Repentance  comes  too  ]ate : 
I  die  to  fee  you  ftill  thus  obftinate. 
But  yet,  in  Death,  iny  Truth  of  Love  to  (how. 
Lead  me,  if  I  have  Strength  enough,  I'll  go. 

Abdelm.  By  Heaven  you  fhall  not  go:  I  will  not  be 
O'crcome  in  Love  or  Generofity. 
AH  I  deiire,  to  end  th'  unlucky  Strife, 
Is  but  a  Vow  that  you  will  be  my  Wife. 

Lyndftr.  To  tie  me  to  you  by  a  Vow,  is  hard ; 
It  fhows  my  Love  you  as  no  Tie  regard. 
Name  any  thing  but  that,  and  I'll  agree. 

Abdelm.  Swear  then,  you  never  will  my  Rival's  be. 

Lyndar.  Nay,  prithee,  this  is  harder  than  before; 
■Name  any  thing,  good  Dear,  but  that  thing  more. 

uiidelm.  Now  I  too  late  perceive  I  am  undone : 
Living  and  feeing,  to  my  Death  I  run. 
I  know  you  falfe,  yet  in  your  Snares  I  fall^ 
You  grant  me  nothing,  and  I  grant  you  all. 

Lyndar.  I  would  grant  all ;  but  I  muft  curb  my  Will» 
Becaufe  I  love  to  keep  you  jealous  ftill. 
In  your  Sufpicion  I  your  Paflion  find : 
But  I  will  take  a  time  to  cure  your  Mind. 

Halyma.  Oh,  Madam,  the  new  King  is  drawing  near! 

Lyndar.  Hafte  quickly  hence,  left  he  ftiould  find  you  htre. 

.Abdelm.  How  much  more  wretched  than  I  came,  I  go  ~ 
I  more  iny  Weaknefs  and  your  Falftiood  know; 
And  now  muft  leave  you  with  my  greateft  Foe ! 

{Exit  Abdelmelech. 

Lyndar.  Go :  how  I  love  thee  Heav'n  can  only  tell. 
And  yet  I  love  thee,  for  a  Subjeft,  well. 
Yet,  whatfoever  Charms  a  Crown  can  bring, 
A  Subjedl's  greater  than  a  little  King. 
I  will  attend  'till  time  this  Throne  lecurej 
And,  when  I  climb,  my  Footing  (hall  be  fure. 

[Mujick  teithoHt. 
Mufick !  and,  I  believe,  addrefs'd  to  me. 
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SONG. 

I. 

WH:£:RB-ever  I  am,  and  whatever  I  do, 
My  Phyllis  isjiill  in  my  Mand: 
When  fmgrj  I  tv^an  not  to  Phyllis  to  go^ 

My  Feet  of  themfelzes  the  Way  find: 
Unknown  to  my  [elf  I  am  /«/?  at  her  J)oor, 
And-,  when  I  would  rail,  I  can  bring  out  no  mofCy 
Jhan  Phyllis,  too  Fair  and  Unkind! 
II. 
tVhen  Phyllis  7  fee,  my  Heart  korntds  m  my  Breafi, 

4fnd  the  Love  fivould  ftijie  is  (})Own : 
But  afteep,  or  awake,  I  am  never  at  refi, 

IV hen  from  my  Fyes  Phyllis  i$  gone  : 
Sometimes  a  fad  Dream  does  deliule  nvj  fad  Mind; 
But,  alas,  when  I  wake,  and  m  PhyUis  I  find. 
How  Ifigh  to  my  felf  all  alone ! 
III. 
S'oould  a  King  be  my  Rival  in  her  I  adore. 
He  jhotdd  offer  his  Treafurc  m  vain: 

0  let  me  alone  to  be  happy  and  poor. 
And  give  me  my  PhyUis  again  I 

Let  Phyllis  be  mine,  and  but  ever  be  kind, 

1  could  to  a  Defart  with  her  be  confin'd. 

And  ermy  no  Monarch  his  Reign. 
IV. 
Alas,  I  difcover  too  much  of  my  Love, 

And  fhe  too  well  knows  her  own  Pow'r ! 
She  makes  me  each  Bay  a  nev)  Martyrdom  prove. 

And  makes  me  grow  fealous  each  Hour : 
But  let  her  each  Minute  torment  my  poor  hlind, 
I  had  rather  love  Phyllis,  both  Falfe  and  Unkind, 
■    Than  ever  be  freed  from  her  Fov'r. 

Enter  Abdalla  with  Guards. 
Abdal.  Now  Madam,  at  your  Feet  a  King  you  fccj 
Or,  rather,  if  you  pleafe,  a  Sccpter'd  Slave : 
"Tis  juft  you  Ihould  poflefs  the  Pow'r  you  gave. 
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Had  Love  not  made  me  yours,  I  yet  had  been 
But  the  firft  Subjedt  to  Boahdelm. 
Thus  Heav'n  declares  the  Crown  I  bring,  your  Due : 
And  had  forgot  my  Title,  but  for  you. 

Lyndar.  Heav'n  to  your  Merits  will,  I  hope,  be  kindj 
But,  Sir,  it  has  not  yet  declar'd  its  Mind. 
'Tis  true,  it  holds  the  Crown  above  your  Head  j 
But  does  not  fix  it  'till  your  Brother's  dead. 

jibdal.  All,  but  th'  Alhdmbra,  is  within  my  Pow'r. 
And  that  my  Forces  go  to  take  this  Hour. 

Lyndar.  When,  with  its  Keys,  your  Brother's  Head  you 
I  fKall  believe  you  are  indeed  a  King.  [bring, 

Abdal.  But,  fince  th'  Events  of  ail  things  doubtful  arc. 
And,  of  Events,  moft  doubtful  thofe  of  War; 
I  beg  to  know  before,  if  Fortune  frown, 
Muft  I  then  lofe  your  Favour  with  my  Crown  ? 

Lyndar.  You'll  foon  return  a  Conqueror  again. 
And  therefore,  Sir,  your  Queftion  is  in  vain. 

Abdul.  I  think  to  certain  Vi£tory  I  move} 
But  you  may  more  aflure  it  by  your  Love. 
That  Grant  w^ill  make  my  Arms  invincible. 

Lyndar.  My  Pray'rs  and  Wifhes  yoar  Succefs  foretel. 
Go  then,  and  fight,  and  think  you  fight  for  me; 
I  wait  but  to  reward  your  V  ftory. 

Abdal.  But  if  I  lofe  it,  muft  I  lofe  you  too  ? 

Lyndar.  You  are  too  curious,  if  you  more  would  know. 
I  know  not  what  my  future  Thoughts  will  be : 
Poor  Women's  Thoughts  are  all  Extempore. 
Wife  Men,  indeed. 

Beforehand  a  long  Chain  of  Thoughts  produce ; 
But  ours  are  only  for  our  prefent  ufe. 

Abdal.  Thofe  Thoughts  you  \vill  not  know,  too  well 
You  mean  to  wait  the  final  Doom  of  War.         [declare, 

Lyndar.  I  find  you  come  to  quarrel  with  me.  now ; 
Would  you  know  more  of  me  than  I  allow  ? 
Whence  are  you  grown  that  great  Divinity, 
"That  with  fuch  eafe  into  my  Thoughts  can  pry  ? 
Indulgence  does  not  with  fome  Tempers  futc ; 
I  fee  I  muft  become  more  abfolute. 

Ab^d.  I  muft  Tubmit, 

On 
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On  what  hard  Terms  fo  e'er  my  Peace  be  boughf. 

Lyndnr.  Submit!  you  fpcak  as  you  were  not  in  Fault. 
*Tis  evident  the  Injury  is  mine; 
For  why  fhould  you  my  fecrct  Thoughts  divine  ? 

Abdal.  Yet^if  we  might  be  judg\i  by  Realon's  Laws! 
Lyndar.  Then  you  would  have  yoiar  Realbn  judge  Iny 
Either  confefs  your  Fault,  or  hold  your  Tongue  j  [Caufe? 
For  I  am  fure  I'm  never  in  the  Wrong. 
Abdal.  Then  I  acknowledge  it. 

Lyndar. Then  I  forgive. 

Abdal.  Under  how  hard  a  Law  poor  Lovers  live ! 
Who,  like  the  vanquiHi'd,  muft  their  Right  releaie : 
And,  with  the  lofs  of  Reafbn,  buy  their  Peace.     [Aftde. 
Madam,  to  fhow  that  you  my  Pow'r  command, 
I  put  my  Life  and  Safety  in  your  Hand ; 
Difpofe  of  the  Albayzyn  as  you  pleafe: 
To  your  Fair  Hands  I  here  refign  the  Keys. 

Lyndar.  I  take  your  Gift  becaufc  your  Love  it  (howsj 
And  faithful  Selm  for  Alcade  chufe. 

Abdal.  Selm,  from  her  alone  your  Orders  take  ; 
This  one  Requeft,  yet.  Madam  let  me  make. 
That,  from  thofe  Turrets,  you  th' Aflault  will  lec; 
And  Crown,  once  more,  my  Arms  with  Viftory. 

[^Leads  htr  o:a, 
Selin  remains  vhh  Gazul  and  Reduan  his  Strvtrnts. 
Selm.  Gaxjil,  go  tell  my  Daughter  that  I  wait : 
You,  Reduan,  bring  the  ^ris'ner  to  his  Fate. 

[Exeunt  Gazul  arul  Redua». 
E're  of  my  Charge  i  will  PoflclTion  take, 
A  bloody  Saaifice  I  mean  to  make : 
The  Manes  of  my  Son  fhall  fmile  this  Day, 
While  I  in  Blood  my  Vows  of  Vengeance  pay. 

Eraer  at  one  Door  Benzayde  vith  Gazul,  at  the  other 

Ozmyn  bound  with  Reduan. 
Selm.  I  fent,  Benzayda,  to  glad  your  Eyes : 
Thcfe  Rights  we  owe  your  Brother's  Obfequies. 

[To  Gazul  and  Reduan. 
You  two  the  curs'd  Abencerrago  bind. 
You  need  no  more  t'  inflru£t  you  in  my  Mind. 

\lhey  bind  him  to  one  Comer  of  the  Stage. 

Bern.. 
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Bcnx..  In  what  fad  Objedt  am  I  call'd  to  flmrc. 
Tell  me,  what  is  it,  Sir,  you  here  prepare? 

Selin,  'Tis  what  your  dying  Brother  did  bequeath, 
A  Scene  of  Vengeance,  and  a  Pomp  of  Death. 

Benz..  The  horrid  Speftacle  my  Soul  does  fright  j 
I  want  the  Heart  to  fee  the  diCmal  Sight. 

Selin.  You  are  my  principal  invited  Gucft, 
Whofc  Eyes  I  would  not  only  feed  but  feafi:: 
You  are  to  fmilc  at  his  lad.  groaning  Breath, 
And  laugh  to  fee  his  Eye-balTs  roll  in  Death : 
To  jud^e  the  ling'ring  Soul's  convulfivc  Strife; 
When  thick  fhort  Breath  catches  at  parting  Life. 

Benz,.  And  of  what  Marble  do  you  think  nie  made  ? 

Selin.  What,  can  you  be  of  juft  Revenge  afraid? 

Benz,.  He  kiil'd  my  Brother  in  his  own  Defence} 
Pity  his  Youth,  and  fpare  his  Innocence. 

Selin.  Art  thou  fo  fbon  to  pardon  Murder  won? 
Can  he  be  Innocent  who  kill'd  my  Son  ? 
Abmamar  fhall  mourn  as  well  as  I ; 
His  Oxmyn  for  my  Tarifa  fliall  die ; 
But,  lincc  thou  plead'ft  Ho  boldly,  I  will  fee 
That  Juflice  thou  would'fl  hinder,  done  by  thcc  : 

[  G'h  es  her  his  Sword. 
Here,  take  the  Sword,  and  do  a  Sifter's  part ; 
Pierce  his,  fond  Girl,  or  I  will  pierce  thy  Heart. 

Ozm.  To  his  Commands  I  join  my  own  Requefl, 
All  Wounds  from  you  are  welcpme  to  my  Breaft :     . 
Think  only,  when  your  Hand  this  Aft  has  done. 
It  has  but  linifh'd  what  your  Eyes  begun. 
I  thought,  with  Silence,  to  have  fcorn'd  my  Doom  ^ 
But  now  your  noble  Pity  has  o'ercome : 
Which  I  acknowledge  with  my  latefl  Breath  j 
The  firfl  who  e'er  began  a  Love  in  Death. 

Benz.  to  Selin.  Alas,  what  Aid  can  my  weak  Hand  afford? 
You  fee  I  tremble  when  I  touch  a  Sword : 
The  Brightncfs  dazzles  me,  and  turns  my  Sight} 
Or,  if  I  look,  'tis  but  to  aim  lefs  right  j 

Ox.m.  I'll  guide  the  Hand  which  mufl  my  Death  convey  • 
My  leaping  Heart  fhaH  meet  it  half  the  way.  ' 

Vol.  I".  D  Selin, 
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SelintoBenz.W^i^c  not  the  precious  Time  in  idle  Breath. 

Bet2Z,.  Let  me  refign  this  Inftrument  of  Death. 

[Giving  the  Svoord  to  her  Father,  and  then  pulling  it  batk. 
Ah  no :  I  was  too  hafty  to  reiign : 
*Tis  in  your  Hand  more  mortaltlian  in  mine. 
To  them  Hamet. 

Hornet.  The  King  is  from  th' Alhamira  beaten  back; 
And  now  preparing  for  a  new  Attack : 
To  favour  which,  he  wills,  that  iiiftantly 
You  reinforce  him  with  a  new  Supply.  [hence, 

Seltn  to  Benx,.  Think  not,  although  my  Duty  calls  me 
That  with  the  Breach  of  yours  I  will  dilpence. 
E'er  my  Return,  fee  my  Commands  you  do> 
I^t  me  find  Ozmyn  dead;  and  kill'd  by  you. 
Gatul  and  ReJttan,  attend  her  ftill; 
And,  if  fhe  dares  to  fail,  perform  my  Will. 

[Exeunt  Selin  and  Hamet. 

[Benzayda  looks  languiJJmg  on  him,  with  her  Sword  devm. 
Gazul  and  Rcdiian  /landing  with  drawn  Swords  by  her. 

Ozjn.  Defer  not,  fair  Benaayda,  my  Death : 
Looking  on  you" 

I  {liould  but  live  to  figh  away  my  Breath. 
My  Eyes  have  done  the  Work  they  had  to  do :  "} 

I  take  your  Image  with  me,  which  they  drew  j  > 

And,  when  they  clofe,  I  fhall  die  full  of  you.  ^ 

Btnz.  When  Parents  their  Commands  unjuftly.  lay, 
/children  are  privileg'd  to  difbbey. 

Yet  from  that  Breach  of  Duty  I  am  clear, 
I  Since  I  fubmit  the  Penalty  to  bear. 
To  die  or  kill  you  is  th'  Alternative ; 
Rather  than  take  your  Life,  I  will  not  live. 

Oxjm.  This  fhows  th'  Exccfs  of  Gencrofity  j 
But,  Madam,  you  have  no  Pretence  to  die. 
I  Ihould  defame  th'  Abencerra^es  Race, 
To  let  a  Lady  fuffer  in  my  Place. 
But  neither  could  that  Life  you  would  beflow  1 

Save  mine;  nor  do  you  fo  much  Pity  owe  > 

To  me,  a  Stranger,  and  your  Houfc's  Foe.  j 

Benz.  From  whence-foe'er  their  Hate  our  Houfes  drew, 
I  blufti  to  tell  youj  I  have  none  for  you. 

'Tis 


^ 
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'Tis  a  Confeffion  which  I  fliould  not  make, 

Had  I  more  Time  to  give,  or  rou  to  fake. 

But,  lince  De^h's  near,  and  runs  ^vith  fo  much  Force, 

We  muft  meet  firft,  and  intercept  his  Courfe. 

Oz,m.  Oh,  how  unkind  a  Comfort  do  you  give! 
Now  I  fear  Death  again,  aijd  wifli  to  live. 
Life  were  worth  taking,  could  I  have  it  nowj 
But  'tis  more  Good  than  Heav'n  can  e'er  allow 
To  one  Man's  Portion,  to  have  Life  and  you. 

Benz..  Sure,  at  our  Births, 
Death  with  our  meeting  PlaYiets  danc'd  above; 
Or  \Xre  were  wounded  by  a  mourning  Love!  [Shettts  within. 

Redn.  The  Noife  returns,  and  doubles  from  behind} 
It  feems  as  if  two  adverfe  Arnaies  join'd : 
Time  prefles  us. 

Cat,.  -  -If  longer  you  delay. 

We  muft,  though  loth,  your  Father's  Will  obey. 

Oxjn.  Hafte,  Madam,  to  fulfil  h  s  hard  Commands: 
And  refcue  me  from  theit  igrlobie  Hands.  •  ' 

Let  me  kifs  yours   when  you  my  Wound  begin  ; 
Then  eafie  Death  will  Aide  with  pleafure  in. 

Benz..  Ah,  gentle  Soldiers,  fome  fhort  time  allow, 

\To  Gaz.  and  Red.' 
My  Father  has  repented  him  e're  now ; 
Or  will  repent  him,  when  he  finds  me  dead : 
My  Clue  of  Life  is  twin'd  with  Ozjnyr^s  Thread. 

Redu.  'Tis  fatal  to  refuie  her,  or  obey; 
But  where  is  our  Excufe  ?  what  can  we  fay  ? 

Benz,.  Say  any  thing——*— 
Say,  that  to  kill  the  Guiltlefs  you  were  loath, 
Or  if  you  did,  fay,  I  would  kill  you  both. 

Gitz.  To  difobey  our  Orders  is  to  die : 
I'll  do't,  who  dare  oppofe  it? 

Bedii.  ■ ^That  dare  I. 

[Reduan_/?W>  hefortOzmyn,  andfightHTPtth  GxlwX. 
[Benzayda  unbinds  Ozmyn,  ar.i gives  him  her  Sword. 

Bent.  Stay  not  to  fee  the  iflue  of  the  Fight;  * 

„     ,   «        ^  [Red.  kia^(jtz.\ 

But  hafte  to  lave  your  felf  by  fpeedy  Flight*.  '     ' 

[Ozmyn  kneehto  kifs  her  Hand. 

D  2  Ozjfu 
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Ovm.  Did  all  Mankind  againft  my  Life  conipire, 
"Without  this  Bleffing  I  would  not  retire. 
But,  JVladam,  can  I  go  and  leave  you  here  ? 
Your  Father's  Anger  now  for  you  I  fear : 
Confider  you  have  done  too  much  to  flay. 

l^ms..  Think  not  of  rtie,  but  fly  your  felf  away. 

^edu.  Hafle  quickly  hence ;  the  Enemies  are  nigh ; 
From  ev'ry  part  I  fee  the  Soldiers  flyj 
The  Foes  not  only  our  Aflailants  beat, 
But  fiercely  fally  out  on  their  Retreat  j 
And,^  like  a  Sea  broke  loofe,  come  on  amain. 

lb  them  Abenamar,    and  n  Party  with  their  Sieerdt 
dfatptii  drhing  in  fame  of  the  Enemies. 

Ahen.  Tray  tors,  you  hope  to  iave  your  felves  in  vain, 
Tour  forfeit  Lives  fhall  for  your  Treafon  pay. 
And  Ox.7nyWs  Blood  fhall  be  reveng'd  this  day. 

Ozm.  No,  Sir,  your  Oxjnyn  lives,  and  lives  to  own 

[Knetling  to  his  Wathtr. 
A  Father's  Piety  to  free  his  Soft.) 

^6en,  My  ptmyn  I  O  thou  blefTing  of  my  Age ! 

[En^mcmg  him, 
And  art  thou  fafe  from  their  deluded  Rage! 
Whom   mufl  I  praife  for  thy  Deliverance  ? 
"Was  it  thy  Valour,  or  the  work  of  Chance  ? 

Ozm.  Nor  Chance  nor  Valour  could  deliver  mcj 
But  'twas  a  noble  Pity  fet  me  free. 
My  Liberty  and  Life, 

And  what  your  Happinefs  you're  plcas'd  to  call. 
We  to  this  charming  Beauty  owe  it  all, 

Abm.  Inflrudl  me,  vifible  Divinity,  \To  htr. 

Infh-uft  me  by  what  Name  to  woriliip  thee. 
For  to  thy  Virtue  I  would  Altars  raife  : 
Since  thou  art  much  above  all  human  Praife. 

But  fee 

E»rtr  Almanzor,  hit  Sword  iloody,  leading  in  AlnlaKidtf, 
attended  l>y  Efycianza. 
My  other  BlefTing,  Almahide  is  here : 
I'll  to  the  King,  and  tell  him  fhe  is  near. 
You,  Ozmyn,  on  your  fair  Deliv'rer  wait : 
And  with  your  private  Joys  the  publick  celebrate.  t£Aft«»/. 

Aimaii- 
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Almanzor,  Almahide  and  Efperanza. 

^/»;^«z..  The  work  is  done;  now.  Madam,  you  are  free 
At  leaft,  if  I  can  give  you  Liberty. 
But  you  have  Chains  which  you  your  felf  have  chofc} 
And,  O,  that  I  could  free  you  too  from  thofe ! 
But,  you  are  free  from  Force,  and  have  full  Pow'r 
To  go,  and  kill  my  Hopes  and  me,  this  hour. 
I  fee,  then,  you  will  go ;  but  yet  my  Toil 
May  be  rewarded  w^ith  a  looking  while. 

Almah.  Almxnzjor  can  from  ev'ry  Subjeft  raife 
New  matter  for  our  Wonder  and  his  Praife. 
You  bound  and  freed  me,  but  the  dift^ence  is. 
That  fhow'd  your  Valour;  but  your  Virtue  this. 

Almanz,.  Madam,  you  praiie  a  Fun'ral  Vi£loryj 
At  whoife  fad  Pomp  the  Conqueror  muft  die. 

Almah.  Conqueft  attends  Almantor  ev'ry  where, 
I  am  too  fmall  a  Foe  for  him  to  fear : 
But  Heroes  ftill  muft  be  oppos'd  by  fome. 
Or  they  would  want  occalion  to  o'ercome. 

Almmz..  Madam,  I  cannot  on  bare  Praifes  live : 
Thofe  who  abound  in  Praiies,  feldom  give. 
Almah.  While  I  to  all  the  World  your  Worth  makeknowto,'' 
May  Heav'n  reward  the  Pity  you  have  fliown. 

Almanx,.  My  Love  i«  languifliing  and  ftarv'd  to  death. 
And  would  you  give  me  Charity,  m  Breath  ? 
Pray'rs  are  the  /Jms  of  Churcb-men  to  the  Poor : 
They  fend  to  Heav'n's,  but  drive  us  from  their  Door. 

Almah.  Ceafc,  ceafe  a  Suit 
So  vain  to  you,  and  troublefome  to  me. 
If  you  will  have  me  think  that  I  am  free. 
If  I  am  yet  a  Slave,  my  Bonds  I'll  bear. 
But,  what  I  cannot  grant,  I  will  not  hear, 

Almanz.  You  wo'not  hear !  you  muft  both  hear  and  grant  j 
For,  Madam,  there's  an  Impudence  in  Want. 

Almah.  Your  Way  is  foraewhat  ftrange  to  ask  Relief  j 
You  ask  with  threatning,  hke  a  begging  Thief. 
Once  more,  Almansior,  tell  me,  am  I  free? 

Almanx,.  Madam,  you  are  from  all  the  World—but  mc. 
But  as  a  Pyrate,  when  he  frees  the  Prize  > 

He  took  from  Friends,  fees  the  rich  Merchandize,       >' 
And,  after  he  has  freed  ir,  juftly  buys  j  \  ' 

D  5  io 
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So,  when  I  have  reftord  your  Liberty 
But  then,  alas,  I  am  too  poor  to  buy  ! 

Alrr.ah.  Nay,  now  you  ufc  me  juft  as  Pyrates  do : 
You  free  me;  but  expedt  a  Ranfbm  too. 

Aljnans^.  You've  all  the  Freedom  that  aPiincecanliaw. 
But  Greatnefs  cannot  be  without  a  Slave. 
A  Monarch  never  can  in  private  move; 
But  ftill  is  haunted  with  officious  Love. 
So  fmall  an  Jnconvcnience  you  may  bear, 
'Tis  all  the  Fine  Fate  lets  upon  the  Fair. 

A'.Tmh.  Yet  Princes  may  retire,  when  e'er  they  pleafe  j 
And  breatlie  free  Air  from  out  their  Palaces : 
They  go  foraetimcs  unknown,  to  ihun  their  State  5 
And  then,  'tis  Manners  not  to  know  or  wait. 

Almanz.  If  not  a  Subjcd:  then,  a  Ghoft  I'll  be ; 
And  from  a  Ghofl,  you  know,  no  Place  is  free. 
Aflecp,  awake,  I'll  haunt  you  ev'ry  where; 
From  my  while  Shrowd  groan  Love  into  your  Ear, 
"When  in  your  Lover's  Arms  you  fleep  at  Night, 
I'll  elide  in  Cold  betwixt,  and  feize  my  Right. 
Ancf  is't  not  better,  in  your  Nuptial  Bed, 
To  have  a  living  Lover  than  a  dead  ? 

Almah.  I  can  no  longer  bear  to  be  accus'd. 
As  if  what  I  could  grant  you,  I  refus'd. 
My  Father's  Choice  I  never  will  dilputc; 
And  he  has  chofen  e'er  you  mov'd  your  Sutc. 
You  know  my  Cafe,  if  equal  you  can  be. 
Plead  for  your  felf,  and  aiilwer  it  for  me. 

Alm;!nz,.  Then,  Madam,  in  that  Hope  you  bidmelivCi 
I  ask  no  more  than  you  may  juftly  give  : 
But  in  ftrid  Juftice  there  may  Favour  be. 
And  may  I  hope  that  you  have  that  for  me  ? 

Alrrnw.  Why  do  you  thus  my  feaet  Thoughts  purfue. 
Which  known,  hurt  me,  and  cannot  profit  you  ? 
Your  Knowledge  but  new  Troubles  does  prepare. 
Like  theirs  who  curious  in  their  Fortunes  are. 
To  fay  I  could  with  more  Content  be  yours. 
Tempts  you  to  hope ;  but  not  that  Hope  aflures. 
For  liiice  the  King  has  Right, 

And 
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And  favour'd  by  my  Father  in  his  Suit, 
It  is  a  Bloflbm  which  can  bear  no  Fruit. 
Yet,  if  you  dare  attempt  fo  hard  a  Task, 
May  you  fuccecdj  you  have  my  Leave  to  ask. 

Almmz.  I  can  with  Courage  now  my  Hopes  purfue. 
Since  I  no  longer  have  to  combate  you. 
That  did  the  grcatell  Difficulty  bring; 
The  reft  are  fmaU,  a  Father  and  a  King! 

Abnah.  Great  Souls  difcern  not  when  the  Leap's  too  wide,. 
Becaufe  they  only  view  the  farther  Side. 
Whatever  you  defirc,  you  think  is  hear : 
But,  with  more  Reafon,  the  Event  I  fear. 

Almmz.  No;  there  is  a  neceffity  in  Fate, 
Why  ftill  the  brave  bold  Man  is  Fortunate ; 
He  keeps  his  Obje£l  ever  full  in  liglit. 
And  that  Aflurance  holds  him  firm  and  right. 
True,  'tis  a  narrow  Path  that  leads  to  Blift,  f 

But  right  before  there  is  no  Precipice :  > 

Fear  makts  Men  look  alide, and  then  their  Footing  niifs.^ 

Almah.  I  do  your  Merit  all  the  Right  I  can ; 
Admiring  Virtue  in  a  private  Man :     . 
I  only  wifh  the  King  may  grateful  be. 
And  that  my  Father  with  my  Eyes  may  fee. 
Might  I  not  make  it  as  my  lafl:  Requeft, 
(Since  humble  Carriage  fuites  a  Suppliant  beft) 
That  you  would  fomewhat  of  your  Ficrceneis  hide : 
That  inborn  Fire;  I  do  not  call  it  Pride. 

Almnm.  Born  as  I  am,  ftill  to  Command,  not  Sue, 
Yet  you  ftiall  fee  that  I  can  beg  for  you. 
And  if  your  Father  will  require  a  Crown, 
Let  him  but  name  the  Kingdom,  'cis  his  own. 
I  am,  but  while  I  pleafe,  a  private  Man ; 
I  have  that  Soul  which  Empires  firft  began : 
From  the  dull  Crowd,  which  every  King  does  lead, 
I  will  pick  out  whom  I  will  chufe  to  head : 
The  beft  and  braveft  Souls  I  can  fele<S, 
And  on  their  Conquer'd  Necks  my  Throne  erc(a,[£x^^fff. 

D4  ACT 
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Abdalla  alone^  under  the  Walls  of  the  Albayzyn. 

-*^'^«^-TT7'Hile  flie  is  mine,  I  have  not  jret  loft  allj 

V  V    But  in  her  Arms  ftiall  have  a  gentle  Fail : 
Bleft  in  my  Love,  although,  in  War  o'ercome, 
I  fly,  like  Anthony  from  ABlum, 
To  meet  a  better  Cleopatra  here. 
You  of  the  Watch ;  you  of  the  Watch ;  appear. 

Sold,  above.  Who  calls  below?  What's  your  Demand? 

AbJd. 'Tis  I : 

Open  the  Gate  with  fpeed ;  the  Foe  is  nigh. 

Sold.  What  Orders  for  Admittance  do  you  bring? 

Abdal.Shvc,  my  own  Orders ;  look,  and  know  the  King. 

Sold.  I  know  you,  but  my  Charge  is  fb  fevcre. 
That  none,  without  Exception,  enter  here. 

Abdd.  Triiytor,  and  Rebel,  thou  {halt  (hortly  fee 
Thy  Orders  are  not  to  extend  to  me. 

Lyndar.  above.  What  fawcy  Slave  fo  rudely  docs  exclaim. 
And  brands  my  Subje£t  with  a  Rebel's  Name  ? 

Abdal.  Dear  Lyndarp.xa,  hafle ;  the  Foes  purfuc. 

Lyndar.  My  Lord,  the  Prince  Abdalla,  is  it  you? 
1  fcarcely  can  believe  the  Words  I  hear : 
Could  you  fo  coai-fely  treat  my  Officer? 

Abdal.  He  forc'd  me;  but  the  Danger  nearer  draws, 
when  I  am  enter'd,  you  fhall  know  the  Caufe. 

Lyndar.  Enter'd !  Why  have  you  any  Bulinefs  here  ? 

Abdal.  I  am  purfu'd,  the  Enemy  is  near. 

Lyndar.  Are  you  purfu'd,  and  do  you  thus  delay 
To  fave  your  i'elf?  Make  hafte,  my  Lord,  away. 

Abdal.  Give  me  not  caufe  to  think  you  mock  my  Grief: 
What  Place  have  I,  but  this,  for  my  Rcl'cf  ? 

Lyndar.  This  Favour  dees  your  Handmaid  much  oblige. 
But  we  are  not  provided  for  a  Siege : 
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My  Subjefts  fewj  and  their  Provifion  thinj 
The  Foe  is  ftrong  without,  we  weak  within. 
This  to  mv  noble  Lord  may  feera  unkind. 
But  he  will  weigh  it  in  his  Princely  Mind: 
And  pardon  her,  who  does  Aflurance  want 
So  much,  fhe  blufhes  when  ihe  cannot  grant. 

Abdal.  Yes,  you  may  blulh  j  and  you  have  caule  to  weep, 
Ii  this  the  Faith  you  promis'd  me  to  keep  ? 
Ah  yet,  if  to  a  Lover  you  will  bring 
No  Succour,  give  your  Succour  to  a  King. 

Lyndnr.  A  King  is  he  whom  nothing  can  withftandi 
Who  Men  and  Mony  can  with  eafe  command. 
A  King  is  he  whom  Fortune  ftill  does  blefsi 
He  is  a  King  who  does  a  Crown  poflefs. 
If  you  would  have  me  think  that  you  are  h^ 
Produce  to  view  your  Marks  of  Sov'raignty. 
But  if  your  felf  alone  for  Proof  you  bring. 
You're  but  a  fingle  Perfon,  not  a  King. 

AUal.  Ingrateful  Maid,  did  I  for  th  is  Rebel  ? 
I  iay  no  more;  but  I  have  lov'd  too  well. 

Lyndsir.  Who  but  your  felf  did  that  Rebellion  move  ? 
Did  I  e'er  promife  to  receive  your  Love  ? 
Is  it  my  Fault  you  are  not  fortunate? 
I  love  a  King,  but  a  poor  Rebel  hate, 

Abdal.  Who  follow  Fortune,  ftili  are  in  the  right - 

But  let  me  be  protected  here  this  Night. 

Lyndar.  The  Place  to  morrow  will  be  circled  round  j 
And  then  no  way  will  for  your  Flight  be  found. 

Abdal.  I  hear  mj  Enemies  juft  coming  on ; 

[Trampling  wuhin> 
Proteft  me  but  one  Hour,  till  they  arc  gone. 

L)vdar.  They'll  know  you  have  been  here;  it  cannot  be, 
Tliat  very  Hour  you  ftay,  will  ruin  me: 
For  if  the  Foe  behold  our  Enterview, 
I  fhall  be  thought  a  Rebel  too,  like  you. 
Hafte  hence ;  and,  that  your  Flight  may  profp'rous  prove, 
I'll  recommend  you  to  the  Pow'rs  above. 

[Exit  Lynd.  from  above. 

Abdal.  She's  gone:  Ah,  faithlefs  and  ingratefiiJ  Maid! 
I  hear  fonic  tread  j  and  fe^  I  am  betray'd. 
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rU  to  the  Sfmijh  King  -,  and  try  if  he,  t> 

To  count'nance  his  own  Right,  will  luccour  me :         > 

There  is  more  Faith  in  Chriftian  Dogs,  than  thee.[Ex/V.S 

Enter  Ozmyn,  Benzayda  and  Abenamar. 

Benz,.  — 1  wifh 

(To  merit  all  thefe  Thanks)  I  could  have  faid,  9 

^y  Pity  only  did  his  Virtue  aid :  V 

*Twas  Pity,  but  'twas  of  a  Love-fick  Maid.  '3 

His  manly  Suft'ring  my  Efteem  did  move; 
That  bred  Companion,  and  Companion  Love. 

Ozm.  O  Blefling  fold  me  at  too  dicap  a  rate.' 
My  Danger  wcs  the  Benefit  of  Fate.  [To  his  Father 

But  that  you  may  my  fair  Deliverer  know. 
She  was  not  only  born  our  Houfe^s  Foe,  '  ^ 

But  to  my  Death  by  pow'rfiil  Reafons  led,  "'.  ^^ 

At  leaft,  in  Juftice,  flic  might  wifh  mc  dead. 
^l>en.  But  why  thus  long  do  you  her  Name  conceal? 
Ozm.  To  gain  Belief  for  what  I  now  reveal: 
Ev'n  thus  prepar'd,  you  fcarce  can  think  it  true. 
The  Saver  of  my  Life  from  Selm  drew 
Her  Birth ;  and  was  his  Sifter  whom  I  flew. 

^6en.  No  more  -,  it  cannot,  was  not,  muft  not  be 
Upon  my  Blefling,  fay  not  it  was  flie. 
The  Daughter  of  the  only  Man  I  hate ! 
Two  Contradidiions  twifted  in  a  Fate ! 

Ozw.  The  mutual  Hate  which  you  and  Selm  bore, 
Does  but  exalt  her  gen'rous  Pity  more. 
Could  fhe  a  Brother's  Death  forgive  to  me. 
And  cannot  you  forget  her  Family  ? 
Can-  you  fo  ill  requite  the  Life  I  owe. 
To  reckon  her,  who  gave  it,  ftill  your  Foe  ? 
It  lends  too  great  a  Luftre  to  her  Line, 
To  let  her  Virtue  ours  fo  much  out-fliine.  [have, 

A6en.  Thou  gav'fl;  her  Line  th'  Advantage  which  they 
By  meanly  taking  of  the  Life  they  gave. 
Grant  that  it  did  in  her  a  Pity  fliow. 
But  would  rny  Son  be  pity'd  by  a  Foe  ?  ' 
She  has  the  Glory  of  thy  Aft  defac'd : 
Tiiou  kiii'dft  her  Brother  j  but  ftie  triumphs  lafl: 

Poorljr 
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Poorly  for  us  our  Enmity  would  ceafe; 
When  we  are  beaten,  we  receive  a  Peace. 

Benz..  If  that  be  all  in  which  you  dilagree, 
I  muft  confefs  'twas  Ox.myn  conquer'd  me. 
Had  I  beheld  him  baftly  beg  his  Life, 
I  fliould  not  now  fubmit  to  be  his  Wife. 
But  when  I  faw  his  Courage  Death  control,         / 
I  paid  a  fecret  Homage  to  his  Soul; 
And  thought  my  cruel  Father  much  to  blame. 
Since  Oz.myn's  Virtue  his  Revenge  did  fhame. 

Aiien.  What  Coiiftancy  canft  thou  e'er  hope  to  find 
In  that  unliable,  and  fbon  conquer'd  Mind? 
What  Piety  can'ft  thou  expedt  from  her. 
Who  could  forgive  a  Brother's  Murderer?  -^ 

Or,  what  Obedience  hop'ft  thou  to  be  pay'd. 
From  one  who  firft  her  Father  difobey'd  ? 

Ozjn.  Nature  that  bids  us  Parents  to  obey. 
Bids  Parents  their  Commands  by  Reafon  weigh. 
And  you  her  Virtue  by  your  Praile  did  own. 
Before  you  knew  by  whom  the  Aft  was  done. 

A6en.  Your  Reafons  fpeak  too  much  of  Infolence, 
Her  Birth's  a  Crime  paft  Pardon  or  Defence. 
Know,  that  as  Selin  was  not  won  by  thee. 
Neither  wiU  I  by  Selif/s  Daughter  be. 
Leave  her,  or  ceafe  henceforth  to  be-my  Son : 
This  is  my  Will;  and  this  I  wi!l  have  done.  [Exit  Ahen', 

Ozm.  It  is  a  murd'ring  Will! 
That  whirls  along  with  an  impetuous  Sway  j 
And,  like  Chain-fliot,  fweeps  all  things  in  its  Way. 
He  does  my  Honour  want  of  Duty  call ; 
To  that,  and  Love,  he  has  no  Right  at  all. 

Sent.  No,  Oz.myn,  no,  it  is  a  much  Icfs  111 
To  leave  me,  than  difpute  a  Father's  Will : 
If  I  had  any  Title  to  your  Love, 
Your  Father's  greater  Right  docs  mine  remove : 
Your  Vows  and  Faith  I  give  you  back  again. 
Since  neither  can  be  kept  witnout  a  Sin. 

Ozm.  Nothing  but  Death  my  Vows  can  give  me  back : 
They  are  not  yours  to  give,  nor  mine  to  take. 
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Benz.  Nay,  think  not,  though  I  could  your  Vows  rdlgn. 
My  Love  or  Virtue  could  difpenfe  with  mine. 
I  would  extinguifh  your  unlucky  Fire, 
To  make  you  happy  in  fome  new  Defire : 
I  can  preferve  enough  for  me  and  you : 
And  love,  and  he  unfortunate  for  two. 

Oz.m.  In  all  that's  good  and  great 
You  vanquifh  me  fo  faft,  that  m  the  End 
I  fhall  have  nothing  left  me  to  Defend. 
From  ev'ry  Poft  you  force  me  to  remove  j 
But  let  me  keep  my  lafl  Retrenchment,  Love. 
Benz,.  Love  then,  my  Ozmin;  I  will  be  content 

[Giving  her  HwtiU 
To  make  you  wretched  by  your  own  Confent: 
Live  poor,  defpis'd,  and  banifli'd  for  my  Sake, 
And  all  the  Burden  of  my  Sorrows  take, 
Tor,  as  for  me,  in  whatfoe'er  Eftate, 
While  I  have  you,  I  muft  be  Fortunate, 

Ozm.  Thus  then,  fecur'd  of  what  we  hold  moll  dear, 

(Each  others  Love)  we'll  go 1  know  not  where. 

For  where,  alas,  fhould  we  our  Flight  begin  ? 
The  Foe's  without ;  our  Parents  are  within. 

Benz,.  V\\  fly  to  you;  and  you  fhall  fly  to  me: 
Our  Flight  but  to  each  others  Arms  (hall  be. 
To  Providence  and  Chance  permit  the  reft  \ 
Let  us  but  love  enough,  and  we  are  bleft.  [Exeunt. 

EwrtT' Boabdelin,  Abenamar,  Abdelmelech,  Guard:  Zule- 
ma  a^d  Hamet  Prijoners. 
jiidelm.  They're  Lyndaraxa's  Brothers ;  for  her  fake 
Their  Lives  and  Pardon  my  Requeft  I  make. 

Loai>.  Then,  ZulemA  and  Hamet,  live ;  but  know 
Your  Lives  to  Abdtlmekch's  Sute  you  owe. 

Zul.  The  Grace  receiv'd  fo  much  my  Hope  exceeds, 
That  Words  come  weak  and  fliort  to  anfwer  Deeds. 
You've  made  a  Venture,  Sir,  and  Time  muft  ftiow 
If  this  great  Mercy  you  did  well  beftow. 

Boab.  You,  Ab<ielmelech,  hafte,  before  'tis  Night, 
And  clofc  purfue  my  Brother  in  his  Flight. 

[ExtHnt  Abdelmelech,  Zulema  md  Hamet. 

i  Enter 
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Enter  Almanzor,  Almahide  and  Efperanza. 
But  fee,  with  Almahide 

The  brave  Alm*nz.or  comes,  whofe  conqu'ring  Sword 
The  Crown  it  once  took  from  me,  has  reftor'd. 
How  can  I  recompcnce  fo  great  Defert ! 

Almmz,.  I  bring  you,  Sir,  perform'd  in  ev'ry  Part 
My  Promife  madcj  your  Foes  are  fled  or  flain; 
Without  a  Rival,  ablolute  you  reign. 
Yet  though,  in  Juftice,  this  enough  may  be. 
It  is  too  httle  to  be  done  by  me : 
I  beg  to  go 

Where  my  own  Courage  and  your  Fortune  calk, 
To  chafe  thefe  Misbelievers  from  our  Walls. 
I  cannot  breathe  within  this  narrow  Space  j 
My  Heart's  too  big,  and  fwells  beyond  the  Place. 

Boab.  You  can  perform,  brave  Warrior,  what  you  pleafe ; 
Fate  liftens  to  your  Voice,  and  then  decrees. 
Now  I  no  longer  fear  the  Spaniflj  Pow'rsj 
Already  we  are  free,  and  Conquerors. 

Almanx,.  Accept,  great  King,  to  morrow,  from  myHand, 
The  captive  Head  of  conquer'd  Ferdinand. 
You  {hall  not  only  what  you  loft  regain. 
But,  o'er  the  Bifcaya  Mountains  to  the  Main, 
Extend  your  Sway,  where  never  Moor  did  reign. 

Aien.  What  in  another  Vanity  would  feem. 
Appears  but  noble  Confidence  in  him. 

No  haughty  Boafting;  but  a  Maniy  Pride: 

A  Soul  too  fiery,  and  too  great  to  guide : 

He  moves  excentrique,  like  a  wand'ring  Star, 

Whofe  Motion's  juft,  tho'  'tis  not  regular. 
Boai>.  It  is  for  you,  brave  Man,  and  only  you. 

Greatly  to  fpeak,  and  yet  more  greatly  do. 

But,  if  your  Benefits  too  far  extend, 

1  muft  be  left  ungrateful  in  the  End : 

Yet  fomewhat  I  would  pay. 

Before  my  Debts  above  all  leck'ning  grow; 

To  keep  me  from  the  Shame  ot  what  I  owe; 

But  you 

Are  confcious  to  your  felf  of  fuch  Defcrt, 

That  of  your  Cut  I  few  to  offer,  part. 
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Almanz.  When  I  fliall  have  declared  my  high  Requefl, 
So  much  Prefumption  there  will  be  conreft, 
That  you  will  find  your  Gifts  I  do  not  ftunj 
But  rather  much  o'er-rate  the  Service  done. 

BoAb.  Give  wing  to  your  Defires,  and  let  em  fiy 
Secure,  they  cannot  mount  a  pitch  too  high. 
So  blefs  me,  Alha,  both  in  Peace  and  War, 
As  I  accord,  whate'er  your  Wifiies  are, 

Almmz,.  Embolden'd  by  the  Promife  of  a  Prince, 

[Putting  one  Knee  to  the  Croutul. 
I  ask  this  Lady  now  with  Confidence. 

Boai>.  You  ask  the  only  thine  I  canaot  grant. 

[The  King  and  Abenamar  mk  amaz^dly  on  each  other. 
But,  as  a  Stranger,  you  are  ignorant 
Ot  what  by  publick  Fame  my  Subjeds  knowj 
She  is  my  Miilrefs : 

Aben. And  my  Daughter  too. 

Almanz,.  Believe,  old  Man,  tliat  I  her  Father  knew : 
What  elfe  fhould  make  Almdnzor  kneel  to  you  ? 
Nor  doubt.  Sir,  but  your  Right  to  her  was  known : 
For  had  you  had  no  Claim  but  Love  alone, 
I  could  produce  a  better  of  my  own. 

Ahnah.  foftly  to  him.  Almanxjor,    you  forget  my  lafi: 
Requefl: : 
Your  Words  have  too  much  Haughtinefs  exprefs'd. 
Is  this  the  humble  way  you  were  to  move  ? 

Almtmz-.  to  her.  I  was  too  far  tranfported  by  my  Love. 
Forgive  mej  for  I  had  not  learn'd  to  lue 
To  any  thing  before,  but  Heav'n  and  you. 

Sir,  at  your  Feet,  I  make  it  my  Requefl: [TotheKhig. 

[Firji  Line  kneeling:  Second  rijmg,  and  boldly. 
Though  without  boafting,  I  defer ve  her  bell} 
For  you  her  Love  with  gaudy  Titles  fought. 
But  I  her  Heart  with  Blood  and  Dangers  bought. 

Boab.  The  Blood  which  you  have  fhed  in  her  Defence, 
Shall  have  in  time,  a  fitting  Recompence : 
Or,  if  you  think  your  Services  delay'd, 
Name  but  your  Price,  and  you  fl^.all  foon  be  paid. 

Almmz.  Mj^Price!  why.  King,  you  do  not  think  you 
With  one  who''fcts  his  Services  to  Sale?  fdeai 

Rcrerve 
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Referve  your  Gifts  for  thofe  who  Gifts  regard ; 
And  know  I  think  my  felf  above  Reward. 

Boab.  Then  fure  you  are  fbme  God-head ;  and  our  Care 
Muft  be  to  come  with  Incenfe,  and  with  Pray'r. 
Almanz.  As  little  as  you  think  your  felf  oblie'd. 
You  would  be  glad  to  do't,  when  next  BeHeg'd. 
But  I  am  pleas'd  there  fhould  be  nothing  duej 
For  what  I  did,  was  for  my  felf,  not  you. 

Boat.  You  with  Contempt  on  meaner  Gifts  look  down  ^ 
And,  aiming  at  '^^  Queen,  dildain  my  Crown. 
That  Crown  reiitor'd,  deferves  no  Recompence, 
Since  you  would  rob  the  faireft  Jewel  thence. 
Dare  not  henceforth  Ungrateftil  me  to  call  j 
What  e'er  I  ow'd  you,  this  has  cancel'd  ail, 

Almanz..  I'll  call  thee  thanklefs  King,  and  perjur'd  both: 
Thou  fwor'ft  by  Alha ;  and  haft  broke  thy  Oath. 
But  thou  do'ft  wellj  thou  tak'ft  the  cheapeft  wayj 
Not  to  own  Services  thou  can'ft  not  pay. 

Boab.  Mv  Patience  more  than  pays  thy  Service  paftj 
But  now  tnis  Infolence  fhall  be  thy  laft. 
Hence  from  my  Sight,  and  take  it  as  a  Grace 
Thou  liv'ft,  and  art  but  banifti'd  from  the  Place. 

Almanz.  Where-e'er  I  go,  there  can  no  Exile  bej 
But  from  Almanxor's  Sight  I  banifti  thee: 
I  will  not  now,  if  thou  wou'dft  beg  me,  ftay} 
But  I  will  take  my  Almahide  away. 
Stay  thou  with  all  thy  Subjedts  here 3  but  know 
We  leave  the  City  empty  when  we  go. 

[lakes  AlmahideV  Ifmd. 
Bottb.  Fall  onj  takej  kill  the  Traitor. 
\The  Guards  fall  on  him;  he  makes  at  the  KJng  through 
the  mUJi  of  them,  and  falls  upon  him;  they  difarm 
him,  ami  refcue  the  King. 
Almanx..  Bafe  and  poor, 

Blufh  that  thou  art  Almanzor's  Conqueror. 
[Almahide  wrings  her  Hands;  then  turns  and  veils  her  Face. 
Farewel,  my  Almahide! 
Lite  of  it  felf  will  go,  now  thou  art  gone. 
Like  Flies  in  Winter  when  they  Tofe  Uie  Sun. 

[Abenamar  rehifpen  the  King  a  link;  then  freaks  aloud. 
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Aien.  Revenge,  and  taken  fo  fecurc  a  way. 
Are  Bleflings  which  Heav'n  fends  not  ev'ry  Day. 

Soab.  I  will  at  leifure  now  revenge  my  Wrong; 
And,  Traitor,  thou  (halt  feel  my  Vengeance  long  ; 
Thou  fhalt  not  die  juft  at  thy  own  Dcfirc, 
But  fee  my  Nuptials,  and  with  Rage  expire. 

Almanz.  Thou  dai'ft  not  Marry  her  while  I'm  in  fight; 
With  a  bent  Brow  thy  Prieft  and  thee  111  fright : 
And  in  that  Scene 

Which  all  thy  Hopes  and  WifV.es  (hould  content. 
The  Thought  of  me  fhall  make  thee  Impotent. 

[if#  is  led  offiy  Guards. 

Boab.  As  Ibme  fair  TuBp,  by  a  Storm  opprcft, 

[B  Ahmh. 
Shrinks  up,  and  folds  its  filkcn  Arms  to  Reft; 
And,  bending  to  the  Blaft,  al!  pale  and  dead. 
Hears,  from  within,  the  Wind  fing  round  its  Head : 
So,  fhrowded  up  your  Beauty  difappcars ; 
Unveil,  my  Love,  and  lay  aiide  your  Fears. 
The  Storm  that  caus'd  your  Fright,  is  paft  and  done. 

[Almahidc  utrvelling  and  looking  rounJ  for  Almanxor. 

Almd>.  SoFbw*rspeepout  too  loon, and  mifs  the  Sun. 

[Turning  from  him,. 

'BocA.  What  Myft'ry  in  this  ftrange  Behaviour  lyes  ? 

Alnuth.  Let  me  for  ever  hide  thcfe  guilty  Eyc«, 
Which  lighted  my  Almanzor  to  his  Tomb; 
Or,  let  'em  blaze  to  (how  me  there  a  Room. 

Bo^ib.  Heav'n  lent  their  Luftre  for  a  nobler  End: 
A  thoufand  Torches  muft  their  Light  attend. 
To  lead  you  to  a  Temple  and  a  Crown.  ,  ."  ^' '  ^j>^g^^ 

Why  does  my  faireft  Almahide  fiown  ?      

Am  I  lefs  pleaiing  than  I  was  before. 
Or  is  the  infoknt  Almanzxn-  more? 

Almah.  I  juftly  own  that  I  fome  Pity  have. 
Not  for  the  Infolent,  but  for  the  Brave. 

Abm.  Though  to  vour  King  your  Duty  you  negle^Sr 
Know,  Almahide,  I  look  for  more  Relpe£t, 
And,  if  a  Parent's  Charge  your  Mind  can  move, 
Receive  the  BleiTmg  of  a  Monarch's  Love, 
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jUmah.  Did  he  my  Freedom  to  his  V\^e.  prefer. 
And  fhall  I  Wed  Almanz^r's  Murderer? 
No,  Sir;  I  cannot  to  your  Will  fubmit: 
Your  Way's  too  rugged  for  my  tender  Feet. 

Aben.  You  mufl  be  driv'n  where  you  refuTe  to  go : 
And  taught,  by  Force,  your  Happincfs  to  know. 
^Imah.  To  force  me,  Sir,  is  much  unworthy  you ; 

{Smiling  fcornfttlly. 
And,  when  you  would,  impoflible  to  do. 
If  Force  could  bend  me,  you  might  think,  with  SHanrke, 
That  I  dcbafe  the  Blood  from  whence  I  came. 
My  Soul  is  foft ;  which  you  may  gently  lay 
In  your  loofe  Palm;  but  when  'tis  prcfs'd  to  ftay. 
Like  Water,  it  deludes  your  Grafp,  and  flips  awaj'. 

Boab.  I  find  I  mufl:  revoke  what  I  decreed} 
Almantor's  Death  my  Nuptials  muft  precede. 
Love  is  a  Magick  which  the  Lover  ties; 
But  Charms  ftill  end,  when  the  Magician  dies. 
Go;  let  me  hear  my  hated  Rival's  dead;  ,    [To his  Guard. 
And,  to  convince  my  Eyes,  bring  back  his  Head. 

Almah.  Go  on ;  I  wifli  no  other  way  to  prove  ; 
That  I  am  worthy  of  Almanzor's  Love. 
We  will  in  Death,  at  lead,  united  be; 
I'll  fhew  you  I  can  die  as  well  as  he. 

Boab.  What  fhould  I  do !  when  equally  I  dread 
AlmAnzor  living,  and  Almanaor  dead!— — — — 
Yet,  by  your  Promile,  you  are  mine  alone.  [own  ? 

Almah.  How  dare  you  claim  my  Faith,  and  break  your 
Aben.  This  for  your  Virtue  is  a  weak  Defence ; 
No  ftcond  Vows  can  with  your  firft  difpenfe. 
Yet,  fincc  the  King  did  to  Almaazor  Iwear, 
And  in  his  Death  ingrateful  may  appear. 
He  ought,  in  Juftice,  fi.ft  to  fpare  his  Life, 
And  then  to  claim  your  Promifc  as  his  Wife. 
Almah.  Whate'er  my  fccrct  Inclinations  be. 
To  this,  fince  Honour  ties  me,  I  agree : 
Yet  I  declare,  and  to  the  World  w:Tl  own. 
That,  far  from  feeking,  I  would  fhun  the  Throne, 
And  with  Almanz.cn;  lead  an  humble  Life; 
There  is  a  private  Grcatnefs  in  his  Wife. 

Boab. 
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Boab.  Tliat  little  Love  I  have,  I  hardly  buy  i 
You  give  my  Rival  all,  while  you  deny. 
Yet,  Almdh'ule,  to  let  you  fee  your  Pow'r, 
Your  lov'd  Almanzor  ftull  be  free  this  Hour. 
You  are  obcy'd,  but  'tis  fb  great  a  Grace, 
That  I  could  wifti  me  in  my  Rival's  PJaca. 

[Exeunt  King  and  Abenamar. 

jUmfh.  Howr  blefs'd  was  I  before  this  f^tal  Day^ 
When  all  I  knew  of  Love,  was  to  obey ! 
*Twas  Life  bccalm'd,  without  a  gentle  Breath  j 
Though  not  fo  cold,  yet  motionlefs  as  Death. 
A  heavy  quiet  State  j  but  Love,  all  Striic, 
All  rapid,  is  the  Hurricane  of  Life. 
Had  Love  not  fliowp  mc,  I  had  never  iecn 
An  Excellence  beyond  BoAl^deliii. 
I  had  not,  aiming  higher,  loft  my  Reft; 
But  with  a  Vulgar  Good  been  dully  bleft : 
But,  in  Altnanzor,  having  fcen  what's  rare. 
Now  I  have  learnt  too  ftiarply  to  compare  i 
And,  hke  a  Fav'rite,  quickly  in  Diigrace, 
Juft  knew  the  Value  e'er  I  loft  the  Place. 

To  her  Almanzor  bound  ttnJ  guarded. 

Ahnmz,.  I  fee  the  Eod  for  which  I'm  hither  lent, 

[Looking  dorcn. 
To  double,  by  your  Sight,  my  Punifliment. 
There  is  a  SKame  in  Bonds  I  cannot  bearj 
Far  more  than  Death  to  meet  your  Eyes  I  fear. 

Almah.  That  Shame  of  long  continuance  fiiall  not  be : 

[Unbinding  him. 
The  King,  at  my  Intrcaty,  fets  you  free, 

Almanz.  The  King!  m.y  Wonder's  greater  than  before : 
How  did  he  dare  my  Freedom  to  reftorc  ? 
He  hkc  fome  Captive  Lion,  ufes  me; 
He  runs  away  before  he  fets  me  free. 
And  takes  a  Sandtuary  in  his  Court : 
I'll  rather  lofc  my  Life  than  thank  him  for't. 

Almah.  If  any  SubjeiSt  for  your  Thanks  there  be. 
The  King  expefts  'em  not;  you  owe  'enf  me. 
Our  Freedoms  through  each  others  Hands  have  paft; 
You  give  me  my  Revenge  in  winning  laft. 

Almaiiz.. 
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AlnumT^.  Then  Fate  conimodioufly  for  me  has  doncj 
To  lole  mine  there,  where  I  would  have  it  won. 

Almah.  Almmz.or,  you  too  foon  will  underftand. 
That  what  I  win  is  on  another's  Hand, 
The  King  (who  doom'd  you  to  a  cruel  Fate) 
Gave  to  ray  Pray'rs  both  his  Revenge  and  Hate : 
But  at  no  other  Price  would  rate  your  Life, 
Than  my  Confent  and  Oath  to  be  his  Wife, 

Almmx-.  Would  you  to  fave  my  Life  my  Love  be- 
Here;  take  me;  bind  me;  carry  me  awayj        [tray?; 
Kill  me :  I'll  kill  you  if  you  difobey, 

[2J>  the  Guards. 
Almah.  That  abfolute  Command  your  Love  docs  give, 
I  take,  and  charge  you  by  that  Pow'r  to  live, 

Almanz.  When  Death,  the  laft  of  Comforts,  you  rcfl}fe,, 
Your  Pow'r,  like  Heav'n  upon  the  damn'd,  you  ufe/. 
You  f«rce  me  in  my  Being  to  remain, 
To  make  me  laft,  and  keep  me  frefli  for  Pain. 
When  all  my  Joys  are  gone. 
What  Caufe  can  I,  for  living  longer,  give. 
But  a  dull,  lazy  Habitude  to  live  ? 

Almah.  Rafli  Men,  like  you,  and  impotent  of  Will, 
Give  Chance  no  time  to  turn,  but  urge  her  flijl ; 
She  would  repent  j  you  pufli  the  Quarrel  on. 
And  onte  becaufe  fhc  went;'^e  mull  be  gone. 

Almanz.  She  fljall  not  turn;  what  is  it  ilie  can  do 
To  rccompence  me  for  the  Lois  of  you .' 

Almah.  Heav'n  will  rewaid  your  Worth  forae  better 
At  leaft,  for  me,  you  have  but  loft  one  Day,  [way. 

Nor  is't  a  real  Lofs  which  you  deplore; 
You  fought  a  Heart  that  was  engag'd  before. 
Twas  a  fwift  Love  which  took  you  in  his  way; 
Flew  only  through  your  Heart,  but  made  no  Stay. 
'Twas  but  a  Dream,  where  Truth  had  not  a  Places 
A  Scene  of  Fancy,  mov'd  fo  fwift  a  Pace, 
And  fhifted,  that  you  can  but  think  it  was : 
Let,  (then,  the  Ihort  vexatious  Vilion  pafs, 

Almanz.  My  Joys,  indeed,  are  Dreams;  but  not  my 
'Twas  a  fwift  Ruin ;  but  the  Marks  remain,         [Pain : 

When 
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when  fbme  fierce  Fire  lays  goodly  Buildings  waflc, 

Would  you  conclude 

There  had  been  none,  becaujfe  the  Burning's  pad? 

Abnah.  It  was  your  fault,  that  Fire  fciz'd  all  your  Breaftj 
You  fhould  have  blown  up  fome  to  (ave  the  reft : 
But  'tis,  at  worft,  but  fo  confum'd  by  Fire 
As  Cities  are,  that  by  their  Fall  rife  higher. 
Build  Lovea  nobler  Temple  in  my  place ; 
You'll  find  the  Fire  has  but  enlarg'd  your  fpace. 

Almanz.ljowchzB  undone  me,  I  am  grown  fbpoor,  ^ 
I  fadly-  view  the  Ground  I  had  before,  ^ 

But  want  a  Stock,  and  ne'er  can  huild  it  more.  y 

Almah.  Then  fay  what  Charity  I  can  allow  j 
I  would  contribute,  if  I  knew  but  how. 
Take  Friendfhip ;  or,  if  that  too  fmall  appear. 
Take  Love  which  Sifters  may  to  Brothers  bear, 

Ahnanz.  A  Sifter's  Love!  that  is  fo  pall'd  a  Thing, 
What  Pleafure  can  it  to  a  Lover  bring  ? 
'Tis  like  thin  Food  to  Men  in  Fevers  fpcntj 
}uft  keeps  alive  j  but  gives  no  Nouriftiment. 
What  Hopes,  what  Fears,  what  Tranfports  can  it  move  ? 
'Tis  but  the  Ghoft  of  a  departed  Love. 

Almah.  You,  like  fome  greedy  Cormorant,  devour 
All  my  whole  Life  can  give  you,  in  an  Hour. 
What  more  I  can  do  for  you,  is  to  die. 
And  that  muft  follow,  if  you  this  deny. 
Since  I  gave  up  my  Love  that  you  might  live, 
You,  in  refufing  Life,  my  Sentence  give. 

Almmx,.  Far  from   my  Breaft  w  fuch  an  impious 
Thought: 
Your  Death  would  lofe  the  Qi;iet  mine  had  fought. 
I'll  live  for  you,  in  fpight  of  Mifery : 
But  you  fhall  grant  that  I  had  rather  die. 
I'll  be  fb  wretched,  fill'd  with  fuch  Defpair, 
That  you  fhall  fee,  to  live  was  more  to  dare. 

Almah.  Adieu,  then,  O  my  Soul's  far  better  Part, 
Your  Image  fticks  fo  clofe 
That  the  Blood  follows  from  my  rending  Heart. 
A  laft  Farewell 

For 
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For,  fince  a  laft  muft  come,  the  reft  are  vain  / 
Like  Gafps  in  Death,  which  but  prolong  our  Pain. 
But,  fince  the  King  is  now  a  Part  of  me, 
Ceafe  from  henceforth  to  be  his  Enemy. 
Go  now,  for  Pity  go;  or,  if  you  ftay, 
I  frar  I  {hall  have  fomething  ftill  to  fay. 
Thus  I  for  ever  rtiut  you  from  my  Sight.     \yeiU, 

uilmanz.  Like  one  thruft  out  in  a  cold  Winter's  Night, 
Yet  fhivering  underneath  your  Gate  I  ftay  j 

One  Look"       I  cannot  go  before  'tis  Day 

[She  bickons  him  to  be  gent 
Not  one— — Farewel :  Whate'cr  my  Suff 'rings  be 
Within,  I'll  fpeak  Farewel  as  loud  as  ftie ; 

I  will  not  be  out-done  in  Conftancy. — 

[She  tHrns  her  Buck. 
Then  like  a  dying  Conqueror  I  go ; 
At  leall  1  have  look'd  laft  upon  my  Foe. 

1  go but,  if  too  heavily  I  move, 

I  walk  encumber'd  with  a  Weight  of  Love. 
Fain  I  would  leave  the  Thought  of  you  behind,  T 

But  ftill,  the  more  I  caft  you  from  my  Mind,  C 

You  dafti,  like  Water,  back,  when  thrown  againft  the^ 
Wind.  [Ex//.  3 

[As  he  gees  off,  the  King  meets  him  ir»>^"  Abcnamar, 
they  ft  are  at  each  other  veithoM  fainting. 
'Bonb.  With  him  go  all  my  Fears  :  A  Guard  there  wait. 
And  fee  him  fafe  without  the  City  Gate. 

To  them  Abdelraelech. 
Now,  AbdtlTftelech,  is-my  Brother  dead  ? 

Abdelm.  Th'Ufurper  to  the  Chriftian  Camp  is  fled} 
Whom  as  Granada's  lawful  King  they  own. 
And  vow,  by  Force,  to  feat  him  in  the  Throne. 
Mean  time  the  Rebels  in  th'  Albayzm  reftj 
Which  is  in  Lyndaraxa's  Name  pofteft. 

Boab.  Hafte,  and  reduce  it  inftantly  by  Force, 
Abdelm.  Firft  give  me  leave  to  prove  a  milder  Courfe. 
She  will,  perhaps,  on  Summons  yield  the  Place. 
Boftb.  We  cannot,  to  your  Sute,  refufe  her  Grace.    ^ 
[One  enters  hcftHy  and  whiff  en  Abenamar. 

1  Abm 
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Ahen.  How  Fortune  perfecutes  this  hoary  Head ! 
My  Ozmyn  is  with  Sehris  Daughter  fled. 

But  he's  no  more  iT\y  Son 

My  Hate  fhall  like  a  Ze^ry  him  purfiic, 

'Till  I  take  back  what  Blood  from  me  he  drew. 

Bo^b.  Let  War  and  Vengeance  be  to  Morrow's  Care: 
But  let  us  to  the  Temple  now  repair. 
A  thoufand  Torches  make  the  Mofque  more  bright : 
This  muft  be  mine  and  Almakies  NigJit. 
Hence,  ye  importunate  Affairs  of^tate; 
You  fliould  not  tyrannize  on  Lore,  but  wait. 
Had  Life  no  Love,  none  would  for  Buiinefelivcj 
Yet  ftill  from  I,ovc  the  largcft  Part  we  give-; 
Aftd  muft  be  forc'd,  in  Empire's  weary  Toil, 
To  live  long  wretched,  to  be  pleas'd  a  while.      [Exetm. 
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SUccefs,  which  can  no  more  than  Beauty  lafi. 
Makes  our  fad  Poet  mourn  your  Tavours  pafi: 
For,  fnce  without  Defert  he  got  a,  Name, 
He  fears  to  lofe  it  norp  with  greater  Shftme. 
Tame,  like  a  little  Mifirefs  of  the  Town, 
Is  gain'd  with  Bafe ;  but  then  jhe's  loft  as  foon. 
Tor,  as  thofe  tawdry  Mijfes,  foon  or  late. 
Jilt  fuch  as  keep  'em  at  the  highefi  Rate, 
And  oft  the  Lacquey,  or  the  brawny  Clown^ 
Gets  what  is  hid  in  the  loofe-body'd  Gonm ; 
So,  Fame  is  falfe  to  all  that  keep  her  long ; 
And  turns  up  to  the  Fop  that's  brisk  and  young, 
Stme  wifer  Foet  now  would  leave  Fame  firfi : 
But  elder  Wits  are,  like  old  Lovers,  curs' d; 
Who,  when  the  Vigour  ef  their  Youth  is  fpent. 
Still  grow  more  fond,  as  they  grow  impotent. 
This,  fome  Tears  hence,  our  Poet's  Cafe  may  prove '^ 
But,  yet,  he  hopes,  he's  young  enough  to  love. 
When  Forty  comes,  if  e'er  he  live  to  fee 
That  wretched,  fumbling  Age  of  Poetry, 
'Twill  be  high  time  to  bid  his  Mufe  Adieu : 

Well  he  may  pleafe  himfelf,  bttt  never  you. 

'Till  then,  he'll  do  as  well  as  he  began  ^ 

And  hopes  jou  will  not  find  him  left  a  Man. 

Think  him  not  duller  for  this  Tear's  Delay; 

He  was  prepar'd,  the  Women  were  away ; 

And  Men,  without  their  Parts,  can  hardly  Play. 

If  they,  through  Sicknefs,  feldom  did  appear. 

Pity  the  Virgins  of  each  Theater ; 
ftr,  at  both  Houfes,  'twas  afickly  Year  ! 
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./ind  pity  us,  your  Servants,  to  vhofz  Cojl, 
In  one  fuch  Sicknefs,  nine  whole  Months  are  lofl. 
Their  Stay,  he  fears,  has  rum' d  what  he  writ: 
Long  Waiting  both  difables  LOve  and  Wit. 
Ihey  thought  they  gave  him  Leifure  to  do  well: 
But,  when  they  fore' d  him  to  attend,  he  fell'. 
Tet,  though  he  much  has  failed,  he  be^s,  to  Day, 
You  will  exciife  his  u^performing  Play : 
Weaknejs  fometimes  great  VaJJhn  does  exprefs; 
He  had  pkas'd  better,  hud  he  lov'd  yoit  lefs 
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PROLOGUE 

To  the  Second  Part. 

THEYvho  Write  III,  and  they  who  tie*er  Jurft  Write, 
JUm  Criticks,  out  of  meer  Revetige  and  Spight : 
A  Play-Houfe ^iv«  'em  Fame;  and  up  there  Jlarts, 
From  a  tnean  Fifth-rate  Wit,  a  hUn  of  Fitrts. 
(So  tmmnm  Faces  on  the  Stage  appear : 
We  take  'em  in,  arJ  they  turn  Beauties  here.) 
Our  Author  fears  tliofe  Criticks  as  his  Fate: 
jind  thofe  he  Fears,  by  cotifee^ence,  mufi  Hate. 
For  they  the  Trxffick  of  all  Wit  invade; 
As  Saiv'ners  draw  away  the  Bankers  Trade. 
Homee'er,  the  Poet's  fafe  eywugh  to  Day: 
They  carmct  cenfure  an  unfimfl/d  Flay. 
But,  as  when  Vizjird-M,^sk  appears  in  Pit, 
Straight  ev'ry  Man,  who  thinks  himfelf  a  Wit, 
Perks  up ;  and,  managing  his  Comh  with  Grace, 
With  his  white  V/igg  fets  off  his  Nut-brown  Face: 
That  done,  bears  Hp  to  th'Priz^,  aid  views  each  Limbi 
To  know  her  by  her  Rigging  and  her  Trim : 
Then,  the  whole  Noife  of  Fops  to  Wagers  go. 
Vox  on  her,  V  ms<ft  62  fhe;  and,  Daratn'qp,  no: 
Jud  fo,  I  Prophefe,  theje  Wits  to  Day 
-  Will  blindly  guefs  at  our  imperfeci  Play : 
With  what  new  Plots  our  Second  Part  is  fiWd, 
■  Who  mufi  be  kept  alive,  atid  who  be  kill'd. 
And  as  thofe  Vizard-Masks  maintain  that  Fafliion, 
To  footh  and  tickle  fweet  Imagination : 
So,  our  dull  Poet  keeps  you  on  with  Masking, 
Tb  make  you  think  there's  fimethiag  worth  your  asking: 
But  when  'tis  fljown,  that  which  does  now  delight  you. 
Will  prne  a  Dowdy  with  a  Face  to  fright  you. 

Jhttanzvr 
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the  SECOND   PART. 
ACT     I.      SCENE    I. 

SCENE,     ui  Camp. 

Enter  King  Ferdinand,  Queen  Ifabella,  AloniO 
d'Aguilar ;  Attendants^  Men  and  Women. 

King  Ferdinand. 

T  length  the  Time  is  come,  when  Spain 

fhali  be 
From  the  long  Yoke  of  Moorijh  Tyrants 

free. 
All  Caufes  fcem  to  iecond  our  Defign; 
And  Heav'n  and  Earth  in  their  Deftrudli- 
on  join. 

When  Empire  in  its  ChildJiood  firil  appears, 
A  watchful  Fate  o'cr-fees  its  tender  Years  5 
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'Till,  grown  more  {Irong,  it  thnifis  and  ftvcrchcs  out. 

And  Llbows  all  the  Kingdoms  round  aboui: 

The  Place  thus  made  for  its  firft  Breathing  free. 

It  moves  again  for  Esfe  and  Luxury : 

'Till,  fwelling  by  degrees,  it  has  pofiefl 

The  greater  Space,  and  now  crowds  up  the  reft. 

When,  from  behind,  there  ftarts  fome  petty  Stare : 

And  puflies  on  its  now  unweildy  Fate: 

Then,  down  the  Precipice  of  Time  it  gees. 

And  links  in  Minutes,  which  in  Ages  rofe. 

(S).lfahel,  Should  bold  Columbus  in  his  Search  fuccccd, 
And  hnd  thofe  Beds  in  which  bright  Metals  breed  i 
Tracing  the  Sun,  who  fcems  to  fteal  away,  7 

That,  Mifer-like,  he  might  alone  furvey  > 

The  Wealth,  which  he  in  Weftern  Mines  did  Jay ;        j 
Not  all  that  lliining  Ore  could  give  my  Heart 
The  Joy,  this  conquer'd  Kingdom  will  impart : 
Which,"  refcu'd  from  thefc  Misbeliever's  Hands, 
f^hall  now,  at  once,  iliake  off  its  double  Bands; 
At  once  to  Freedom  and  true  Faith  rcflord : 
Its-Oid  Religion,  and  its  ancient  Lord. 

K.Terd.  By  that  AfTault  which  iafl:  we  made,  I  find. 
Their  Courage  is  with  their  Succefs  declin'd : 
Mmamor'?  Abfence  now  they  dearly  buy, 
Whofc  Condud  crown'd  their  Arm.s  wi'th  Vidlory. 

AlmxjD.  Their  King  himfclf  did  their  Iafl:  Sally  guide,  7 
1  faw  him  glift'ring  in  bright  Armour,  rioc  S 

To  break  a  Lance  m  Honour  of  his  Bride.  3 

But  other  Thoughts  now  fill  his  anxious  Breafl^ ; 
Care  of  his  Crown  his  Love  has  difpoflefl. 
To  them  Abdalla. 

6)jj'aM.  But  fee  the  Brother  of  the  Moorijh  King; 
HeTeems  fome  News  of  great  Import  to  bring. 

K.  Fird.  Re  brings  a  fpccious  Title  to  our  fide  j 
Thofe  Vvho  would  Conquer,  muft  their  Foes  divide. 

Abdal.  Since  to  my  Exi'e  you  have  Pity  fliown. 
And  giv'n  me  Courage,  yet  tJ  hope  a  Throne ; 
While  vou,  witliout,  our  common  Foes  fubdue, 
I  am  not  wanting  to  my  idi,  or  you. 

But 
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But  have,  within,  a  Faftion  ftill  aJive;. 

.Strong  to  affift,  and  fecret  to  contrive  : 

And  watching  each  Occafion  to  foment 

The  People's  Fears  into  a  Difcontent : 

Which,  from  jilmMzor's  Lofs,  before  were  grea*. 

And  now  ai'e  doubl'd  by  their  late  Defeat: 

'I'hefe  Letters  from  their  Chiefs,  the  News  aflurcs. 

[Gives  Letters  to  the  Kin*. 

K.FerJ.  Be  mine  the  Honour;  but  the  Profit  yours. 

Tf  them  the  Duke  of  Arcos,  vpith  Ozmyn  asid  BenMyda 

Vrifi-.'iers. 

K.  Terd.  That  Tertia  of  Italims  did  you  guide, 
I'o  take  their  Foil:  upon  the  River  fide  ? 

D.  Arcos.  All  arc  according  to  your  Orders  plac'd : 
iMy  chearful  Soldiers  their  Intrenchments  hafte. 
The  Mrerci/in  Foot  have  ta'cn  the  upper  Ground, 
And  now  the  City  is  bcleaguer'd  roiind. 

K.FirJ.  Why  is  not  then  their  Leader  here  a^i'-n? 

D.  Af-cos.  The  Maftcr  of  A!cantr.ra  is  flain : 
But  he  who  flew  him  here  before  you  (lands ; 
It  is  that  Moor  whom  you  behold  in  Bands, 

K.Ferd.  A  braver  Man  I  had  not  in  my  Hoft. 
His  Murd'rer  fhall  not  long  his  Conqueft  boaft. 
But,  Duke  of  Arcos,  fay,  how  was  he  flain  ? 

D.  Arcos.  Our  Soldiers  march'd  together  on  the  Plairi  5 
We  two  rode  on,  and  left  them  f3r\)ehind, 
'Till,  coming  whcje  we  found  the  Valley  wind. 
We  faw  thele  Moors;  who,  fwifrly  as  they  coa'd, 
Ran  on,  to  gain  the  Covert  of  a  Wood, 
This  we  obferv'd;  and,  havinrr  crofs'd  their  Way, 
The  Lady,  out  of  Breath,  was  forc'd  to  ftay : 
The  Man  then  ftood,  and  ftraight  his  Fauchion  drew; 
Then  told  us,  v/e  in  vain  did  thofe  purfue, 
Whom  their  ill  Fortune  to  Defpair  did  drive. 
And  yet,  whom  v/e  Ihould  never  tike  alive. 
Neglefting  this,  the  MaQer  (Iraight  fpurr'd  on-, 
But  th'  aitive  Moor  h's  Horn's  flrock  did  (hun. 
And,  e'er  his  Rider  from  his  Reacii  could  go, 
Finiih'd  the  Combat  with  one  deadh'  Blow. 
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I,  to  revenge  my  Friend,  prepar'd  to  fight  j 
But  now  our  foremoft  Men  were  come  in  fight : 
"Who  fbon  would  have  difpatch'd  him  on  the  Place, 
Had  I  not  fav'd  him  from  a  Death  fo  bafe, 
And  brought  him  to  attend  your  Royal  Doom. 

K.  Terd.  A  manly  Face,  and  in  his  Age's  Bloom. 
But,  to  content  the  Soldiers,  he  muft  me ; 
Go,  fee  him  executed  inftantly. 

^Ifabel.  Stay;  I  would  learn  his  Name  before  he  go  j 
You,  Prince  Abdalla,  may  the  Pris'ner  know. 

Abdal.  Ozwyw's  his  Name;  and  he  deferves  his  Fatej 
His  Father  heads  that  Faiftion  which  I  hate: 
But,  much  I  wonder,  that  with  him  I  fee 
The  Daughter  of  his  Mortal  Elnemy. 

Ben^L.  'Tis  true,  by  Ozmyn's  Sword  my  Brother  fellj 
But  'twas  a  Death  he  merited  too  well. 
I  know  a  Silter  fhould  excufe  his  Fault; 
But  you  know  too,  that  Oxmyn's  Death  he  fought, 

Abdal.  Our  Prophet  has  declar'd,  by  tlic  Event, 
That  Ozmya  is  reJerv'd  for  Punifliment, 
For,  when  he  thought  his  Guilt  from  Danger  clear. 
He,  by  new  Crimes,  is  brought  to  fuffer  here. 

Bmz..  In  Love,  or  Pity,  if  a  Crime  you  findj 
We  two  have  finn'd  above  all  human  Kind. 

Oxm.  Heav'n  in  my  Punifliment  has  done  a  Grace  j 
I  could  not  fuffer  in  a  better  Place : 
That  I  fhould  die  by  Chriflians  it  thought  good. 
To  fave  your  Father's  Guilt,  whofoughtmy  3lood.  [Toher, 

Benz.  Fate  aims  fo  many  Blows  to  make  us  fall. 
That  'tis  in  vain  to  tliink  to  ward  'em  all : 
And  where  Misfortunes  great  and  many  are. 
Life  grows  a  Burden,  and  not  worth  our  Care. 

Ozm.  I  cafl  it  from  me,  like  a  Garment  torn, 
Ragged,  and  too  undccent  to  be  worn. 
Belides,  there  is  Contagion  in  my- Fate;  [Tt  Benz. 

It  makes  your  Life  too  much  unfortunate. 
But,  fince  her  Faults  are  not  ally'd  to  mine. 
In  her  Protedlion  let  your  Favour  fhine: 
To  you,  great  Queen,  I  make  this  laft  Requeflj 
(Since  Pity  dwells  in  ev'ry  Royal  Breafl) 

Safe 
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Safe,  in  your  Care,  her  Life  and  Honour  be : 
It  is  a  dying  Lover's  Legacy. 

Benz.  Ceafe,  Oxjnyyiy  ceafe  fo  vain  a  Sutc  to  movej 
I  did  not  give  you  on  thofe  Terms  my  Love. 
Leave  me  the  Care  of  me  5  for,  when  you  go. 
My  Love  will  foon  inilrucft  me  whit  to  do. 

^Ifrbel.  Permit  me,  Sir,  thefe  Lovers Doqm  to-givc: 
MySentence  is.  They  fhall  together  live. 
The  Courts  of  Kings, 
To  all  Dillrefs'd  fhould  San£luaries  be, 
But  moft  to  Lovers  in  Adverlity. 
Cetftile  and  Arragon, 

Which  long  againfl:  each  other  War  did  move, 
My  plighted  Lord  and  I  have  join'd  by  Love : 
And,  if  to  add  this  Conqueft  Heav'n  thinks  good, 
I  would  not  have  it  ftain'd  with  Lovers  Blood, 

K.  FerJ.  Whatever  Ifabclla  fliall  command 
Shall  always  be  a  Law  to  FerdifWiJ. 

Benz..  The  Frowns  of  Fate  we  will  no  longer  fear : 
111  Fate,  great  Queen,  can  never  find  us  here. 

^Jfahtl.  Your  Thanks  fome  other  time  I  will  receive; 
Henceforward,  fafe  in  my  Protedtion  live.   . 
GramtJa  is  for  noble  Loves  renown'd  5 
Her  bell  Defence  is  in  her  Lovers  found. 
Love's  an  Heroick  Faflion,  which  can  find 
No  room  in  any  bafe  degen'rate  Mind : 
It  kindles  all  the  Soul  with  Honour's  Firc^ 
To  make  the  Lover  worthy  his  Defire. 
Againft  fuch  Heroes  I  Succefs  fhould  fear. 
Had  we  not  too  an  Hoft  of  Lovers  here. 
An  Army  of  bright  Beauties  come  with  mc; 
Each  Lady  fliall  her  Servant's  Adtions  fee : 
The  Fair  and  Brare  on  each  fide  fliall  conteft : 
And  they  fliall  overcome,  who  love  the  beft.  \Ext.  onmts. 

SCENE    II.    the  Alhambra. 

Zulemaj8/w.' 
True,  they  have  pardon'd  mc ;  but  do  they  know 
What  Folly  'tis  to  truft  a  pardon'd  Foe! 

"      E4  S 
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A  Blufh  remains  in  a  forgiven  Facej 

It  wears  the  filent  Tokens  of  Dii^race : 

Forgivencfs  to  the  injur'd  does  belong  j 

But  they  ne'er  pardon  who  have  done  ihe  Wrong. 

My  hopeful  Foriune's  ]oft!  and,  what's  above 

A!l  I  can  name  or  think,  rtmy  ruind  Love! 

Fdgn'd  Honefty  fl^a'l  work  me  into  Tiuft, 

/.nd  feeming  Penitence  conceal  my  Luft. 

Let  Heav'n's  gieat  Eye  of  Providence  now  take  . 

One  Day  of  Refl-,  and  ever  after  wake. 

Enter  Bcabdelin,  Abenamar  and  Guards. 

Bof^b.  Lolles  on  Lofics!  as  if  Heav'n  decreed 
Almanxor's  Valour  fhould  alone  fucceed. 

Aben.  Each  Sally  we  have  made,  fmce  he  is  gone. 
Saves  but  to  pull  our  fpcedy  Ruin  on. 

Boab.  Of  all  Mankind,  the  heavieft  Fate  he  bears, 
Uho  the  laft  Crown  of  linking  Empiie  wears. 
Ko  kindly  Planet  of  his  Birth  took  caie: 
Heav'n's  Out-caft,  and  the  Drofs  of  ev'iy  Star! 

[A  tumultueus  Koife  wilhm. 
Enter  Abdelmelech. 
"Vhat  new  Misfortune  do  ihefe  Cries  prefagc ? 

Abdelm.  They  are  th' Effects  of  the  mad  Peoples  Rage. 
All  in  Defpair,  tumultuoiifly  they  fwarni} 
The  fartheft  Streets  already  take  th'  Alai  m } 
The  needy  creep  fiom  Celiais,  under-ground. 
To  thcra  new  Cries  from  Tops  of  Garrets  found : 
The  Aged  from  the  Chimneys  leek  the  Coldj 
And  Wives  from  Windows  helplefs  Infants  hold. 

Boab.  See  what  the  many-headed  Bcafl  demands. 

[Exit  Abdelmelech, 
Curs'd  is  that  King  whofe  Honour's  in  their  Hands. 
In  Senates,  either  they  too  flowly  grant. 
Or  iaucily  refuie  to  aid  my  Want : 
And,  when  their  Thrift  has  ruin'd  me  in  War, 
They  call  their  Infolencc  my  want  of  Cere. 

Abm.  Curfs'd  be  their  Leaders,  who  that  Rage  foment, 
And  veil,  with  publick  Good,  their  Difcontent: 
They  keep  the  Peoples  Purfes  in  their  Hands, 
And  hcftor  Kiniri  to  grant  their  wild  Demands. 

Bur, 
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But,  to  each  Lure  a  Court  throws  out,  defcend ; 
And  prey  on  thofe  they  promis'd  to  defend. 

Zul.  Thofe  Kings  who 'to  their  wild  Demands  confenr^ 
Teach  others  the  lame  way  to  Difcontent. 
Freedom  in  Subjefts  is  not,  nor  can  be ; 
But  ftill,  to  pleafe  'em,  we  muft  call  'em  free. 
Propriety,  which  they  their  Idol  make. 
Or  Law,  or  I>aw's  Interpreters  can  Ihake. 

Aben.  The  Name  of  Common-wealth  is  popular} 
But  there  the  People  their  own  Tyrants  are. 

Boab.  But  Kings  who  rule  with  limited  Command,  .■ 
Have  Players  Scepters  put  into  their  Hand. 
Pow'r  has  no  Balance,  one  Side  ftill  weighs  down; 
And  either  hoifts  the  Common-wealth  or  Crown. 
And  tbofe  who  think  to  fet  the  Scale  more  right, 
By  various  Turnings  but  difturb  the  Weight. 

Aben.  While  People  tug  for  Freedom,  Kings  for  PowV;, 
Both  linic  beneath  fome  foreign  Conqueror: 
Then  Subjects  find  too  late  they  were  unjuft. 
And  want  that  Pow'r  of  Kings  they  durft  not  truft. 
To  them  Abdelmdech; 
Abilelm .  The  Tumult  now  is  high,  and  dang'rous  growa . 
The  People  talk  of  rend'ring  up  the  Town ; 
And  fwcar  that  they  will  force  the  King's  Confent.  '  i 
Boab.  What  Counfel  can  this  riling  Storm  preventFA. 
AbJeltn.  Their  Fright  to  no  Perfuafions  will  give  car . 
There's  a  deaf  Madnefs  in  a  Peoples  Fear. 
Enter  a  Mejfenger. 
Mef.  Their  Fury  now  a  middle  Courfe  docs  take ; 
To  yield  the  Town,  or  call  Almanzcr  back. 

Boab.  rU  rather  call  my  Death 

Go,  and  bring  up  my  Guiirds  to  my  Defence: 
I'll  punifli  this  outragious  Inlblence. 

Abe>i.  Since  blind  Opinion  does  their  ReafonTwav, 
You  mull  fubmit  to  cm  c  'cm  their  own  way. 
You  to  their  Fancies  Phyfick  muft  apply. 
Give  them  that  Chief  on  whom  they  moft  relv. 
Under  Almanxor  profp'roully  they  fought: 
AlmmxorXh^j^idK  muft  with  Pray'rs  be  brousihr^ 
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Enter  a  Second  Mejfenger. 

2  Mef.  Hafte  all  you  can  their  Fury  to  affwage : 
You  are  not  iafe  from  their  rebellious  Rage. 
Enter  a  J^yird  Mtffenger. 

7,  Mef.  TIus  Minute,  if  you  grant  not  their  Defire, 
They'll  feize  your  Perfon,  and  your  Palace  fire. 

Abdelm.  Your  Danger,  Sir,  admits  of  no  delay. 

Boah.  In  Tumults  People  reign,  and  Kings  obey. 
Go  and  appeafe  'em  with  the  Vow  I  make, 
That  they  (hall  have  their  lov'd^/wMBXw  back.  [£«iVAbdeJ. 
uilmottzcr  has  th'  Afcendant  o'er  my  Fate : 
I'm  forc'd  to  ftoop  to  one  I  fear  and  hate. 
Diigrac'd,  diftreis'd,  in  Exile,  and  alone. 
He's  greater  than  a  Monarch  on  his  Throne. 
Without  a  Reabi  a  Royalty  he  gains  5 
Kings  are  the  Subjedls  over  whom  he  reigns. 

\^A  Shout  of  Acclamations  within. 

Aben.  Thefe  Shouts  proclaim  the  People  iatisfy'd. 

Eoab.  We  for  another  Tempeft  mart  provide. 
To  promiie  his  Return,  as  I  was  loath. 
So  I  want  Pow'r  now  to  perform  my  Oath. 
E'er  this,  for  Africk  he  is  fail'd  from  S^ain. 

Aben.  The  adverie  Winds  his  Paflage  yet  detain; 
I  heard,  laft  Night,  his  Equipage  did  ftay 
At  a  fmali  Village,  fhort  of  Mdaga. 

Boab.  Abenamar,  this  Ev'ning  thither  hafte; 
Defire  him  to  forget  his  Ulage  pail : 
Ufe  all  your  Rhet'rick,  Promife,  Flatter,  Pray. 
To  them  Almahide  attended. 

Aben.  Good  Fortune  fhows  you  yet  a  fura:  way: 
Nor  Pray'rs  nor  Pron.iies  his  Mind  will  move; 
'Tis  inacceflible  to  all,  but  Love. 

Boab.  Oh,  thou  haft  rouz'd  a  Thought  within  my  Breaft, 
That  will  for  ever  rob  me  of  my  Reft. 
Ah  JealouHe,  how  cruel  is  thy  Sting ! 
I,  in  Abnanaor,  a  lov'd  Rival  bring ! 
And  now,  I  think  it  is  an  equal  Strife, 
If  I  my  Crown  ftiould  hazard,  or  my  Wife. 
Where,  Marriage,  is  thy  Cure,  which  Husbands  boaft  ?/ 
That,  in  Poffellion,  their  Defire  is  loft : 

Or 
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Or  why  have  I  alone  that  wretched  Tafte, 
"Which,  gorg'd  and  glutted,  does  with  Hunger  laft  ? 
Cuftom  and  Duty  cannot  fet  me  free, 
Ev'n  Sin  it  felf  has  not  a  Charm  for  me. 
Of  marry'd  Lovers  I  am  fure  the  firft, 
And  nothing  but  a  King  could  fo  be  curft. 

Almah.  What  Sadnefs  fits  upon  your  Royal  Heart  ? 
Have  you  a  Grief,  and  muft  not  I  have  part? 
All  Creatures  elfe  a  time  of  Love  poflcfs : 
Man  only  clogs  with  Cares  his  Happinefs : 
And,  while  he  fliould  enjoy  his  Part  of  Blifs, 
With  Thoughts  of  what  may  be,  deftroys  what  is. 

Boab.  Youguefs'd  aright;  I  am  opprefs  d  with  Grief: 
And  'tis  from  you  that  I  muft  feek  Relief 

\To  the  Company. 
Leave  us ;  to  Sorrow  there's  a  Rev'rence  due : 
Sad  Kings,  like  Suns  Eclips'd,  wirlidraw  from  view. 
[The  Attendants  go  off,  and  Chairs  are  fit  for  the  King 
and  ,^een. 

Almah.    So,  two  kind  Turtles,  when  a  Storm  is  nigh. 
Look  up,  and  fee  it  gathering  in  the  Sky : 
Each  calls  his  Mate  to  fhelter  in  the  Groves, 
Leaving,  in  Murmur,  their  unfinifli'd  Loves. 
Perch'd  on  fbme  dropping  Branch  they  fit  alone. 
And  Coo,  and  hearken  to  each  others  Moan. 

Boob.  Since,  AlmahUe,  you  feem  fo  kind  a  Wife, 

[Taking  her  by  the  Hand. 
What  would  you  do  to  fave  a  Husband's  Life  } 

Almah.  When  Fate  calls  on  tliat  hard  Neceffity, 
Til  fuffer  Death  rather  than  you  fliall  die. 

Boob.  Suppofc  your  Country  Hiould  in  Danger  be^ 
What  would  you  undertake  to  fet  it  free? 

Almah.  It  were  too  little  to  refign  my  Breath: 
My  own  free  Hand  (hould  give  me  nobler  Death.    " 

Boat.  That  Hand,  which  would  ib  much  for  Glory  do, 
Muft  yet  do  morej  for  it  muft  kill  me  too. 
You  muft  kill  me,  for  that  dear  Country's  fake  3 
Or  what's  all  one,  muft  call  Almanzor  back. 

Almah.  I  fee  to  what  your  Speech  you  now  dire(fJ; 
Either  my  Love  or  Virtue  you  ilifpeft. 

But 
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But  know,  that  when  my  Pcrfon  I  refign'd, 
I  was  too  Noble  not  to  give  my  Mind : 
No  more  the  Shadow  of  Almanzjor  fear  j 
I  have  no  room,  but  for  your  Image,  here. 

Boab.  Thxs,  Almahide,  would  make  me  ceafe  to  mourn. 
Were  that  Almanzor  never  to  return : 
But  now  my  fearful  People  mutiny; 
Their  Clamours  call  Amanzor  back,  not  I. 
Their  Safety,  through  my  Ruin,  I  piirfue; 
He  muft  return,  and  mull;  be  brought  by  you, 

Alfxafj.  That  Hour,  when  I  my  Faith  to  you  did  plight, 
I  banifh'd  him  for  ever  from  my  Sight. 
His  Baniflunent  was  to  my  Virtue  due; 
Not  that  I  feai'd  him  for  my  felf,  but  you. 
My  Honour  had  preferv'd  me  innocent : 
But  I  would,  your  Sufpicion  to  prevent. 
"Which,  fince  I  fee  augmented  in  your  Mind, 
I  yet  more  reafon  for  his  Exile  find.  ^ 

Eo^ib.  To  your  Intreaties  he  will  yield  alone: 
And,  on  your  Doom,  depend  my  Life  and  Throne. 
Ko  longer  therefore  my  Delires  withftand;- 
Or,  if  Delires  prevail  not,  my  Command. 
Almah.  In  his  Return  too  ladly  I  forefee 
Th'Effeds  of  your  returning  Jejdoufie; 
But,  your  Command  I  prize  above  my  Life ; 
'Tis  lacred  to  a  Subjedt  and  a  Wife : 
If  I  have  Pow'r,  Almmzor  (hall  return. 
Boab.  Cxirs'd  be  that  fatal  Hour  when  I  was  Born ! 

iLetting  go  her  Hand,  (md  fturting  up 
You  love,  you  love  him ;  and  that  Love  reveal 
By  your  too  quick  Confent  to  his  Repeal. 
My  Jealoufie  had  but  tco  juft  a  Ground ; 
And  now  you  ilab  into  my  former  Wound. 

Almah.  This  fudden  Change  I  do  not  underftand. 
Have  you  fo  foon  forgot  your  own  Command? 

Boab.  Grant  that  I  did  th'unjuft  Injunftion  lay. 
You  fhoald  have  lov'd  me  more  than  to  obey. 
I  know  you  did  this  Mutiny  defign ; 
But  your  Love-plot  I'iJ  quickly  countermine. 

Let 
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Let  my  Crown  go ;  he  never  {hall  return  j 
I,  like  a  Phoenix,  in  my  Neft  will  burn. 

Almah.  You  pleafe  me  well,  that  in  one  common  Fate 
You  wrap  your  felf,  and  me,  and  all  your  State: 
Let  us  no  more  of  proud  AlmanZjOr  hear : 
'Tis  better  once  to  d'e,  than  flill  to  fear. 
And  better,  many  times,  to  die,  than  be 
Oblig'd  part  Payment  to  an  Enemy. 

Boab.  'Tis  better  •  but  you  Wives  ilill  Jiave  one  way  : 

when  e'er  your  Husbands  are  oblig^,  you  pay.     [cencc. 
Almah.  Thou,  Heav'n,  who  know'fl:  it,judgemy  Inno- 

You,  Sir,  deferve  not  Ifliould  make  Defence. 

Yet,  judge  my  Virtue  by  that  Proof  I  gave. 

When  I  I'uhmitted  to  be  miade  your  Slave. 
Boab,  If  I  have  been  fulpicious  or  unkind. 

Forgive  me;  many  Cares  diflra£l  my  Mind^ 

Love,  and  a  Crown  ! 

Two  fuch  Excufes  no  one  Man  e'er  had  j 

And  each  of  'em  enough  to  make  me  mad : 

But  now  my  Reafon  re-aflumes  its  Throne, 

And  finds  no  Safety  when  Almanzor's  gone. 

Send  for  him  then;  1*11  be  oblig'd,  and  fue; 

'Tis  a  lefs  Evil  than  to  part  with  you. 

I  leave  you  to  your  Thoughts ;  but  love  me  ftiil ! 

Forgive  my  PalTion,  and  obey  my  Will. 

lExit  Boabdelin. 
Almahide  Jbla. 
My  jealous  Lord  will  fbon  tojlage  return; 
That  Fire  his  Fear  rakes  up,  does  inward  burn. 
But  Heav'n,  which  made  mc  great,  has  choie  for  me, 
I  mufl  th' Oblation  for  my  People  be. 
I'll  cherifli  Honour,  then,  and  Life  defpifej 
What  is  not  Pure,  is  not  for  Sacrifice. 
Yet,  for  Almanz.or,  1  in  fecret  mourn ! 
Can  VirtuCj^  then,  admit  of  his  Return  ? 
Yes;  for  my  Love  I  will,  by  Virtue,  fquare;  . 
My  Heart's  not  mine;  but  all  my  A6tions  are. 
I'll  like  Almanior  aft;  and  dare  to  be 
As  haughty,  and  as  wretched  too  as  he. 

WJiat 
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what  will  he  think  is  in  my  Meflage  meant  ? 
I  fcarcely  underftand  my  own  Intent: 
But,  Silk-worm  like,  £o  long  within  have  wrought. 
That  I  am  loft  in  my  own  Web  of  Thought. 

[Exit  Almahidf . 


ACT    n.    SCENE    L 

S  C  E  N  E  tf  IVood. 

Inter  Ozmjm  and  Benzayda. 

Oay».*~p'  1  S  true  tliat  our  Protection  here  has  been 

1     Th'  Eflfefl  of  Honour  in  the  Spani/h  Quean. 
But,  while  I  as  a  Friend  continue  here, 
I  to  my  Country  muft  a  Foe  appear, 

Benz.  Think  not,  my  Ozjnyn,  rhat  we  here  remain 
As  Friends,  but  Pris'ners  to  the  PowV  of  Spam. 
Fortune  difpenfes  with  your  Country's  Right} 
But  you  defert  your  Honour  in  your  Flight. 

Oxjn.  I  cannot  leave  you  here,  and  go  awayj 
My  Honour's  glad  of  a  Pretence  to  ftay. 

[A  Noije  within,  Follov,  follow,  follow 
Eater  Sclin,  his  Sword  drawn,  as  purfued. 

Selin.  I  am  purfu'd,  and  now  am  fpent  and  doncj 
My  Limbs  iuffice  me  not  with  Strength  to  run. 
And,  if  I  could,  alas !  what  can  I  fave ! 
A  Year,  the  Dregs  of  Life  too,  from  the  Grave. 

[Sits  down  on  the  Ground. 
Here  will  I  iit,  and  here  attend  my  Fate  j 
With  the  lame  hoary  Majefly  and  State 
As  Rome's  old  Senate  for  the  Gauls  did  wait. 

Benz.  It  is  my  Father;  and  he  fecms  diftrefs'd. 

Ozm.  My  Honour  bids  me  fuccour  the  opprefs'd : 
Tl-at  Life  he  fought,  for  his  I'll  freely  givej^ 
We'll  die  together,  or  together  live. 


} 
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Bern.  I'll  call  more  Succour,  fince  the  Camp  is  near ; 

And  fly  on  all  the  Wings  of  Love  and  Fear.    [Exit  Benz. 

Emer  Abenamar  and  fotir  or  five  Moors,    He  looks,  and 

finds  Selin. 

^en.  YeVe  liv'd,  and  now  behold  your  lateft  Hour, 

Selm.  I  fcorn  your  Malice,  and  defie  your  Pow'r, 
A  fpeedy  Death  is  all  I  ask  you  now; 
And  that's  a  Favour  you  may  well  allow. 

0am.  fixwing  kimfelf.  Who  gives  you  Death,  fliall  give 
it  firft  to  me ; 
Fate  cannot  feparate  our  Deftiny.  [Knows  his  Father, 

My  Father  here !  then  Heav'n  it  fclf  has  laid 
The  Snare,  in  which  my  Virtue  is  betray'd. 

uiben.  Fortune,  I  thank  thee,  thou  hail  kindly  done. 
To  bring  me  back  that  Fugitive,  my  Son, 
In  Arms  tooi  fighting  for  my  Enemy  ! 
ril  do  a  Romcm  Juftice ;  thou  fhalt  die. 

Ozm.  I  beg  not  you  my  forfeit  Life  would  £ve : 
Yet  add  one  Minute  to  that  Breath  you  gave. 
I  difobey'd  you,  and  deferve  my  Fatej 
But  bury  in  my  Grave  two  Houfes  Hate. 
Let  Selm  live  j  and  fee  your  Juftice  done 
On  me,  while  you  revenge  nim  for  his  Son. 
Your  mutual  Malice  in  my  Death  may  ceafc. 
And  equal  Lofs  pcrfuade  you  both  to  Peace. 

uiAen.  Yes,  Juftice  ftiall  be  done  on  him  and  thee : 
Hafte,  and  difpatch  'em  both  immediately.   [To  a  Soldier. 

Oxr/i.  If  you  have  Honour,  (lince  you  Nature  want) 
For  your  own  fake  my  laft  Petition  grant; 
And  kill  not  a  dife'  m'd,  defencelefs  Foe : 
Whole  Death,  your  Cruelty  or  Fear  will  fhow. 
My  Father  cannot  do  an  Aft  fo  bafe : 
My  Father!  I  miftake:  I  meant,  who  w^as! 

Aien.  Go,  then,  difpatch  him  firft  who  was  my  Son. 

Oxjn.  Swear  but  to  fave  his  Life,  I'll  yield  my  own. 

Aben.  Nor  Tears,  nor  Pray'rs,  thy  Life  or  his  Ihall  buy. 

Oxm.  Then,  Sir,  Benzjiyda's  Fatner  fhall  nor  die. 

[Futtmg  himjelf  bejore  Selin, 
And,  fince  he'll  want  Deience  when  I  am  gone, 
I  will,  to  fave  his  Life,  defend  my  own. 

Abi  n. 
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Aben.  This  Juftice  Parricides,  like  thee,  (hould  have. 
[Aben.    and  kis  Party  attack  them  Both.    Ozmrn 
Parries  his  Father's  Thrufls,    and  thrufts  at  the 
others. 
"Enter  Penzayda,  v>ith  Abdalla,  the  Duke  of  Arcos  and 

Spaniards. 
Benz.  O  help!  my  Father  and  my  Ozmyn  fave! 
Abdal.  Villains,  that  Death  you  have  deferv'd,  is  near. 
Ozm.  Stay,  Prince  j  and  know  I  have  a  Father  here. 

[Stops  AbdallaV  Hand. 
I  were  that  Parricide  of  whom  he  {poke,  • 
Did  not  my  Piety  prevent  your  Stroke. 

D.  Arcos  to  Aben.  Depart  then,  and  thank  Heav'n  you 

had  a  Son. 
Aben.  I  am  not  with  thefe  Shows  of  Duty  won.     ' 
Oay».  to  his  Father.  Heav'n  knows  I  would  that  Life 
jau.  feek,  refign ; 
But,  while  Benz.ayd.T  lives,  it  is  not  mine. 
Will  you  yet  pardon  my  unwilling  Crime  ? 

Aben.  By  no  Intreaties,  l^  no  length  of  Time 
Will  I  be  won ;  but,  with  my  lateft  Breath, 
rU  curfe  thee  here,  and  haunt  thee  after  Death. 

[Exit  Aben.  -with  his  Party. 
Ozjn.  Can  you  be  merciful  to  that  degree, 

[Kneeling  to  Selin. 
As  to  forgive  my  Father's  Faults  in  me? 
Can  you  torgive 

Thfe  Death  of  him  I  flew  in  my  Defence ; 
And,  from  the  Malice,  fep'rate  'the  Offence  ? 
I  can  no  longer  be  your  Enemy : 
lu  fliort,  now  kill  mc.  Sir,  or  pardon  me. 

[Offers  him  his  Smtrd. 
In  this  your  Silence  my  hard  Fate  appears ! 

Selin.  I'll  anfwer  you,  when  I  can  i'peak  for  Tears. 

But,  'till  I  can • 

Imagine  what  muft  needs  be  brought  to  pafs, 

[Zwbracshi  m. 
My  Heart's  not  made  of  Marble,  nor  of  Brafs. 
Did  I  for  you  a  cruel  Death  prepare. 
And  have  you— have  you  made  my  Life  your  Care  ? 

There 
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There  is  a  Shame  contrafted  by  my  Faults, 
Which  hinders  me  to  fpeak  my  fecret  Thoughts. 
And  I  will  tell  you  (when  that  Shame's  remov'd) 
You  are  not  better  by  my  Daughter  lov'd. 
Benzeiydd  be  yours 1  can  no  more. 

Oz,m.  Blefs'd  be  that  Breath  which  does  my  Life  reftoie. 

'[Embracing  his  Knees. 

Senx,.  I  hear  my  Father  now ;  thefe  Words  ccnfeis 
That  Name,  and  that  indulgent  Tendernefs. 

Selin.  Benz^yda,  I  have  been  too  much  to  blame  j 
But,  let  your  Goodneis  expiate  for  my  Shame : 
You  Oamyn's  Virtue  did  in  Chains  adore  5 
And  Part  of  me  was  juli  to  him  before. 
My  Son !  [To  him. 

Oz,}n.  My  Father ! 

Seltn.  ■  Since  by  you  I  live, 

I,  for  your  fake,  your  Faniily  forgive. 
Let  your  hard  Father  ftill  my  Life  purfuc  j 
I  hate  not  him,  but  for  his  Hate  to  you ; 
Ev'n  that  hard  Father  yet  may  one  Day  be 
By  Kindncfs  vanquifh'a,  as  you  vanquilh'd  mc. 
Or,  if  my  Death  can  quench  to  you  his  Rage, 
Heav'n  makes  good  ufe  of  my  remaining  Age. 

Abdd.  I  grieve  your  Toys  arc  mingledwith  my  Cares.jr 
But  all  take  Interefl  in  tlieir  own  Aflairs : 
And  therefore  I  muft  ask  how  mine  proceed. 

Selin.  They  now  are  ripe,  and  but  your  Prcfencc  need : 
For  Lynddraxa,  faithlcfs  as  the  Wind, 
Yet  to  your  better  Fortunes  will  be  kind : 
For,  hearing  that  the  Chriftians  own  your  Caufe, 
■  From  thence  th'  AlTurance  of  a  Thione  fhe  draws. 
And,  fince  Alm/ttizor,  whom  fhe  moft  did  fear, 
Is  gone,  fhe  to  no  Treaty  will  give  earj 
But  fent  me  her  Unkindnefs  to  excufe. 

Abdul.  You  much  furprize  me  with  your  plcafing  News, 

Selin.  Bat,  Sir,  flie  hourly  does  th'  AiTault  expe(5t ; 
And  muft  be  loft,  if  you  her  Aid  negled. 
For  Abdelmelech  loudly  docs  declare 
lie  11  ufe  the  laft  Extremities  ot  War, 

W 
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If  jfhe  refofe  the  Fortrefs  to  rel'gn. 

uibdal.  The  Charge  of  haft'ning  this  Relief  tc  mine. 

Sel'm.  This  while  I  undertook,  whether  befet. 
Or  elle  by  Chance,  Abenamar  I  met  j 
Who  fecm'd  in  hafte  returning  to  the  Town. 

Abdal.  My  Love  muft  in  my  Diligence  be  fhown. 
And,  as  my  Pledge  of  Faith  to  Sfa'm,  this  Hour 
I'll  put  the  Fortrefs  in  your  Maftcr's  Pow'r.    [7^  ArcoSi 

SeUn.  An  open  Way  from  hence  to  it  there  lies, 
And  we  with  eafe  may  fend  in  large  Supplies, 
Free  from  the  Shot  and  Sallies  of  the  Town ; 

D.Arcos.  Permit  me.  Sir,  to  fharc  in  your  Renown  j 
Firfl  to  my  King  I  will  impart  the  News, 
And  then  draw  out  what  Succours  we  fliall  ulc. 

\_Exit  Duke  of  Arcos. 

Abdal.  Grant  that  fhe  loves  me  not,  at  leall  I  fee 

lAjiJt, 
She  loves  not  others,  if  /he  loves  not  me. 
'Tis  Pleafure,  when  we  reap  the  Fruit  of  Pain  j 
*Tis  only  Pride  to  be  belov'd  again. 
How  many  are  not  lov'd,  who  think  they  arc  ? 
Yet  all  are  willing  to  believe  the  Fair  j 
And,  though  'tis  Beauty's  known  and  obvious  Cheat, 
Yet  Man's  Self-love  ftill  favours  the  Deceit.    [Exit  Abda!, 

Selin.  Farewel,  my  Children  j  equally  fo  dear. 
That  I  my  felf  am  to  my  felf  Icfs  near. 
While  I  repeat  the  Dangers  of  the  War, 
Your  mutual  Safety  be  each  others  Care. 
Your  Father  Oz.mp,  'till  the  War  be  done. 
As  much  as  Honour  will  permit,  I'll  fhun. 
If  by  his  Sword  I  perifh,  let  him  know 
It  was  becaufe  I  would  not  be  his  Foe. 

Oiw.  Goodnefs  and  Virtue  all  your  Anions  guide  j 
You  only  cir  in  chufing  of  your  lide. 
That  Party  I  with  Honour  cannot  take; 
But  can  much  lefs  the  Care  of  you  forfake: 
I  muft  not  draw  my  Sword  againft  my  Prince, 
But  yet  may  hold  a  Shield  in  your  Defence. 
BenzAyda,  free  from  Danger,  here  (hall  flay  j 
Afld,  for  a  Father  and  a  Lover  pray, 

Bmx., 
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"Benz.  No,  no ;  1  gave  not  on  thofe  terms  my  Heart, 
That  from  my  Oamyn  I  fhould  ever  part. 
That  Love  I  vow'd,  when  you  did  Death  attend, 
"Tis  juft  that  nothing  but  my  Death  fhould  end. 
What  Merchant  is  it  who  would  flay  behind. 
His  w^hole  Stock  vcntur'd  to  the  Waves  and  Wind? 
I'll  pray  for  both,  but  both  fhall  be  in  fight ; 
And  Heav'n  fhall  hear  me  pray,  and  fee  you  fight. 

Sel'm.  No  longer,  Ox^myn,  combat  a  Delign, 
Where  fo  much  Love  and  fo  much  Virtue  join. 

Ozjn.  Then  conquer,  and  your  Conquefl  happy  be, 

[Tb  her. 
Both  to  your  felf,  your  Father,  and  to  me. 
With  bended  Knees  our  Freedom  we'll  demand 
Of  Ifahel,  and  mighty  'Ferd'mnnd. 
Then,  while  the  Paths  of  Honour  we  purfue, 
Wc'U  int'reft  Heav'n  for  us  in  right  of  you.         {ExtHrtt, 

SCENE    The  Albayzyn. 

[An  jtiarm  within  ^  then  Soldiers  running  over  the  Stage, 
Enter  Abdelmelech  ViBerious,  with  Soldiers. 

Abdelm.  'Tis  won,  'tis  won  5  and  LyndaraxHy  now. 
Who  fcorn'd  to  Treat,  fhall  to  a  Conquell  bow. 
To  ev'ry  Sword  I  free  Comraiffion  give; 
Fall  on,  my  Friends,  and  let  no  Rebel  live. 
Spare  only  Lyndaraxtt  5  let  her  be 
In  Triumph  led,  to  grace  my  Viftory. 
Since  by  her  Falfhood  (he  betray  d  my  Love, 
Great  as  that  Falfliood  my  Revenge  fha;l  prove. 

Enter  Lyndaiaxa,  as  frighted  •■)  attended  by  M'omen, 
Go,  take  th'  Enchantrefs,  bring  her  to  me  bound. 

Lyndar.  Force  needs  not,  where  Refiflance  is  not  found: 
I  come,  my  felf,  to  offer  you  my  Hands ; 
And,  of  my  own  accord,  invite  your  Bands. 
I  wifh'd  to  be  my  Abdelmelech" s  Slave  i 
I  did  but  wilh,  and  caiie  Fortune  gave. 

Abdelm.  O,  more  than  Woman  talfe !  but  'tis  in  vain. 
Can  you  e'er  hope  to  be  belicv'd  again } 
I'll  fooncr  trufl  xh! Hyma  than  your  Smile; 
Or,  than  your  Tears,  the  weeping  Crocodile. 

In 
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In  War  and  Love  none  fliould  be  twice  deceiv'd  j 
The  Fault  is  mine  if  you  are  now  belicv'd. 

LyrJar.  Be  over  \viic,  then,  and  too  late  repent ; 
Your  Crime  will  carry  its  own  Punifliment. 
I  am  well  plcaj>'d  not  to  be  juftity'd: 
I  owe  no  Saiisfaflion  to  your  Pride 
It  will  be  more  Advantage  to  my  Fan.e, 
To  have- it  fold  T  never  cv/n'd  a  Flame. 
-     Ahdehn.  'Tis  true,  my  Pride  has  fatisfy'd  it  fclf:. 
I  have  at  length  cfcap'd  the  dcailly  Shelf. 
Th*  Excufcs  you  prepare  will  be  in  vain, 
'Till  I  am  Fool  enough  to  love  again. 

Lyndnr.  Am  I  not  lov'd? 

Abdelm.  \  muft  with  Shame,  avow 

I  lov'd  you  once;  but  do  not  love  you  now. 

LyrJar.  Have  I  for  this  betray 'd  AbidW^  Truft  ? 
You  are  lo  me,  as  I  to  him,  unjuft.  [Airily. 

Abilelm.  'Tis  like  you  have  done  much  for  love  oi  me» 
Who  kept  the  Forti eis  of  my  Enemy. 

Lyndar.  'Tis  true,  I  took  the  Fortrefs  fiom  his  Hand} 
But,  fmce,  have  kept  it  in  my  own  Command. 

Abdelm.  That  K&.  your  foul  Inoratitude  did  (how. 

Lyndar.  You  are  th' ungratcfvil,  lince 'twas  kept  for  you. 

Abdelm.  'Twas  kept  indeed  j  but  not  by  your  Intent,. 
For  aD  your  Kindnefs  I  may  thank  th'  Event. 
Blufti,  LynJaraxft,  for  fb  grofs  a  Cheat} 
Twas  kept  for  me,  when  you  reflis'd  to  Treat ! 

{Iror.kdll/. 

Lyndar.  Blind  Man!  I  knew  the  Weak  nefs  of  the  P  luce : 
It  was  my  Plot  to  do  your  Arm.s  this  Grace: 
Had  not  my  Care  of  your  Renown  been  great:, 
I  lov'd  enough  to  offer  you  to  Treat. 
She  who  is  lov'd  muft  little  Lets  aeatc; 
But  you  bold  Lovers  are  to  force  your  Fate. 
This  Force  you  usd  my  Maiden  Blufh  will  iavej 
You  fcem'd  to  take  what  fecretly  I  gave. 
I  knev/  we  muft  te  conquer'd;  but  I  knew 
What  Confidence  I  might  repole  in  you. 
I"  knew  you  were  too  gratenjl  to  expofc 
My  Friends  and  Soldiers  to  be  us'd  like  Foesl 

Abdelm. 
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Abiklm.  Well;  tho'  I  love  you  not,  their  Lives  (hall  be 
Spar'd  out  of  Pity  and  Humanity. 

Alferez,  go,  and  let  the  Slaughter  ceafe.         [To  a  Soldier. 
Lyndar.  Then  muft  I  to  your  Pity  owe  my  Peace! 

[Exit  the  Alfcrez, 
Is  that  the  tend'refl:  Term  you  can  afford  ? 
Time  was,  you  would  have  us'd  another  Word. 

Abdelm.  Then,  for  your  Beauty,  I  your  Soldiers  {pare: 
For  though  I  do  not  love  you,  you  ai  e  Fair. 

Lyndar.  That  little  Beauty  why  did  Heav'n  impart 
To  pleafe  your  Eyes,  but  not  to  move  your  Heart ! 
I'll  (hrowa  this  Gorgon  from  all  human  View; 
And  own  no  Beaury,  lince  it  chaims  not  you! 
Reverfc  your  Orders,  and  your  Sentence  give; 
My  Soldiers  fliall  not  fiom  my  Beamy  live. 

Abdelm.  Then,  from  your  Friendfhip,  they  their  Lives 
(hall  gain ; 
Tho'  Love  Be  dead,  yet  Friendfbip  does  remain. 
Lyndar.  That  Fricndfhip,  which  from  wither'd  Love 
does  fl-oot. 
Like  tlis  faint  Herbage  on  a  Rock,  wants  Root; 
I.ove  is  a  tender  Amity,  reiin"d  : 
Grafted  on  Friendfiiip  it  exalts  the  kind. 
But  v^hcn  the  Graff  no  longer  does  remain. 
The  dull  Stock  lives;  but  never  bears  again. 

Abdelm.  Then,  that  my  Friendship  may  not  doubtful 
(Fool  that  I  am  to  tell  you  fo)  I  love.  *fprove. 

You  would  extort  this  Knowledge  from  my  Brcall; 
And  tortur'd  me  fb  long  that  I  confeft. 
l^ow  I  expedt  to  fuffer  for  my  Sin; 
My  Monarchy  muft  end.  and  yours  begin. 

Lyndar.  Confcis  not  Love,  but  Ipare  your  felf  that  Shame ; 
And  call  your  PaiTion  by  fomc  other  Name. 
Call  this  Aflault,  your  Mali'e,  or  your  Hate; 
Love  owns  no  A6ts  i(^  diipropcrtionate. 
Love  never  taught  this  Thfolence  you  fliow, 
To  treat  your  Miftrcls  like  a  conquer'd  Foe. 
Is  this  th'  Obedience  which  my  Hea.t  fhould  move! 
This  Ulage  looks  more  like  a  Rape  thau  Love. 

Abdelm 
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Abdelm.  WhatProof  of  Duty  would  you  I  fhould  give? 
hyndxr.  *Tis  Grace  enough  to  let  my  Subjects  Jive : 
Let  your  rude  Soldiers  keep  Pofleffion  ftillj 
Spoil,  rifle,  pillage,  any  thing  but  kill. 
In  ftiort.  Sir,  ufe  your  Fortune  as  you  pleafej 
Secure  my  Caftle,  and  my  Perfon  Icize. 
Let  your  true  Men  my  Rebels  hence  remove ; 
I  fhall  dream  on  j  and  think  'tis  all  your  Love. 

Abdelm.  You  know  too  well  my  Wcakneis  and  your 
Why  did  Heav'n  make  a  Fool  a  Conqueror !         [Pow'r: 
She  was  my  Slave ;  'till  fhe  by  me  was  fhown 
How  weak  my  Force  was,  and  how  ftrong  her  own. 
Now  fhe  has  beat  my  Pow'r  from  ev'ry  Part, 
Made  her  Way  open  to  my  naked  Heart :      \To  a  Soldier. 
Go,  ftriftly  charge  my  Soldiers  to  retreat : 
Thofe  Countermand  who  are  not  enter'd  yet. 
On  Peril  of  your  Lives  leave  all  things  free.    [Ex. Soldier. 
Now,  Madam,  love  AbdalU  more  than  me. 
I  only  ask,  in  Duty,  you  would  bring 
The  Keys  of  our  Aibayzyn  to  the  King : 
I'll  make  your  Terms  as  gentle  as  you  plcafc. 

[Trumpets  Sound  a  Charge  within,  and  Soldiers  Jhout. 
What  Shouts;  and  what  new.  Sounds  of  War  are  thefe? 
Lyndar.  Fortune,  I  hope,  has  favour'd  my  Intent  [A/ide, 
Of  gaining  Time,  and  welcome  Succours  lent. 
Enter  Alferez. 
Aiftrez..  All's  loft,  and  you  are  fatally  deceiv'd : 
The  Foe  is  enter'd,  and  the  Place  reliev'd. 
Scarce  from  the  Walls  had  I  drawn  off  my  Men, 
When, 'from  thHr  Camp,  the  Enemy  ruf>i'd  in  v. 
And  Prince  Abdalla  enier'd  firft  the  Gate. 

.<i^»e<w.Iambetray'd,andfindit  now  too  late.  [To  her. 
When  your  proud  Soul  to  Flatteries  did  defcend, 
I  mij^hi  have  known  it  did  fbme  IIJ  portend. 
The  weary  Seaman  itormy  Weather  fears. 
When  Winds  fliift  often,  and  no  Cauie  appears. 

You  by  :ny  Bounty  Uve — 

Your  Brcrhers,  too,  were  pardon'd  for  my  fake. 
And  this  Return  your  Gratitude  docs  make.- 

Lyndar. 
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Lyndar.  My  Brothers  beft  their  own  obligement  know  j 
Without  your  charging  me  with  what  they  owe. 
But,  fince  you  think  th' Obhgement  is  fo  great, 
rlJ  bring  a  Friend  lo  fatisfie  my  Debt.      [^Looking  behind. 

Abdelm.  Thou  (halt  not  triumph  in  thy  bafe  Defign, 
Though  not  thy  Fort,  thy  Perlbn  fhall  be  mine. 

[iii?  goei  to  take  her :  She  r;tns,  and  cries  out  Help. 

Enter  Abdalla,  Duke  of  Arcos,  Spaniards.     Abdelmclech 

retreats  fighting,  and  is  purfu'd  ly  the  adverfe  Tarty  off" 

the  Stage.  [^An  Alarm  reithia. 

Enter  again  Abdalla  and  the  Duke  of  Arcos  rokh  Lyndaraxa. 

D.  Arcos.  Bold  Abdelmelech  twice  our  Spaniards  fac'dj 
Though  much  out-number'd;  and  retreated  laft. 
Abdal.  Your  Beauty,  as  it  moves  no  common  Fire, 

\To  Lyndaraxa, 
So  it  no  common  Courage  can  infpire. 
As  he  fought  well,  fo  had  he  prolper'd  too. 
If,  Madam,  he,  like  me,  had  fought  for  you. 

Lyndar.  Fortune,  at  laft,  has  chofen  with  my  Eyes; 
And,  where  I  would  have  giv'n  it,  plac'd  the  Prize. 
You  fee,  Sir,  with  what  Hardfliip  I  have  kept 
This  precious  Gage,  which  in  my  Hands  you  left. 
But  'twas  the  Love  of  you  which  made  me  fight. 
And  gave  me  Courage  to  maintain  your  Right. 
Now,  by  Experience,  you  my  Faith  may  find; 
And  are  to  thank  me  that  I  leem'd  unkind, 
when  your  malicious  Fortune  doom'd  your  Fall,    . 
My  Care  reftrain'd  you,  then,  from  lofing  all. 
Againft  your  Deftiny  I  fhut  the  Gate, 
And  gathefd  up  the  Shipwrecks  of  your  Fate. 
I,  like  a  Friend,  did  ev'n  your  felf  withftand, 
From  throwing  all  upon  a  lofing  Hand. 

Abdal.  My  Love  makes  all  your  A<Sls  j^nqueflion'd  go, 
And  fets  a  Sov'reign  Stamp  on  all  you  do. 
Your  Love,  I  will  believe  with  hood-wink'd  Eyesj 
In  Faith,  much  Merit  in  much  Blindnefs  lyes. 
But  now,  to  make  you  Great  as  you  are  Fair, 
The  Spaniards  an  Imperial  Crown  prepare.      [I  fhare: 
Lyndar.  That  Gift's  more  welcome,  which  with  yoi 
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Let  us  no  time  in  fruitlefs  Courtfhip  lofe. 
But  fally  out  upon  our  frighted  Foes. 
No  Ornaments  of  Pow'r  lb  pleafe  my  Eyes 
As  Purple,  which  the  Blood  of  Princes  dies. 

[Exeunt.  He  leading  her. 

SCENE  7'he  Alhambra. 

Boabdelin,  Abenamar,  Almahide,  and  Guards,  &c.  The 
^een  wearing  a  Scarf. 
Aben.  My  little  Journey  has  fuccefsful  been; 
The  fierce  A\manx.or  will  obey  the  Queen. 
I  found  hirn,  like  Achilles  on  the  Shore, 
Penfive,  complaining  much,  but  thrcatning  more. 
And,  like  that  injur'd  Greek,  he  heard  our  Woe^ : 
Which,  while  I  told,  a  gloomy  Smile  arofe 
From  his  bent  Brows :  And  ftill,  the  more  he  heard, 
A  more  fevere  ar.d  flillen  Joy  appear'd. 
But,  when  he  knew  we  to  Defpair  were  driv'n. 
Betwixt  his  Teeth  he  mutter'd  Thanks  to  Heav'n. 

Boab   How  I  dildain  this  Aid!  which  I  mull  take. 
Not  for  my  own,  but  Almahide's  fake. 

Aben.  But  when  he  heard  it  was  the  Queen  who  fcnt. 
That  her  Command  repeal'd  his  Banifhment, 
He  took  the  Summons  with  a  greedy  Joy, 
And  ask'd  me  how  fhe  would  his  Sword  employ? 
Then  bid  me  fay,  her  humbleft  Slave  would  come. 
From  her  fair  Mouth  with  Joy  to  take  his  Doom. 
Boab.  Oh  that  I  had  not  fent  you !  though  it  coft 
My  Crown !  though  I,  and  it,  and  all  were  ioft  i 

Aben.  While  I,  to  bring  this  News,  came  on  before, 
I  met  with  Selin 
Boab.  I  can  hear  no  more, 

EfJter  Hamet. 
Hornet.  Almanzor  is  already  at  the  Gate, 
And  Throngs  of  People  on  his  Entrance  wait. 

Boab.  Thy  News  does  all  my  Faculties  furprizc. 
He  bears  two  Bafilisks  in  thofe  fierce  Eyes : 
And  that  tame  Dxmon  which  ftiould  guard  my  Throne, 
Shrinks  at  a  Genius  greater  than  his  own. 

[Exit  Boab.  vith  Aben.  and  Guards. 
Enter 
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Enter  Alman:  or  j  Jeeing  Almahide  approach  him,  he  /peaks. 

Almnnz..  So  Venus  moves,  when  to  the  Thunderer, 
la  Smiles  or  Tears,  flie  would  fome  Suit  prefer. 

When  with  her  Ceftos  girt 

And  drawn  by  Doves,  fhe  cuts  the  liquid  Skies,  .. 

And  kindles  gentle  Fires  wherc-e'er  fhe  flics ; 

To  ev'ry  Eye  a  Goddefs  is  confeft } 

By  all  the  Heav'nly  Nation  fhe  is  bleft. 

And  each  with  fccret  Joy  admits  her  to  his  Breafl, 

Madam,  your  new  Commands  I  come  to  know: 

\Tb  her  boieing. 
If  yet  you  can  have  any  where  I  go. 
If  to  the  Regions  of  the  Dead  they  be, 
You  take  the  fpeedieft  courfe  to  fend  by  me. 

Almah.  Heav'n  has  not  deftin'd  you  fo  foon  to  Reft ; 
Heroes  mull  live  to  fuccour  the  Diflreft. 

Aknanz..  To  fervc  fuch  Beauty  all  Mankind  fliouldlivcj 
And,  in  our  Service,  our  Reward  you  give : 
But  flay  me  not  in  Torture,  to  behold 
And  ne'er  enjoy.    As  from  another's  Gold 
.  The  Mifer  haftens,  in  his  own  Defence, 
And  fhuns  the  Sight  of  tempting  Exxellencci 
So,  having  feen  you  once  fo  kilfing  Fair, 
A  fecond  Sight  were  but  to  move  Defpair. 
I  take  my  Eyes  from  what  too  much  would  pleaie  ; 
As  Men  in  Feavcrs  famifh  their  Difcafe. 

Almah.  Noj  you  may  find  your  Cure  an  eafler  way, 
If  you  are  pleas'd  to  feek  it,  in  your  Stay. 
All  Objeds  lofe  by  too  familiar  View, 
When  that  great  Charm  is  gone  of  being  Nevsr. 
By  often  feeing  me,  you  fbon  will  find 
Defers  fo  many,  in  my  Face  and  Mind, 
That  to  be  freed  from  Love  you  need  not  doubt  j 
And,  as  you  look'd  it  in,  you'll  look  it  out, 

Almmz,.  I,  rather,  like  weak  Armies,  fhould  retreat; 
And  fo  prevent  my  more  entire  Defeat.  *  • 

For  your  own  fake  in  Quiet  let  me  go : 
Prefs  not  too  far,  on  a  defpairing  Foe : 
1  may  turn  back,  and  arm'd  againft  you  move, 
With  all  the  furious  Train  ofhopelefs  Love. 

Vol,  III.  _F  ^^^, 
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Almah.  Your  Honour  cannot  to  ill  Though ts  give  way  j 
And  mine  can  run  no  Hazard  by  your  Stay.     > 

Almmz,.  Do  you  then  think,  I  can  with  Patience  fee 
That  fbv'reign  Good  poflefs'd,  and  not  by  me? 
Koj  I  all  Day  fhall  languilli  at  the  Sight; 
And  rave  on  what  I  do  not  ftc,  all  Night. 
My  quick  Imagination  will  prelent 
The  Scenes  and  Images  of  your  Content.  [yields, 

Almah.  Thefe  are  the  Day-dreams  which  wild  Fancy 
Empty  as  Shadows  are,  that  fly  o'er  Fields. 
O,  wnither  would  this  boundlefs  Fancy  move! 
'Tis  but  the  raging  Calenture  of  Love. 
Like  a  diftrafted  Paflenger  you  ftand. 
And  fee,  in  Seas,  imaginary  Land, 
Cool  Groves,  and  flow'ry  Meads ;  and,  while  you  think 
To  walk,  plunge  in,  and  wonder  that  you  link. 

Alrmmx..  Love's  Calenture  too  well  I  undcrfland; 
But  fure  your  Beauty  is  no  Fairy- Land! 
Of  your  own  Form  a  Judge  you  cannot  be; 
For,  Glow-worm  like,  you  fhine,  and  do  not  fee. 

Almah.  Can  you  think  this,  and  would  you  go  away  ? 

Almcmx..  What  Recompence  attends  me  if  I  Say? 

Almah.  You  know  I  am  from  Recompence  debarr'd; 
:  3ut  I  will  grant  your  Merit  a  Reward. 
Your  Flame's  too  noble  to  dderve  a  Cheat ; 
And  I  too  plain  to  pracfrife  a  Deceit. 
I  no  Return  of  Love  can  ever  make; 
But  what  I  ask  is  for  my  Husband's  fake; 
He,  I  confefs,  hr.s  been  ungrateful  too ; 
But  he  and  I  arc  ruin'd  if  you  go. 
Your  Virtue  to  the  hardeft  Proof  I  bring : 
Unbrib'd,  preferve  a  Miftreis  and  a  King. 

AhMnt.  I'll  ftop  at  nothing  that  appears  fb  brave; 
I'jl  do't:  And  now  I  no  Reward  wiif  have. 
You've  giv'n  my  Honour  fuch  an  ample  Field, 
That  I  may  die,  but  that  (hall  never  yield. 
Spight  of  my  felf  Til  Stay,  Fight,  Lovc,  Dd^airj 
And  I  can  do  all  this,  becaufe  I  darr. 
Yet  I  may  own  one  Suit  h  Mt/"  ' 

That 
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That  Scarf,  which,  fince  by  you  it  has  been  born, 
Is  blefs'd,  like  Relicks  which  by  Saints  were  worn. 

Almtth.  Prefents,  hke  this,  my  Virtue  durft  not  make. 
But  that  'tis  giv'n  you  for  my  Husband's  fake. 

[Gives  the  Scarf. 
Almanz.  This  Scarf  to  Honourable  Rags  I'll  wear : 
As  conqu'ring  Soldiers  tattcr'd  Enfigns  bear. 
But  O  how  much  my  Fortune  I  defpife. 
Which  gives  me  Conqueft,  while  fhe  Love  denies !  [Exeunt^ 
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S  CEN  E  Tie  Alhambra. 

Enter  Almahide  and  Elperanza. 

Efper.  A  Ffeifled  Modefty  has  much  of  Pride ; 

l\  That  Scarf  he  begg'd,  you  could  not  have  dcny'd: 
Nor  does  it  fhock  the  Virtue  of  a  Wife, 
When  giv'n  that  Man,  to  whom  you  owe  your  Life. 

Almah.  Hcav'n  knows,  from  all  intent  of  111  'twas  frc«i 
Yet  it  may  feed  my  Husband's  Jealoufiej 
And,  for  that  caufe,  I  wifh  it  were  not  done. 
To  them  Boabdelin ;  md  walks  apttrt. 
See  where  he  comes,  all  penlive  and  alone  j 
A  gloomy  Fury  has  o'er-fpread  his  Face: 
'Tis  fo !  and  all  my  Fears  are  come  to  pafs. 

Boai.  Marriage,  thou  Curfe  of  Love,  and  Sntreof  Life  i 

[Ajide'. 
That  firft  debas'd  a  MiArefs  to  a  Wife! 
Love,  like  a  Scene,  at  dillance  (hould  appear  5 
But  Marriage  views  the  grofs-daub'd  Landskip  near.' 
Love's  nauleous  Cure!  thou  cloy'fl  whom  thou  ftiouldil 
And,  when  thou  cur'ft,  then  thou  art  the  Difeafe.     [pleafe  j 
When  Hearts  are  loofe,  thy  Chain  our  Bodies  ties  • 
Love  couples  Friends;  but  Marriage,  Enemies. 
If  Love,  like  mine,  continues  after  thee, 
Tis  ibgn  made  four,  aad  tum'd  by  Jealgufic, 
"  -       F  2  No 


114        ^^  Second  Part  of 

No  fign  of  Love  in  jealous  i\fcn  remains. 
But  that  which  fick  Men  have  of  Life;  their  Pains. 
Almah.  Has  my  dear  Lord  fome  new  Affliftion  had  ? 

[IValkmg  to  khn. 
Have  I  done  any  thing  that  makes  him  fad  ? 
Boab.  You!  nothing:  You!  But  let  me  walk  alone! 
uilmnh.  I  will  not  leave  you  'till  the  Caufe  be  known  : 
My  Knowledge  of  the  111  may  bring  Relief. 

Boai.  Thank  ye :  You  never  fail  to  cure  my  Grief! 
Trouble  me  not;  my  Grief  concerns  not  you. 

yllmah.  While  I  have  Life  I  will  your  Steps  purfue. 
Boab.  I'm  out  of  Humour  now;  you  mull:  not  ftay, 
Almah.  I  fear  it  is  that  Scarf  Lgave  away. 
IBcfib.  No;  'tis  not  that:  —  Bat  fbeak'of  it  no  more; 
Go  hence;  I  am  not  what  I  was  before. 

jilmah.  Then  I  will  make  you  fo ;  give  me  your  Hand  ! 
Can  you  this  Prefllng,  and  thefe  Tears  withftand ! 
Boab.  Oh  Heav'n,  were  flie  but  mine,  or  mine  alone! 
[^Si^hhjg,  and  going  off  from  her. 
Ah,  why  are  not  the  Hearts  of  Women  known! 
Falfe  Women  to  new  Joys  unfeen  can  move : 
There  are  no  Prints  left  in  the  Paths  of  Love. 
All  Goods  bcfides  by  publick  Marks  are  known; 
dDut  what  we  moft  deiire  to  keep,  has  none. 

,4i!w«)^.  Why  will  you  in  your  Breaft  yourPafTion  cro"d, 

\_Ap^oachhig  him. 
Like  unborn  Thunder  rolling  in  a  Cloud  ? 
Torment  not  your  poor  Heart,  but  fct  it  free; 
And  rather  let  its  Fury  break  on  me. 
1  am  not  marry 'd  to  a  God;  I  know 
Men  muft  have  Paflions,  and  can  bear  from  yoUi-   ■ 
I  fear  th' unlucky  Prefent  I  have  made! 

Boab.  O  Pow'r  of  Guilt!  how  Confcience  canupbi4S! 
It  forces  her  not  only  to  reveal, 
Bur  to  repeat  what  ihe  would  moft  conceal! 

Amah.  Can  fuch  a  Toy,  and  giv'n  in  publick  too » 

Boab.  Fake  Woman,  you  contriv'd  it  ihould  befo. 
That  pu!  lick  Gift  in  private  was  deiign'd.  - 

The  Eml  lem  of  the  Love  you  meant  to  bind. 
HcT.ce  from  my  Sight,  ungrateful  as  thou  art; 
And/ wheq  I  can,  I'll  bailiih  thee  my  Heart.    [ShtfVeefs. 
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Tt  them  Almanzor  wearing  the  Scarf:  He  fees  her  weep. 

Almmz.  What  precious  Drops  are  thofe 
Which,  filently,  each  others  Track  purfue. 
Bright  as  young  Diamonds  in  their  infant  Dew  ? 
Your  Luftre  you  fhould  free  from  Tears  maintain } 
Like  Egypt,  rich  without  the  help  of  Rain. 
Now  curs'd  be  he  who  gave  this  Caufe  of  Grief  j 
And  double  curs'd  who  does  not  give  Relief. 

Almahi  Our  common  Fears,  and  publick  Miferics, 
Have  drawn  thefe  Tears  from  my  affli6ted  Eyes. 

Almanz,.  Madam,  I  cannot  eafily  believe 
It  is  for  any  publick  Caufe  you  grieve. 
On  your  fair  Face  the  Marks  of  Sorrow  lycj 
But  [  read  Fury  in  your  Husband's  Eye. 
And,  in  that  PaiTion,  I  too  plainly  find 
That  you're  unhappy,  and  that  he's  unkind. 

Altnah.  Not  new-made  Mothers  greater  Love  expreft 
Than  he;  when  with  firfl  Ldoks  their  Babes  they  blefs. 
Not  Heav'n  is  more  to  dying  Martyrs  kind} 
Nor  Guardian  Angels,  to  their  Charge  affign'd. 

Boob.  O  Goodnefs  counterfeited  to  the  Life ! 
O  the  well  adcd  Virtue  of  a  Wife ! 
Would  you  with  this  my  juft  Sulpicions  blind  ? 
You've  giv'n  me  great  occafion  to  be  kind ! 
The  Marks,  too,  of  your  fpotlefs  Love  appear} 
Witnefs  the  Badge  of  my  Difhonour  there. 

[Pointing  to  Almanzor'/  Scarf. 

Almmz,.  Unworthy  Owner  of  a  Gem  fo  rare ! 
Hcav'ns,  why  muH:  he  poflefs,  and  I  defpair  \ 
Why  is  this  Mifer  doom'd  to  all  this  Store; 
He,  who  has  all,  and  yet  believes  he's  poor  ? 

Almah.  to  Almanz.  You're  much  too  bold,  to  blame  a 
Jealoufie 
So  kind  in  him,  and  fo  defir'd  by  mc. 
The  Faith  of  Wives  would  unrewarded  prove. 
Without  thofe  jufl  Obfcrvers  of  our  Love. 
The  greater  Care  the  higher  Paffion  fhows } 
We  hold  that  dearefl:  we  moft  fear  to  lofc. 
Diftruft  in  Lovers  is  too  warm  a  Sun, 
But  yet  'tis  Night  in  Love  when  that  is  gene. 

F  3  And, 
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And,  in  thofe  Climes  which  moft  his  fcorching  know. 
He  makes  the  nobleft  Fruits  and  Metals  grow. 

Almmz.  Yes,  there  are  Mines  of  Treafurc  in  your  Breaft, 
Seen  by  that  jealous  Sun,  but  not  pofleft. 
He,  like  a  Devil  among  the  Blcis'd  above,  "^ 

Can  take  no  Pleafure  in  your  Heav'n  of  Love.  C 

Go,  take  her ;  and  thy  caufelefs  Fears  remove ;  ^ 

-    {To  tht  King.  J 
Love  her  fo  well,  that  I  v/ith  Rage  may  die:  / 

Dull  Husbands  have  no  Right  to  Jealouiie :  S 

If  that's  allow'd,  it  muft  in  Lovers  be.  > 

Boa6.  The  Succour  which  thou  bring'ft  me,  makes  thee 
But  know,  without  thy  Aid,  my  Crown  Til  hold,     [bold : 
Or,  if  I  cannot,  I  will  fire  the  Place  ; 
Of  a  full  City  make  a  naked  Space. 
Hence,  then,  and  from  a  Rival  let  me  free: 
'  ril  do,  I'll  fufier  any  thing,  but  thee. 

Ahnmz.  I  wo'not  go;  I'll  not  be  forc'd  away; 
I  came  not  for  thy  fake;  nor  do  I  flay. 
(t  was  the  Queen  who  for  my  Aid  did  fendj 
And  'tis  I  only  can  tlie  Queen  defend : 
1,  for  her  fake,  thy  Scepter  wiJl  maintain; 
And  thou,  by  me,  in  fpight  of  thee,  fhalt  reign. 

Boab.  Had  I  but  hope  I  could  defend  this  Place 
Three  Days,  thou  Ihou'dft  not  live  to  my  Difgrace 
So  fmall  a  time 

flight  I  poflefs  my  jilmahide  alone, 
I  would  live  Ages  out  e're  they  were  gone. 
I  fhould  not  be  of  Love  or  Life  bereft; 
All  Ihould  be  fpent  before,  and  nothing  left, 

Almah.  to  Boab.  As  for  your  fake  I  for  Almaazor  fent. 
So,  when  you  pleafe,  he  goes  to  Banifhment, 
You  fhall,  at  lafl,  my  Loyalty  approve : 
1  will  refufe  no  tryal  of  my  Love. 

Boa6.  How  can  I  think  you  love  me^  while  I  fee 
That  Trophy  of  a  Rival's  Vidory  ? 
I'll  tear  it  from  his  Side. 

Almanz. I'll  hoki  it  faft 

As  Life  j  and  when  Life's  gone,  Dl  hold  this  laft. 
And,  if  thou  tak'ft  it  after  I  am  Slain, 
ril  fend  jny  Ghoft  to  fetch  it  back  again, 
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Almah.  When  I  beftow'd  that  Scarf,  I  had  not  thought. 
Or  not  confider'd,  it  might  be  a  Fault. 
But,  fmce  my  Lord's  di^leas'd  that  I  (hould  make 
So  Itnall  a  Prefent,  I  command  it  back. 
Without  delay  th'  unlucky  Gift  reftorc: 
Or,  from  this  Minute,  never  fee  me  more. 

jilmtrnx..  The  Shock  of  fuch  a  Curfe  I  dare  not  ftand : 
[Pulling  it  offhajlily,  and  prefenting  it  to  her. 
Thus  I  obey  your  ablblute  Command. 

i  [She  gives  it  to  th  Kh^. 
Muft  he  the  Spoils  of  fcorn'd  Almanaor  wear  ? 
May  Tumus  Fate  be  thine ;  who  dar'd  to  bear 
The  Belt  of  murder'd  r/t//<if  j*  from  afar 
May'ft  thou  be  known,  and  be  the  Mark  of  War. 
Live,  juft  to  fee  it  from  thy  Shoulders  torn 
By  common  Hands,  and  by  fome  Coward  worn. 

[An  Alarm  vHhin, 
Enter  Abdclmclcch,  Zulema,  Hamet,  Abenamar}  thtir 

Svpords  drawn. 
Abdelm.  Is  this  a  time  for  Difcord  or  for  Grief? 
We  perifti.  Sir,  without  your  quick  Relief. 
I  have  been  fool'd,  an^  am  unfortunate, 
The  Foes  purfue  their  Fortune  and  our  Fate. 
Zul.  The  Rebels  with  the  Spaniards  arc  agreed. 
iofib.  Take  Br^thi  my  Guards   {hall  to  the  Fight 

fucceed. 
Abm.toAlmanzpr.  "^hy  ftay  you.  Sir?  The  conqu'ring 
Foe  is  near : 
Giye  us  their  Courage,  and  give  them  our  Fear, 
Hamet.  Take  Arms,  or  we  muft  perifli  in  your  Sight, 
Almanz,.  I  care  not;  perifli;  for  I  will  not  fight. 
I  wo'not  lift  my  Arm  in  his  Defence: 
And  yet  I  wo'not  ftir  one  Foot  from  hence. 
I  to  your  King's  Defence  his  Town  refign  j 
This  only  Spot,  whereon  I  ftand,  is  mine.  , 

Madam,  be  fafe,  and  lay  afide  your  Fear,    [Tothe^uem. 
■you  are,  as  in  a  Magick  Circle,  here, 

Boab.  To  our  own  Valour  our  Succefs  we'll  owe. 
Hafte,  Harmt,  with  Abenamar  to  go ; 

F  4  Yea 
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You  two  draw  up,  with  all  the  fpced  you  may. 
Our  Jaft  Refcrves,  and  yet  redeem  the  Day. 

[Exeunt  Hamet  and  Abenamar  one  way,  the  Khg  the 
other,  v'tth  Abdelmelech,  e^c.  Alartn  withia.     , 
Enter  Abdelmelech,  his  Sword  drawn. 
"^  Abdehn.  Grmiada  is  no  more !  th'  unhappy  King 
Vcnt'ring  too  far,  e'er  we  could  Succour  bring. 
Was,  by  the  Duke  oi  Arcos,  Pris'ner  madej 
And,  pafl  Relief,  is  to  the  Fort  convey 'd. 

Almmz..  Heav'n,  thou  art  juft !  go,  now  delpift  my  Aid. 

Altnah.  Unkind  Almanzor,  how  am  I  betray'd ! 
Pctray'd  by  him  in  whom  J  trufted  moft! 
But  I  will  ne'er  out-live  what  I  have' left. 
Is  this  your  Succour,  this  your  boafted  Love ! 
I  will  accufe  you  to  the  Saints  above! 
Almanzor  vow'd  he  would  for  Honour  fight  j 
And  lets  my  Husband  perilh  in  my  fight. 

[Exeunt  Almahide  and  Efperanza. 

Admanz.  Oh,  I  have  err'dj  but  Fury  made  me  blind: 
And,  in  her  juft  Reproach,  my  Fault  I  find! 

I  promis'd  ev'n  for  him  to  fight,  whom  I 

——But  fince  he's  lov'd  by  her,  he  muft  not  die. 
Thus,  happy  Fortune  comes  to  me  in  vain, 
When  I  my  felf  muft  ruin  it  again. 

To  him  Abenamar,  Hamet,  Abdehnelech,  Zulema,' 
Soldiers. 

Aim.  The  Foe  has  enter'd  the  Vermillion  Tow'rs ; 
And  nothing  but  th'  Alhambra  now  is  ours. 

Almanz..  Ev'n  that's  too  much,  except  we  may  have 
You  loft  it  all  to  that  laft  Stake  before:  [morcj 

Fate,  now  come  back;  thou  can'ft  not  farther  getj 
The  Bounds  of  thy  Libration  here  are  fet. 

Thou  know'ft  this  Place, 

And,  like  a  Clock  wound  up,  ftrik'ft  here  for  mej       7 
Now,  Chance,  aflert  thy  own  Inconftancy :  > 

And,  Fortune,  fight,  that  thou  may'ft  Fortune  be.         ^ 
They  come  j  here,  favour'd  by  the  narrow  Place, 

\_A  Noife  withia. 
I  can,  with  few,  their  grofs  Battalion  face. 

By 
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By  the  dead  Wall,  you  Abdelmelech,  wind; 
Then,  Charge;  and  their  Retreat  cut  off  behmd.  [Exma. 
■       ^    ''  \^An  Alarm  vithht. 

"Enter  Almanxor  ahi  his  Party,  with  Abdalla  ?ri finer.       , 

Atmanz.  You  were  my  Friend;  and  to  that  Name  I 
owe  [To  Abdal. 

The  juft  Regard,  which  you  refus'd  to  fhow. 
Your  Liberty  I  frankly  would  reftore; 
But  Honour  now  forbids  me  to  do  more. 
Yet,  Sir,  your  Freedom  in  your  Choice  fhall  bej 
When  you  command  to  fct  your  Brother  free.  V  ^  : 

Abdal.  Th'  Exchange  which  you  pro pofe, with  Joy  f  take; 
An  Offer  eafier  than  my  Hopes  could  make. 
Your  Benefits  revenge  my  Crimes  to  you : 
For  I  my  Shame  in  that  bright  Mirror  view. 

Almanz..  No  more;  you  give  me  Thanks  you  do  not 
I  have  been  faulty,  and  repent  me  now.  [owe : 

But,  though  our  Penitence  a  Virtue  be. 
Mean  Soul<  alone  repent  in  Mi{ery. 
The  Brave  own  Faults  when  good  Succefs  is  giv'n; 
For  then  they  come  on  equal  Terms  to  Heav'u.  {Exeunt. 

SCENE    The  Albayzyn. 

Ozmyn  and  Benzayda. 

Eenz.  I  {ee  there's  fomewhat  which  you  fear  to  tell; 

Speak  quickly,  Ozmyn,  is  my  Father  well? 

• — Why  crofs  you  thus  your  Arms,  and  fhake  your  Head? 
Kill  me  at  once,  and  tell  me  he  is  dead. 

Ozjn,  I  know  not  more  than  you;  but  fear  not  lefsj 
Twice  finking,  twice  I  drew  him  from  the  Prefs : 
But  the  viftorious  Foe  purfu'd  fo  faft. 
That  flying  Throngs  divided  us  at  laft. 
As  Seamen  parting  in  a  general  Wreck, 
When  firft  the  loos'ning  Planks  begin  to  crack, 
Each  catches  one;  and  ftraight  are  far  disjoin'd. 
Some  born  by  Tides,  and  others  by  the  Wind ; 
So,  in  this  Ruin,  from  each  other  rent, 
Wi(Sh  hcav'd-iip  Hands  we  mutual  Farcwcis  fent; 

F  J  Methought 
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Mcthought  his  Eyes,  when  jurt  I  loft  his  View, 
"Were  looking  BleflTings  to  be  fent  to  you, 

Benz,.  Blind  Queen  of  Chance,  to  Loyers.too  fcvere, 
Thou  rul'ft  Mankind,  but  art  a  Tyrant  there ! 
Thy  wideft  Empire's  in  a  Lover's  Brcaft: 
Like  open  Seas,  we  fcldom  are  at  reft. 
Upon  thy  Coafts  our  Wealth  is  daily  caft; 
And  thou,  like  Pyrates,  mak'ft  no  Peace  to  laft. 

To  them  Lyndaraxa,  Buke  of  Arcos,  and  Guards. 

H.Arcos.  We  are  furpriz'd  when  leaft  we  did  fu{pe<fti 
And  juftly  fuffer'd  by  our  own  Negledt. 

Lyndctr.  No ;  none  but  I  have  Realbn  to  complain ! 
So  near  a  Kingdom,  yet  'cis  loft  again! 
G,  how  unequally  in  me  were  join'd 
A  creeping  Fortune,  with  a  fearing  Mind ! 
O  Lottery  of  Fate .'  where  ftill  the  wife 
Draw  Blanks  of  Fortune,  and  the  Fools  the  Prize ! 
Thefe  crofs,  ill-ftiuffled  Lots  from  Heav'n  are  fent ; 
Yet  dull  Religion  teaches  us  Content. 
But  when  we  ask  it  where  that  Blefling  dwells. 
It  points  to  Pedant  Colleges,  and  Cells. 
There,  fhows  it  rude,  and  in  a  homely  Drefs } 
And  that  proud  Want  miftakes  for  Happinefs. 

\A  Trumpet  within. 
"Enter  Zulema. 
Brother!  what  ftrange  Adventure  brought  you  here? 

Zul.  The  News  I  bring  will  yet  more  ftrange  appear. 
The  little  Care  you  of  my  Life  did  flaow. 
Has  of  a  Brother  juftly  made  a  Foe : 
And  Al>dtlmtlech,  who  that  Life  did  fave, 
As  juftly  has  deferv^d  that  Love  he  gave. 

Lyndar.  Your  Bus'nefs  cools,  while  tedioufly  it  ftayj 
On  the  low  Theme  of  ^idelmelech's  Praife. 

Zul.  This  I  prefent  from  Prince  Abdalla's  Hands, 

[Delivers  a  Letter,  which  fl)e  reads. 

Lyndar.  He  has  propos'd,  (to  free  him  from  his  Bands) 
That,  with  his  Brother,  an  Exchange  be  made. 

B.ArctiS.  It  proves  the  fame  Dclign  which  we  had  Ij^d. 
,  Before  the  Caftle  let  a  Bar  be  fetj 
And,  when-tlw  Captives  on  each  fide  are  met. 
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with  equal  Numbers  chofen  for  their  Guard, 
Juft  at  the  time  the  Paflage  is  unbarr'd. 
Let  both  at  once  advance,  at  once  be  free. 

LynJar.  Th' Exchange  I  will  my  felf  in  Perfbn  fee. 

Benz,.  I  fear  to  ask,  yet  would  from  Doubt  be  freed  j 
Is  Selin  Captive,  Sir,  or  is  he  dead? 

Ztd.  I  grieve  to  tell  you  what  you  needs  muft  know. 
He  is  a  Pris'ner  to  his  greateft  Foe. 
Kept,  with  ftrong  Guards,  in  the  Mhambrn  Tow'r; 
Without  the  reach  ev'n  of  Almanzor's  Pow'r. 

Ozm.  With  Grief  and  Shame  I  am  at  once  oppreft. 

Zul.  You  will  be  more  when  I  relate  the  reft. 
To  you  I  from  Abemmar  am  fent ;  \To  Ozmyn. 

And  you  alone  can  Sel'm's  Death  prevent. 
Give  up  your  fejf  a  Pris'ner  in  his  ftead ; 
Or,  e'er  to  Morrow's  dawn,  believe  him  dead. 

Bmx..  E'er  that  appear,  I  fhall  expire  with  Grief. 

Zul.  Your  Aftion  fwift,  your  Counfel  muft  be  bricfo 

Lyndar.  While  for  AbdaUa's  Freedom  we  prepare. 
You  in  each  otliers  Breaft  unload  your  Care. 

{JExeimt  all  but  Ozrayn  md  Benaayd^, 

Benz..  My  Wiflics  Contradidlions  muft  imply } 
You  muft  not  go;  and  yet  he  muft  not  die. 
Your  Realon  may,  perhaps,  th'  Extreams  unite  j 
But  there's  a  Mift  of  Fate  before  my  Sight. 

Oz.m.  The  two  Extreams  too  diftant  are  to  dole  j. 
And  human  Wit  can  no  Mid-way  propofe. 
My  Duty  therefore  ihows  the  neareft  way ; 
To  free  your  Father,  and  my  own  obey. 

Benz.  Your  Father,  whom,  fince  yours,  I grieveto  l^uaCj 
Has  loft,  or  quite  forgot  a  Parent's  Name, 
And,  when  at  once  poflefs'd  of  him  and  you, 
Inftead  of  freeing  one,  will  mxjrder  two. 

Ozm.  Fear  not  my  Life;  but  fuffer  me  to  go: 
What  cannot  only  Sons  with  Parents  do! 
'Tis  not  my  Death  my  Father  doe's  purfuej 
He  only  would  withdraw  my  Love  from  you. 

Bmz.  Now,  Ozmyrit  now  your  want  of  Love  I  fee; 
For  would  yow  go,  and  haiard  Mng  mc? 

■Ozm. 
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Ozm.  I  rather  would  ten  thoufand  Lives  forfake : 
Nor  can  yoj  e'er  believe  the  Doubt  you  make.  ■ 

— ■^This  Night  I  with  a  chofcn  Band  will  go; 
And,  by  (urprize,  will  free  him  from  the  Foe. 

Bmx..  What  Foe!  ah  whither  would  your  Virtue  fall! 
It  is  your  Father  whom  the  Foe  you  call. 
Darknefs  and  Rage  will  no  Diftinftion  make ; 
And  yours  may  pcrifh  for  my  Father's  fake. 

Ozm.  Thus,  when  my  weaker  Virtue  goes  aftray. 
Yours  pulls  it  back ;  and  guides  me  in  the  Way : . 
I'll  fend  him  word,  my  Being  (Vail  depend 
On  Selin's  Life,  and  with  his  Death  fhall  end. 

Benz..  'Tis  that  indeed  would  glut  your  Father's  Rage : 
Revenge  on  Oznyn's  Youth,  and  Selia's  Age. 

Ozm.  Whate'er  I  plot,  like  Sifyphus,  in  vain 
I  heave  a  Stone  that  tumbles  down  again, 

Benz.  This  glorious  Work  is  then  referv'd  for  mcj 
He  is  my  Father ;  and  I'll  fet  him  free. 
Thofe  Chains  my  Father  for  my  Sake  does  wear: 
I  made  the  Fault  j  and  I  the  Pains  will  bear. 

Oz.m.  Yes;  you  no  doubt  have  merited  thofe  Pains: 
Thofe  Hands,  thofe  tender  Limbs  were  made  for  Chains ! 
Did  I  not  love  you,  yet  it  were  too  bafe  _^ 

To  let  a  Lady  iuffer  in  my  Place. 
Thofe  proofs  of  Virtue  yon  before  did  (how, 
I  did  admire;  but  I  muft  envy  now. 
Your  vafl:  Ambition  leaves  no  Fame  for  me, 
But  graips  at  univerfal  Monarchy. 

Benz,.  Yes,  Ozmyn,  I  fliall  ftill  this  Palm  purfuej 
I  will  not  yield  my  Glory,  ev'n  to  you. 
I'll  break  thofe  Bonds  in  which  my  Father's  ty'd: 
Or,  if  I  cannot  break  'em,  I'll  divide. 
What,  tho'  my  Limbs  a  Woman's  weaknefs  fliow ; 
I  have  a  Soul  as  Mafculine  as  you. 
And,  when  thefe  Limbs  want  Strength  my  Chains  to  wear. 
My  Mind  ihalJ  teach  my  Body  how  to  bear.    [£*•// Bcnx. 

Ozm.  What  I  rcfolve,  I  muft  not  let  her  knovvj 
But  Honour  has  decreed  fhe  muft  not  go. 
What  (he  refolves,  I  muft  prevent  with  carej 
She  (haiJ  not  in  my  FaD;c  oi  Danger  ftiare. 
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I'll  give  ftridt  Order  to  the  Guards  which  wait; 

That,  when  ftie  comes,  Ihe  fhall  not  pafs  the  Gate. 

Fortune,  at  laft,  has  run  me  out  of  Breath : 

I  have  no  Refuge,  but  the  Arms  of  Death : 

To  that  dark  Sanfluary  I  will  go : 

She  cannot  reach  me  when  I  lye  fo  low. 

SCENE  The  Albayzyn. 

Enter,  on  one  Side,  Almanzor,  Abdalla,  Abdelmelech,  Zu- 
lema,  Hamet.  On  ihe  other  Side,  the  Duke  of  Arcos, 
Boabdelin,  Lyndaraxa,  and  their  Varty.  After  which 
the  Bars  are  opened;  and  at  the  fame  time  Boabdelin  and 
Abdalla  pafs  by  each  other,  each  to  his  Varty :  When  Ab- 
dalla IS  pafs'd  on  the  other  Side,  the  Duke  of  Arcos  ap- 
proaches  the  Bars,  and  calls  to  Alraanzor. 
D.  Arcos,  The  Hatred  of  the  Brave  with  Battels  endsj 

And  Foes,  who  fought  for  Honour,  then  arc  Friends. 

I  love  thee,  brave  Aimanz/>r,  and  am  proud 

To  have  one  Hour  when  Love  may  be  allow'd. 

This  Hand,  in  fign  of  that  Efteem,  I  plight : 

We  fhall  have  angry  Hours  enough  to  fight. 

\Gizing  his  Ha»d. 
Almanx..  The  Man  who  dares,  like  you,  in  Fields  appear, 

And  meet  my  Sword,  Ihall  be  my  Miftrefs  here. 

If  I  am  proud,  'tis  only  to  my  Foes ; 

Rough  but  to  fuch  who  Virtue  would  oppofe. 

If  I  fome  Fiercenefs  firom  a  Father  drew, 

A  Mother's  Milk  gives  me  fome  Softnefs  too. 

D.  Arcos.  Since  firft  you  took,  and  after  fet  mc  free, 

(Whether  a  Senfe  of  Gratitude  it  be. 

Or  fome  more  fecret  Motion  of  my  Mind, 

For  which  I  want  a  Name  that's  more  than  Kind) 

I  fhall  be  glad,  by  what  e'er  means  I  can. 

To  get  the  Friendfhip  of  fo  brave  a  Man: 

And  would  your  unavailing  Valour  call. 

From  Aiding  thofe  whom  Heav'n  has  doom'd  to  fall. 

We  owe  you  that  Refpedl 

Which  to  the  Gods  of  Foes  befieg'd  was  fhown  j 

To  call  you  out  before  we  take  your  Town.  ; 


134        7^ Second  Part  of 

Altnaaji.  Thofe  whom  we  love,  we  Aiould  cflccm  'cm 
And  not  debauch  that  Virtue  which  we  wooe.  [too } 

Yet,  though  you  eive  my  Honour  juft  Offence, 
I'll  take  your  Kindnefs  in  the  better  Senfe : 
And,  fincc  you  for  my  Safety  feem  to  fear, 
I,  to  return  your  Bribe,  fliould  wifh  you  here. 
But,  fince  I  love  you  more  than  you  do  me,  7 

In  all  Events  preferve  your  Honour  free :  S 

-  For  that's  your  own,  though  not  your  Dcftiny.  ^ 

JD.  Arcoi.  Were  you  oblig'd  in  Honour  by  a  Truft, 
,1  ihould  not  think  my  own  Propofals  juft. 
But  fince  you  iight  for  an  unthankful  King, 
What  lofs  of  Fame  can  Change  of  Parties  bring  ? 

Almanz..  It  will,  and  may  with  Juftice  too  be  thought, 
That  fome  Advantage  in  that  Change  I  ibught. 
And,  though  I  twice  have  chang'd,  for  Wrongs  receiv'd. 
That  it  was  done  for  Profit,  none  believ'd. 
The  King's  Ingratitude  I  knew  before; 
So  that  can  be  no  Caufe  of  changing  more. 
If  now  I  iland,  v/hen  no  Reward  can  be; 
*TwiU  fhov/  the  Fault  before  was  not  in  me. 

D.  Areas.  Yet  there  is  a  Reward  to  Valour  due  j 
And  fuch  it  is,  as  may  be  fought  by  you. 
That  beauteous  Queen,  v/hom  you  can  never  gain. 
While  you  fecureher  Husband's  Life  and  Reign. 

Almanz.  Then  be  it  fo :  Let  me  have  no  Return 

iHere  Lyndaraxa  comts  near  and  hears  them. 
From  him  but  Hatred,  and  from  her  but  Scorn. 
There  is  this  Comfort  in  a  noble  Fate, 
That  I  deferve  to  be  more  fortunate. 
You  have  my  laft  Rcfolve  i  and  now  farewel : 
My  boding  Heart  fome  Mifchief  does  foretel : 
But  what'it  is,  Heav'n  will  not  let  me  knowi 
I'm  fad  to  Death,  that  I  mufl:  be  your  Foe. 

B.Arcos.  Heav'n,  when  we  meet,  if  fatal  it  muft  be 
To  onci  {pare  him,  and  caft  the  Lot  on  me.  [They  retire. 

LpJar.  Ah,  what  a  noble  Conqueft  were  this  Heart  I 
I  am  refolv'd  I'Jl  try  my  utmoft  Art : 
In  gaining  him,  I  gain  that  Fortune  too 

Wh^eh  he  has  Wedded,  and  v/hich  1  but  Wooe. 

-    .   -  j,jj 
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I'll  try  each  fecret  Paflage  to  his  Mindj 
And  Love's  foft  Bands  about  his  Heattrftrings  wind. 
Not  his  vow'd  Conftancy  ftiall  'fcape  my  Snare  j  I 

While  he,  without,  Rcfiftance  does  prepare,  > 

I'll  melt  into  him  e'er  his  Love's  aware.  A 

[She  makes  a.  Gefture  of  Imitation  W  Almanzor,  wh 
returns  again. 

Lyndar.  You  fee.  Sir,  to  how  ftrange  a  Rcme4y 
A  perfecuted  Maid  is  f  rc'd  to  fly. 
Who,  much  diftrefsd,  yet  fcarce  has  Confidence 
To  make  your  noble  Pity  her  Defence. 

Almanx,.  Beauty,  like  yours,  qan  no  Prote<£tion  nced^, 
Or,  if  it  fues,  is  certain  to  fuccced. 
To  whate'er  Service  you  ordain  ray  Hand, 
Name  your  Requefl,  and  call  it  your  Command. 

Lyndar.  You  cannot.  Sir,  but  know,  that  my  ill  Fate 
Has  made  me  lov'd  with  all  th' Effects  of  Hate: 
One  Lover  would,  by  force,  my  Perfongainj 
Which  one,  as  guilty,  would  by  force  detain. 
Rafh  jiidelmekch's  Love  I  cannot  priaej 
And  fond  jihddla's  Paflion  I  delpife. 
As  you  are  Brave,  £o  you  are  Prudait  too, 
Advife  a  wretched  Woman  what  to  do. 

Mmanz..  Have  Courage,  Fair  One ;  put  your  Truft  in  mc: 
You  (hall,  at  lead  from  thofe  you  hate,  be  free. 
Refign  your  Caftle  to  the  King's  Command  -, 
And  leave  your  Love  Concernments  in  my  Hand. 

Lyndar.  The  King,  like  them,  is  fierce,  and  faithleis  too  ^ 
How  can  I  truft  him,  who  has  injur'd  you .' 
Keep  for  your  fclf  (and  you  can  grant  no  Jefs) 
what  you  alone  are  worthy  to  poflefs. 
Enter,  brave  Sir ;  for,  when  you  fpeak  the  Word, 
Thefe  Gates  will  open  of  their  own  Accord. 
The  Genius  of  the  Place  its  Lord  will  meet} 
And  bend  its  Tow'ry  Forehead  to  your  Feet. 
That  little  Cittadel,  which  now  you  fee. 
Shall,  then,  the  Head  of  Conqucr'd  Nations  be: 
And  cv'ry  Turret,  from  your  Comiog,,ri^ 
Tlie  AJpdier  of  fomc  great  Metropolisji,  ^ij^-^jj; 

Atmanx,", 
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Almanx,.  'Tis  pity  Words,  which  none  but  Gods  fliouM 
Should  lofe  their  Sweetnefs  in  a  Soldier's  Ear :         [hear^ 
I  am  not  that  Almanxvr  whom  you  praife : 
But  your  fair  Mouth  can  fair -Ideas  raife : 
I  am  a  Wretch,  to  whom  it  is  deny'd 
T'accept,  with  Honour,  what  I  wifh  with  Pride. 
And,  fince  I  fight  not  for  my  felf,  muft  bring 
The  Fruits  of  3l  my  Conquefts  to  the  King. 

Lyndar.  Say  rather  to  the  Queen ;  to  whofe  fair  Name 
I  know  you  vow  the  Trophies  of  your  Fame. 
I  hope  Ihe  is  as  kind  as  (he  is  Fair: 
Kinder  than  unexperienc'd  Virgins  arc 
To  their  firft  Loves ;  (though  (lie  has  lov'd  before, 
And  that  firft  Innocence  is  now  no  more :) 
But,  in  Revenge,  flie  gives  you  all  her  Heart ; 
(For  you  are  much  too  Brave  to  take  a  Part.) 
Though,  blinded  by  a  Crown,  ftie  did  not  iee 
Almmzor  greater  than  a  King  could  be; 
I  hope  her  Love  repairs  her  i^ll  made  Choice: 
Almantor  cannot  be  deluded  twice. 

Almanz..  No;  not  deluded;  fornone  count  their  Gains, 
Who,  like  Almanzor,  frankly  give  their  Pains. 

Lyndar.  Almanzor,  do  not  cheat  your  felf,  nor  me; 
Your  Love  is  not  refin'd  to  that  degree. 
For,  fmce'you  have  Dcfires,  and  thofe  not  bleft. 
Your  Love's  uneafie,  and  at  little  reft. 

Almanz.,  'Tis  true;  my  own  Unhappinefs  I  fee: 
But  who,  alas,  can  my  Phyfician  be  ? 
Love,  like  a  lazy  Ague,  I  endure. 
Which  fears  the  Water,  and  abhors  the  Cure.       [wafte: 

LyrJar.  'Tis  a  Confumption,   which  your  Life  does 
Still  fiatt'ring  you  with  Hope,  'till  Help  be  paft. 
But,  fince  of  Cuiefi-om  her  you  now  de^air. 
You,  like  confumptive  Men,  {hould  change  your  Air. 
Love  fomew^here  elfe,  'tis  a  hard  Remedy ; 
But  yet  you  owe  your  felf  £b  much  to  try. 

jdmanz,.  My  Love's  now  grown  fo  much  a  Part  of  me, 
That  Life  would,  in  the  Cure,  endanger'd  be. 
At  leaft  it  like  a  Limb  cut  off,  would  ftiowj 
Ajad  better  die  than  like  a  Cripple  go. 
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LynJar.  You  muft  be  brought  like  Mad-men  to  their  Curcj 
And  Darknefs  firft,  and  next  new  Bonds  endure : 
Do  you  dark  Abfence  to  your  felf  ordain : 
And  I,  in  Charity,  will  find  the  Chain. 

Almmz,.  Love  is  that  Madnefs  which  all  Lovers  have  5 
But  yet  'tis  fweet  and  pleafing  fo  to  Rave. 
'Tis  an  Enchantment,  where  the  Reafon's  bound ; 
But  Paradife  is  in  th' enchanted  Ground. 
A  Palace,  void  of  Envy,  Cares  and  Strife ; 
Where  gentle  Hours  delude  fo  much  of  Life. 
To  take  thofe  Charms  away,  and  fet  me  free, 
Is  but  to  {end  me  into  Mifery. 
And.  Prudence,  of  whofe  Cure  fo  much  you  boafl, 
Reflores  thofe  Pains,  which  that  fweet  Folly  loft. 

Lyndar.  I  would  not,  like  Philofophers,  remove^ 
But  fliow  you  a  more  pleafing  Shape  of  Love. 
You  a  fad,  fullen,  froward  Love  did  fee ; 
ril  fliow  him  kind,  and  full  of  Gayety. 
In  fhort,  Almcmzor,  it  fhall  be  my  Care 
To  fhow  you  Lovej  for  you  but  faw  Defpair. 

Almmz..  I,  in  the  fhape  of  Love,  Defpair  did  fee :    ■  *' 
You,  in  his  Shape,  would  fliow  Inconftancy. 

Lyndnr.  There's  no  fuch  thing  asConftancy  you  call; 
Faith  ties  not  Hearts ;  'tis  Inclination  all. 
Some  Wit  deform'd,  or  Beauty  much  decay'd, 
Firfl,  Conltancy  in  Love,  a  Virtue  made. 
From  Friendfliip  they  that  Land-mark  did  remove  i 
And,  falfely,  plac'd  it  on  the  Bounds  of  Love. 
Let  the  Efi'edls  of  Change  be  only  try'd : 
Court  me,  in  jefl:;  and  call  me  Almahide. 
But  this  is  only  Counfel  I  impart; 
For  I,  perhaps,  fhould  not  receive  your  Heart. 

Almanz,.  Fair  though  you  are— — 
As  Summer  Mornings,  and  your  Eyes  more  bright 
Than  Stars  that  twinkle  in  a  Winter's  Night; 
Though  you  have  Eloquence  to  warm,  and  move 
Cold  Ajge,  and  praying  Hermits  into  Love; 
Though  Almahide  witn  Scorn  rewards  my  Care ; 
Yet,  than  to  clwngc,  'tis  nobler  to  defpair. 

M/ 
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My  Love's  my  Soul^  and  that  from  Fate  is  free: 
'Tis  that  unchang'd  and  deathlefs  Part  of  me. 

Lyruiiir,  The  Fate  of  Conftancy  your  Love  purfiif! 
Still  to  be  faithful  to  what's  falfe  to  you. 

[Turns  from  him,  and  goes  off  angrily.. 

Almma.  Ye  Gods,  why  are  not  Hearts  firftpair'd  above  ^ 
But  fbme  ftiJl  interfere  in  others  Love! 
E'er  each,  for  each,  by  certain  Marks  are  known, 
You  mould  'em  up  in  hafte,  and  drop  'em  down. 
And  while  we  feek  what  carelefsly  you  fort. 
You  fit  in  State,  and  make  our  Pains  your  Sport. 

[Exeunt  on  both  Sides. 


A  C  T  IV.    S  C  E  N  E  I. 

Abenamar ,  and  Servants . 

AbtnX  TAfle.  and  ccnduftthe  Pris'ncr  to  my  Sigh^:. 
JlJL    \^xit  Servant,  and  immediately  mters  with  Sclifl 
Sound. 
Aben.  Did  you,  according  to  my  Orders,  write  }\To  Selin. 
And  have  you  fummon'd  Ozjnyn  to  appear? 

Selin.  I  am  not  yet  fo  much  a  Slave  to  Fear : 
Nor  has  your  Son  deferv'd  fo  ill  of  me. 
That,  by  his  Death  or  Bonds,  I  would  be  free, 

Aben.  Againft  thy  Life  thou  doft  tl^e  Se^tCAce  give : 
Behold  how  fhort  a  time  thou  hafl  to  live. 

Selin.  Make  hafte;  and  draw  the  Curtain  vyhikyojiinj«j 
You  but  fhut  out  the  Twilight  of  my  Day :  ^ 

Beneath  the  Burden  of  my  Age  I  bend : 
You  kindly  eafc  roe,  e'er  my  Journey's  end. 

{To  them  a  Servant,  with  Oxmyn;  OzmynJmfeft. 
Aben.  to  Selin.  It  is  enough:  My  Promife  makes  you  free : 
Refign  your  Bonds  3  and  take  your  Liberty. 

Ozm.  Sir,  you  are  juflj  and  welcome  are  theleB^ds; 
Tis  all  th' Inheritance  a  Son  demands. 
•  Selin.  Your  Goodnefs,  O  ray  Otmyn,  is  too  great: 
I  am  not  weary  of  my  Fetters  yct4 

Already, 
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Already,  when  you  move  me  to  refign, 
I  feel  'em  heavier  on  your  Feet  than  mfne. 
I-nter  amther  Soldier  or  Servmt. 

Sold.  A  Youth  attends  you  in  the  outer  Room, 
Who  feems  in  hafte,  and  docs  from  Onmyn  come. 

j^ben.  Conduft  him  in : 

Oz.m.  Sent  from  Benzayda,  I  fear,  to  me. 

To  them  Benzayda  in  the  Habit  of  a  lAm. 

Benz..  My  Ozmyn  here! 

Ozm.             --Benzayda!  'tis  (he! 
Go,  Youth;  I  have  no  Bufinefs  for  thee  here: 
Go  to  th' u4lbayzyn  i  and  attend  me  there. 
I'll  not  be  long  away :  I  prithee  go  5 
By  all  our  Love  and  Friendfhip — — 

Benz. : Ozmyn,  no. 

I  did  not  take  on  me  this  bold  Difguife, 

For  Ends  fb  low  to  cheat  your  Watchmens  Eyes, 

When  I  attempted  this,  it  was  to  do 

An  A6tion,  to.be  ehvy'd  evn  by  you: 

But  you,  alas,  have  been  too  diligent, 

And,  what  I  purpos'd,  fatally  prevent! 

Thofe  Chains,  which  for  my  Father  I  would  bear,         ; 

I  take  with  lefs  Content,  to  find  you  here.  7, 

Except  your  Father  will  that  Mercy  ft>ow,  ' 

That  I  may  wear  'em  both  for  him  and  you. 

jiben.  I  thank  thee.  Fortune;  thou  haft,  in  one  Hour, 
Put  all  I  could  have  ask'd  thee  in  my  Pow'r. 
My  own  loft  Wealth  thou  gav'ft  not  only  back. 
But  driv'ft  upon  my  Coaft  my  Pyrat's  Wrack. 

Selin.  With  Ozjnyn's  Kindncfs  I  was  griev'd  before j 
But  yours,  Benzjtyda,  has  undone  me  more. 

jiben.  to  a  Sold.  Go  fetch  new  Fetters,  and  the  Daugh- 
ter bind. 
Ozm.  Be  juft  at  leaft.  Sir,  though  you  are  not  kind. 
Benzayda  is  not,  as  a  Pris'ner,  brought; 
But  comes  to  fuffer  for  another's  Fault. 

uiben.  Then,  Ozwys,  mark,  that  Juftice  which  I  do, 
1,  as  feverely,  will  exadt  from  you. 
The  Father  is  not  wholly  dead  in  me : 
Or  you  may  yet  revive  it,  if  it  be. 

I  Like 
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Like  Tapers  new  blown  out,  the  Fumes  remain 
To  eaten  the  Light ;  and  bring  it  back  again. 
BenzayJa  gave  you  Life,  and  let  you  freej 
For  that,  I  will  reftore  her  Liberty. 
Ozm.  Sir,  on  my  Knees  I  thank  you. 
^hen.  Ozjr.yn,  hold: 

One  Part  of  what  I  purpofe  is  untold : 
Confider,  then,  it  on  your  Part  remains. 
When  I  have  broke,  not  to  refume  your  Chains, 
Like  an  Indulgent  Father,  I  have  paid 
All  Debts,  which  you,  my  Prodigal,  have  made^ 
Now  you  are  clear,  break  off  your  fond  Defign; 
Renounce  Benzayda,  and  be  wholly  mine. 

Oz.m.  Are  thefe  the  Terms  ?  Is  this  the  Liberty  ? 
Ah,  Sir,  how  can  you  fo  inhuman  be  ? 
My  Duty  to  my  Life  I  will  prefer; 
But  Life  and  Duty  muft  give  place  to  her. 

Aben.  Confider  what  you  iay;  for,  with  one  Breath, 
You  difobey  my  Will,  and  give  her  Death. 

Oxw.  Ah,  auel  Father,  what  do  you  propofc! 
Muft  I,  then,  kill  Bmzaydn,  or  muft  lofe  ? 
I  can  do  neither ;  in  this  wretched  State 
The  leaft  that  I  can  fuffer,  is  your  Hate; 
And  yet,  that's  worfe  than  Death :  Ev'n  while  I  Cvx, 
And  chufe  your  Hatred,  I  could  die  for  you. 
Break,  quickly.  Heart;  or  let  my  Blood  be  fpilc 
By  my  own  Hand,  to  fave  a  Father's  Guilt, 

Benx,.  Hear  me,  my  Lord,  and  take  this  wretched  Lkcj 
To  free  you  from  the  Fear  of  Ozmyn's  Wife. 
I  beg  but  what  with  eafe  may  granted  be ; 
To  Ipare  your  Son,  and  kill  your  Enemy. 
Or,  if  my  Death's  a  Grace  too  great  to  give. 
Let  me,  my  Lord,  w^ithout  my  Ozn>y>i  live. 
Far  from  your  Sight  and  Oz.myn's  let  me  go , 
And  take  from  him  a  Care,  from  you  a  Foe. 

Otm.  How,  my  Benzayda !  can  you  thus  rellgii 
That  Love,  whicn  you  have  vow'd  fo  firmly  niinc? 
Can  you  leave  me  for  Life  and  Liberty?  '    - 

Benx,.  What  I  have  done  will  (how  that  I  dare  die, 

tO 
But 
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But  I'll  twice  fuflfer  Death,  and  go  away, 
Rather  than  make  you  wretched  by  my  Stay  j 
By  this  my  Father's  Freedom  will  be  won : 
And  to  your  Father  I  reftore  a  Son. 

Selin.  Ceafe,ceafe,  my  Children,  your  unhappy  Strife  j 
Sel'm  will  not  be  ranfom'd  by  your  Life. 
Barbarian,  thy  old  Foe  defies  thy  Rage:  [la  Abcn. 

Turn  from  their  Youth  thy  Malice,  to  my  Age. 

Benz..  Foibear,  dear  Father,  for  your  Ozmyn's  fake  5* 

Do  not  fuch  Words  to  Ozjnyn^s,  Father  fJ3eak . 
Oz,m.  Alas,  'tis  counterfeited  Ragej  he  flrives 

But  to  divert  the  Danger  from  our  Lives, 

For  I  can  witnefs.  Sir,  and  you  might  fee, 

How  in  your  Perfon  he  conlider'd  me. 

He  ftill  declin'd  the  Combat  where  you  werej 

And  you  well  know  it  was  not  out  of  Fear, 
Benx..  Alas,  my  Lord,  where  can  your  Vengeance  fallt 

Your  Juftice  will  not  let  it  reach  us  all. 

Selin  and  Ox^myn  both  would  Sufferers  be  5  , 

And  Puniiliment's  a  Favour  done  to  me. 

If  we  are  Foes,  lince  you  have  Pow'r  to  kill, 

'Tis  gcn'rous  in  you  not  to  liave  the  Will. 

But,  are  we  Foes?  Look  round,  my  Lord,  and  fccj     . 

Point  out  that  Face  which  is  your  Enemy. 

Would  you  your  Hand  in  Selin's  Blood  embrue  ? 

Kill  him  unarm'd,  who,  armd,  ftiunn'd  killingyou? 

Am  I  your  Foe.'  Since  you  deteft  my  Line, 

That  hated  Name  of  Zegry  I  refign : 

For  you,  Benzayda  will  her  fclf  difclaim; 

Call  me  your  Daughter,  and  forget  my  Name. 
Selin.  This  Virtue  would  ev'n  Savages  fubdue  j 

And  fhall  it  want  the  Povv'r  to  vanqui(h  you  ? 
Oz.m.  It  has,  it  has:  I  read  it  in  his  Eyes: 

'Tis  now  not  Anger  j  'tis  but  Shame  denies, 

A  Shame  of  Error,  that  great  Spirits  find, 

Whichkeeps  down  Virtue  ftruggling  in  the  Mind, 

jiien.  Yes;  1  am  vanquifh'dl  The  fierce  Cohfli«2's  pall : 

And  Shame  it  felf  is  now  o'ercome  at  laft. 

'Twas  long  before  my  ftubborn  Mind  was  won  j 

But,  melting  once,  I  on  the  fuddcn  run. 

Nor 
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"Nor  can  I  hold  my  headlong  Kindncfs  more. 
Than  I  could  curb  my  cruel  Rage  before. 

[K«Ki  :o  Benz.  anJ  emirates  ker. 
BenzayJa,  'twas  your  Virtue  vanquilh'd  me ; 
That  could  alone  furmount  my  Cruelty. 

[Runs  to  Selin,  ofui  unbinds  him. 
Forgive  me,  Selin,  my  Ncglcft  of  you : 
But  Men,  juft  waking,  fcarce  know  what  they  do. 
/Oxm.  O  Father ! 
Benx..  •     •  Father ! 

^Iten.  Dare  I  own  that  Name ! 

Speak,  fpeak  it  often,  to  remove  my  Shame. 

[They  all  anbriue  him. 

0  Selin,  O  my  Children,  let  me  go ! 

1  have  more  Kindnefs  than  I  yet  can  fhow. 
For  my  Recov'ry,  I  muft  flum  your  Sight : 
Eyes,  us'd  to  Darknefs,  cannot  bear  the  Light. 

[He  rtms  in,  they  following  him. 

SCENE     the  Albayzyn. 

Almanzor,  Abdclrrelcch,  Soldiers. 

jilmAnz..  'Tis  War  again;  and  I  am  glad  'tis  &i 
Succefs  fhall  now  by  Force  and  Courage  go. 
Treaties  are  but  the  Combats  of  the  Brain, 
Where  ftill  the  ftronger  lofc,  and  weaker  gain. 

AbdeUn.  On  this  Aflault,  brave  Sir,  which  we  prcpi*rr. 
Depends  the  Sum  and  Fortune  of  the  War. 
Encamp'd  without  the  Fort  the  Spaniard  lies; 
And  may,  in  fpight  of  us,  fend  in  Supplies. 
Confider  yet,  e're  we  attack  the  Place, 
What  'tis  to  ftorm  it  in  an  Army's  Face. 

Alrnanz.  The  Minds  of  Heroes  their  own  Mcafiires  arc, 
They  ftand  exempted  from  the  Rules  of  War. 
One  Loofe,  one  Sally  of  the  Heroe's  Soul, 
Does  ^1  the  Military  Art  controul, 
awhile  tim'rous  Wit  goes  round,  or  foords  the  Shore  j 
■  JHe  fhoots  the  Gulph,  and  is  already  o'er. 
And,  when  th'  Enthufiaftick  Fit  is  fpcnt. 
Looks  back  amaz'd  sx  what  he  vnKJerwent.        [Exeunt. 

[■/in  4kvm  within. 
Inter 
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"Enter  Almanzor  and  Abdelmelech  with  their  Soldiers. 
Ahdelm.  They  fly,  they  fly ;  take  Breath  and  Charge  again. 
Almanz,.  Make  good  your  Entrance,and  bring  up  more 
I  fear'd,  brave  Friend,  my  Aid  had  been  too  late.  [Men ; 
Abdelm.  You  drew  us  from  the  Jaws  of  certain  Fate. 

At  my  Approach 

The  Gate  was  open,  and  the  Draw-bridge  down } 
But  when  they  faw  I  flood,  and  came  not  on. 
They  charg'd  with  Fury  on  my  Uttle  Band  j 
Who,  much  o'er-powcr'd,could  Icarce  the  Shock  withftand. 
Ahncmz..  E'er  Night  we  fliall  the  ■vrho'^jtAlba^xyn  gain. 
But  fee,  the  Spaniards  march  along  the  Plain 
To  its  Relief  i  you,  Abdelmelech,  go 
And  force  the  reft,  while  I  repuUe  the  Foe. 

[Exit  Almanzor. 
Enter  Abdalla,  and  fome  few  Soldiers,  who  feem  fearful. 
Abdal.  Turn,  Co  wards,  turn  j  there  is  no  hope  in  Flight; 
You  yet  may  live,  if  you  but  dare  to  Fight. 
Come,  you  brave  few,  who  only  fear  to  fly : 
We're  not  enough  to  Conquer,  but  to  Die. 

Abdelm.  No,  Prince ;  that  mean  Advantage  I  refufc ; 
*Tis  in  your  Pow'r,  a  nobler  Fate  to  chufe. 
Since  we  are  Rivals,  Honour  does  command 
We  fJTiOuld  not  die,  but  by  each  other's  Hand. 
Retire ;  and  if  it  prove  my  Deftiny  \To  his  Men. 

To  fall,  I  charge  you  let  the  Prince  go  free. 

{The  Soldiers  depart  on  both  fides, 
Abdal.  O,  Abdelmelech,  that  I  knew  fome  way 
This  Debt  of  Honour  which  I  owe,  to  pay. 
But  Fate  has  left  this  only  Means  for  me, 
To  die,  and  leave  you  Lyndaraxii  free. 

Abdelm.  He  who  is  vanquilh'd  and  is  flain  is  bltil : 
The  wretched  Conqueror  can  ne'er  have  Reft : 
But  is  refer v'd  a  harder  Fate  to  prove j 
(Bound  in  the  Fetters  of  difiembled  £x)ve.) 

Abdal.  No\^^ thou  art  bafej  and  I  deferve  her  more: 
Without  Complaint  1  will  to  Death  adore. 
Dar'ft  thou  fee  Faults,  and  yet  doft  Love  pretend  ? 
I  will  cyeviLyndttrMti'&  erimes  defend. 
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Abdeltn.  Maintain  her  Caufe,  then,  better  tlian  thy  own  > 
Than  thy  ill  got,  and  worfc  defended  Throne. 

\They  fight,  Ahdaik  falls. 

Abdeltn.  Now  ask  your  Life. 

Abdal.  ' 'Tis  gone:  that  bufie  thing,  "? 

The  Soul,  is  packing  up,  and  juft  on  Wing,  ^ 

Like  parting  Swallows,  when  they  £bck  the  Spring,    j 
Like  them,  at  its  appointed  time,  it  goes ; 
And  flies  to  Countries  more  unknown  than  thole. 
'Enter  Lyndaraxa  hafilly,  fees  them,  and  is  going  out  again. 
Ahdelmdcch  flopping  her. 

Abdelm.  No,  you  fliall  flay  and  fee  a  Sacrifice ; 
Not  offer  d  by  my  Sword,  but  by  your  Eyes. 
From  thofc  he  firfl  ambitious  Poiion  drev/  j 
And  fwell'd  to  Empire  for  the  Love  of  you. 
Accurfcd  Fair ! 

Thy  Comet-blaze  portends  a  Prince's  Fatcj 
And  fuff'ring  Subjeds  groan  beneath  thy  weight. 

Abdal.  Ceafe,  Rival,  ceafe! 
I  would  have  forc'd  you ;  but  it  wo'not  be : 
I  beg  you  now,  upbraid  her  not  for  me. 
You  Fairefl,  to  my  Memory  be  kind :        To  Lyndorax*. 
Lovers,  like  me,  your  Sex  will  feldoni  find. 
When  I  ufurp'd  a  Crown  for  Love  of  you, 
I,  then,  did  more,  than  dying  now  I  do. 
I'm  flill  the  fame  as  when  my  Love  begun :  ^ 

And,  could  I  now^  this  Fate  forefee  or  fliun,  ^ 

■N^'ould  yet  do  all  I  liave  already  done.  [Dies.j 

[She  puts  her  Handkerchief  to  her  lyes. 

Abdelm.Wecp  on,  weep  on;  for  it  becomes  you  now: 
Thefe  Tears  you  to  that  Love  may  well  allow. 
His  unrepcnting  Soul,  if  it  could  move 
Upward   in  Crimes,  flew  fpotted  with  your  Lovcj 
And  brought  Contagion  to  the  Blefs'd  above. 

Lyndar.  He's  gone,  and  Peace  go  with  a  conflantMindj 
His  Love  deferv'd  I  fliould  have  been  more  kind. 
But  then  your  Love,  and  greater  Worth  I  knew. 
I  was  unjufl  to  him,  but  juft  to  you. 

Abdelm.  I  was  his  Enemy,  and  Rival  too ; 
Yet  I  fome  Tears  to  his  Misfortunes  owe : 

"  You 
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You  owe  him  more;  weep  then,  and  join  with  me: 
So  much  is  due  cv'n  to  Humanity. 

Lpdar.  Weep  for  this  Wretch,  whofe  Memory  I  hate! 
Whofe  Folly  made  us  both  unfortunate! 
Weep  for  this  Fool,  who  did  my  Laughter  more ! 
This  whining,  tedious,  heavy  lump  of  Love ! 

Abdelm.  Had  Fortune  favour'd  him,  and  frown'd  on  me,  > 
1  then  had  been  that  heavy  Fool,  not  hej  > 

Juft  this  had  been  my  Fun'ral  Elegy.  C 

Thy  Arts  and  Falfhood  I  before  did  know; 
But  this  laft  Bafenefs  was  conceal'd  'till  now. 
And  'twas  no  more  than  needful  to  be  known  - 
I  could  be  cur'd  by  fuch  an  Aft  alone.  ' 

My  Love,  half  blalled,  yet  io  time  would  fhcot* 
Bat  this  laft  Tempeft  rends  it  to  the  Root.        * 

Lyw^;»r.Thefe  little  Piques, which  now  your  Anger  move 
Will  vanifh;  and  are  only  Signs  of  Love.  * 

You've  been  too  fierce;  and,  at  f»mc  other  time, 
I  ftiould  not,  with  fuch  eafe,  forgive  your  Crime 
But,  in  a  Day  of  pubiick  Joy,  like  this, 
I  pardon,  and  forget  what  e'er's  amifs. 

-Abdelm^  Thefe  Arts  have  oft  prevail'd,but  muft  no  more  - 
The  Spell  is  ended,  and  th'  Enchantment  o'er 
You  have  at  laft  deftroy'd,  with  much  ado. 
That  Love,  which  none  could  have  deftroy'd,  but  vou. 
My  Love  was  bhnd  to  your  deluding  Art- 
But  Blind-men  feel,  when  ftabb'd  fo  near  the  Heart 

Lpdar.  1  muft  confefs  there  was  fome  Pity  due-' 
Hilt  I  coBceal'd  it  out  of  Love  to  you. 

Abdelm.  No,  Lyndaraxa;  'tis  at  laft  too  late- 
Our  Loves  have  mingled  with  too  much  of  Fate 
I  would,  but  cannot  now  my  fejf  deceive! 
O  that  you  ftill  could  cheat,  and  I  believe'" 

LyndMr.  Do  not  fo  light  a  Quarrel  Jong  purfue- 
You  grieve  your  Rival  was  Ms  lov'd  than  you  * 
Tis  hard,  when  Men  of  Kindnefs  muft  conip'ain» 

i^M:^^:^^:^''''  cannot  Dream-again. 

■fbdelm.  -No  more ;  nothing  my  Heart  can  bend : 

^o?iU  ^""^  '  ^'°"  ^"^^  '^'^^£^^  ^"^""^^ 

^       '  -    '  ^  '  Your 
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Your  Life  the  King  has  pardon'd  for  my  fake; 
But,  on  your  Pride  I  fome  Revenge  muft  take. 
See  now  th'Effe^s  of  what  your  Arts  ddignd: 
Thank  your  inconftant  and  ambitious  Minu. 
*Tis  juft-  that  fhe,  who  to  no  Love  is  true, 
Should  be  forlaken,  and  contemn'd,  hke  you, 

Lyrdar.  All  Arts  of  injur'd.Womcn  I  will  try: 
Firft  I  will  be  reveng'd;  and  then  I'll  die. 

But  like  ibme  falling  Tow'r^- . 

^hofe  feeming  Firmncfs  docs  the  Sight  beguile  ; 
So  hold  I  up  my  nodding  Head  a  while, 
Till  they  come  under ;  and  rclerve  my  Fall, 
Tliat  with  my  Ruins  I  may  reach  'em  all. 

Abdilm.  Condudl  her  hence 

\JE.xit  Lyn6axzxii  guar deJ. 
Enter  a  SoUkr. 
Sold.  Almanzor  is  Viftorious  without  Fight  j 
The  Foes  retreated  when  he  came  in  fight. 
Under  the  Walls,  this  Night,  his  Men  are  drawn  j 
And  mean  to  feek  the  Spaniard  with  the  Dawn. 

Abdelm.  The  Sun's  dcclin'd ;  ^ 

Command  the  Watch  be  fet  without  delay} 
And  in  the  Fort  let  bold  'Benducar  (lay  : 
I'll  hade  to  Court,  where  Solitude  I'll  fly  j  [Ajide. 

^nd  herd,  like  wounded  Deer,  in  Company. 
But  oh,  how  hard  is  Paflion  to  remove. 
When  I  9iuft  fhun  my  felf,  to  'fcape  from  Love !  [Exit. 

SCENE    The  Alhambra,  or  a  Gallery. 

Zulema,  Hamet. 

Jifitmtt.  I  thought  your  PalTion  for  the  Queen  was  dead : 
Or  that  your  Love  had,  with  your  Hopes,  been  fled. 

Z»/,  'Twas  like  a  Fire  within  a  Furnace  pent:   ^ 
1  finothcr'd  it,  and  kept  it  long  from  Vent, 
But  (fed  with  Looks,  and  blown  with  Sighs  fo  feft) 
It  broke  a  Paflage  thro*  my  Lips  at  laft. 

Bamet. Where  found  you  Confidence  your  Suit  to  move  ? 
C>ttr  broken  Fortunes  aie  not  fit  to  love. 

WeUj 
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Well;  you  dcclar'd  your  Love : — What  folio w'd  then? 

ZhI.  She  look'd  as  Judges  do  on  guilty  Men: 
When  big  with  Fate  they  triumph  in  their  Dooxns^ 
And  fmile  before  the  deadly  Sentence  comes. 
Silent  I  Hood,  as  I  were  Thunder-flruckj 
Condemn'd  and  executed  with  a  Look. 

Hamet.  You  mufr,  with  hafte,  fomc  Remedy  prepare: 
Now  vou  are  in,  you  muft  break  through  the  Snare. 

Znl.  She  faid  (he  would  my  Folly  yet  conceal. 
But  vow'd  my  next  Attempt  fhe  would  reveal. 

Hornet. 'Tis  ddixk;   and,  in  this  lonely  Gallery, 
(Remote  from  Noife,  and  fhunniiig  ev'ry  Eye) 
One  Hour  each  Ev'ning  fhe  in  private  mourns. 
And  prays,  and  to  the  Circle  then  returns. 
Now,lif  you  dare  attempt  her  palling  by.— rr* 
,    Zul.  Thefe  lighted  Tapers  fliow  the  time  is  nigh.- 
Perhaps  my  Courtfliip  will  not  be  in  vain : 
At  leaJd,  few  "Women  will  of  Force  complain. 

jit  the  other  End  of  the  Gallery,  Enter  Aimonzor  an/ 

Efperanza. 
Hamet.  Ahnstrizor,  and  with  him 
The  fav'rite  Slave  of  the  Sultana  Queen :  J  i 

Zul.  E'er  they  approach,  let  us  retire  unfcenj  V 

And  watch  our  Time  when  they  return  again :  \ 

Then  Force  fliall  give,  if  Favour  does  deny  5 
And  that  once  done,  we'll  to  the  Spaniards  fly.     [Exeunt, 
Almanz.  Now  ftand ;  th'  Apartment  of  the  Queen  is  neatj 
And,  from  this  Place,  your  Voice  wiil  reach  her  Ear. 

[Efperanza  j«f;  e«f. 

SONG,  in  Two  Parts. 

He.   T  T  O  W  unhapfy  a  Lover  am  I, 

n  While  I jgh  for  my  Phyllis  in  vain-, 
All  my  Hopes  of  Delight 
Are  another  Man's  Ri^ht, 

IVho  is  happy  while  I  am  m  Paia  I 
II. 
She.  Since  her  Uir.our  dhn^i  no  Rt'tef, 

^,it  10  pity  t.i e  PmiS  ^vk'<(j3   m  iior. 
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Tis  the  beft  ef  your  Fate 
(In  a  hopelefs  Ejlate) 
-     To  gixe  «er,  Ofui  betimei  to  deftair. 
III. 
He.   J  have  try'd  the  falfe  Med'cine  in  vain; 
For  J  vifh  what  I  hope  rot  to  vein: 
From  vithout,  my  Defire 
.    Has  no  Food  to  its  Fire ; 

But  it  bums  and  confumes  me  vith'i*. 
IV. 
She.  2>/,  M  leaft,  'tis  a  Tleafure  to  know 
That  you  are  not  unhappy  alone: 
Tor  the  Nymph  you  Oilore 
Js  as  wretched,  and  more ; 

And  tounts  all  your  Suff'rin^s  her  own. 
V. 
He.'  \0  ye  Gods,  let  me  fuffer  for  both ; 
jit  the  Feet  of  my  Phyllis  /'//  lit: 
Pll  rejtgn  up  my  Breath, 
And  take  Vleafure  in  Death, 
To  be  pity'd  by  her  when  I  die. 
VI. 
'She.  IVhat  her  Honour  deny" d  you  in  Life, 

Jn  her  Death  Jhe  will  give  to  your  Love. 
Such  a  Flame  as  is  true 
After  Fate  will  renew. 

For  the  Souls  to  meet  clofer  above. 

Xnter  Efperanza  again  after  the  Song. 
.Almanz.  Accept  this  Diamond,  'till  I  can  prefent 
Something  more  worthy  my  Acknowledgment. 
And  now  farewel :  I  will  attend,  alone, 
Her  coming  forth j  and  make  my  Suff 'rings  known. 

[Exit  Efperania. 
A  hollow  Wind  comes  whiftling  through  that  Doorj 
And  z  co'd  Shiv'ring  ftizcs  me  all  o'er: 
My  Teeth,  too,  chatter  with  a  fudden  Fright: 
Thefc  are  the  Raptures  of  too  fierce  Delignt ! 
The  Combat  of  the  Tyrants,  Hope  and  Fear; 
W  liicli  Hearts,  for  want  of  Fiuld-room,  caiuiot  bear, 

"      I 
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I  grow  impatient  j  this,  or  that's  the  Room : 
I'llmeet  her ;  now,  mcthinks,  I  hear  her  come. 

[_He  goes  to  the  Door ;  the  Ghofi  of  bis  Mother  meets  him  i 
Hejiarts  buck:  The  Ghoft  fimdsin  the  Do»r. 

Almanz..  Well  jnay;'ft  thou  make  thy  Boaft,  what  e'er  thou 
Thou  art  the  firft  e'er  made  Almanzor  ftart.  [art. 

My  Legs 

Shall  bear  me  to  thee  in  their  own  Defpight : 
I'll  rufli  into  the  Covert  of  thy  Night, 
And  pull  thee  backward  by  the  Shrowd,  to  Light. 
Or  elfe  I'll  fqueeze  thee,  like  a  Bladder,  there  j    . 
And  made  thee  groan  thy  felfaway  to  Air. 

[The  Ghoji  retires^ 
So,  ait  thou  gone!  Thou  canft  no  Conqueft  boaft: 
I  thought  what  was  the  Courage  of  a  Ghoil.  ■     - 
——The  grudging  of  my  Ague  yet  remains : 
My  Blood,  like  Hides,  hangs  in  my  Veins, 
And  docs  not  drop:  Be  Mafter  of  that  Door, 
We  two  will  not  difturb  each  other  more. 
I  err'd  a  little,  but  Extreams  may  join ; 
That  Door  was  Hell's,  but  this  is  Heav'n's  and  mine. 

[Goes  to  the  other  Boor,  and  is  met  again  by  the  Ghofi,  ■ 
Again!  by  Heav'n  I  do  conjure  thee,  fpeak. 
What  art  thou.  Spirit  ?  and  what  doft  thou  feck  ? 

[The  Ghofi  comes  on  foftly  after  the  Conjuradofj ;  and 
Almanzor  retires  to  the  middle  of  the  Stage. 

Ghofi,  I  am  the  Ghoft  of  her  who  gave  thee  Birth  j 
The  air)'  Shadow  of  her  moi:ld'ring  Earth. 
Love  of  thy  Father  me  through  Seas  did  guide  j 
On  Seas  I  bore  thee,  and  on  Seas  I  dy'd. 
1  dy'd  5  and  for  my  winding  Sheet  a  Wave 
I  had;  and  all  the  Ocean  for  my  Grave. 
But,  when  my  Soul  to  Blifs  did  upward  move, 
I  wander'd  round  the  Cryftal  Walls  above ; 
But  found  th'  Eternal  Fence  fo  fleeply  high,  7 

That,  when  I  mounted  to  the  middle  Sky,  > 

I  flagg'd,  and  flutter'd  down;  and  could  not  fly.  V 

Then,  from  the  Battlements  of  th'  Heav'nly  Tow'r,    , 
A  Watchman  Angel  bid  me  wait  this  Hour  j 

G  3  And 
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/nd  toU  mc  T  had  yet  a  Task  afllgn'd, 
To  warn  that  littk  Pledge  I  left  behind  j 
And  to  divert  him,  e'er  it  \vere  too  late, 
From  Climes  unknown,  and  Errors  of  his  Fate. 

Alnyar.z.  Speak,  Holy  Shade j  thou  Parent- form,  fpcak  "^ 
on:  [loiting.C 

Inftrudi  thy  Mortal  Elemented  Son ;  ^ 

(ti'or  here  I  wander,  xt  my  leTf  unknowft.)  j 

But  O,  thou  better  Part  of  Heav'nly  Air, 
Teach  me,  kind  Spirit,  (fince  I'm  ftill  thy  Care) 
My  Parents  Names : 
If  I  have  yet  a  Father,  let  me  know. 
To  whofe  old  Age  m v  humble  Youth  muft  bow  j 
And  pay  its  Duty,  if  he  Mortal  be; 
Or  Adoration,  if  a  N5ind,  like  thee. 

Ghofl.  Then,  what  I  may,  I'll  xc\\»  ■     ■  ^ 
From  ancient  Blood  rhy  Father's  Lineage  fprings, 
Thy  Mother's  thou  deriv'fb  from  Srcm?  of  Kings. 
A  Chriftian  born,  and  born  again  that  Day, 
"When  facred  Water  Wafh'd  thy  Sins  away. 
Yet,  bred  in  Errors,  thoi:  doil:  mif-imp.'oy 
That  Strength  Hcav'n  gave  thee,  and  its  Flock  defbroy. 

Almanz..  By  Reafcn,  Man  a  God-head  may  difcem : 
But,  how  he  fhould  be  worHiip'd,  cannot  learn. 

Gkoft.  Hcav'n  does  not  now  thy  Ignorance  reprove, 
But  warns  thee  from  known  Crimes  of  lawlcfs  Love. 
That  Crime  thou  know 'ft,  and,  knowing,  doft  not  fliun. 
Shall  an  unknown  and  greater  Crime  pull  on : 
But  if,  thus  warn'd,  thou  leav'ft  this  curfed  Place, 
Then  ftalt  thou  know  the  Author  of  thy  Race. 
Once  more  I'll  fee  thee :  Then  my  Charge  is  done. 
Far  hence,  upon  the  Mountains  of  the  Moon, 
Is  my  Abode ;  where  Hcav'n  and  Nature  fmile, 
And  ftrew  with  Flow'rs  the  fecret  Bed  of  Nile. 
Blefs'd  Souls  are  there  refin'd,  and  made  more  bright} 
And,  in  the  Shades  of  Heav'n,  prepar'd  for  Light. 

[£.v;/  Ghofi. 
jilmaaz.  O  Hcav'n,  how  dark  a  Riddle's  thy  Decree, 
"Wixich  bounds  tnir  Wills,  yet  feems  to  leave  'em  free ! 

Since 
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Since  thy  Fore-knowledge  cannot  be  in  vain. 

Our  Choice  muft  be  what  thou  didfl:  firfl  ordain. 

Thus,  like  a  Capiive  in  an  Hie  confin'd, 

Man  walks  at  large,  a  Piis'ner  of  the  Mind: 

Wills  all  his  Crimes,  while  Keav'n  th' Indidtmcnt  draws; 

And,  pleading  Guilty,  juftifies  the  L,av/s. ;— 

Let  Fate  be  Fate ;  the  Lover  and  the  Brave 
Are  rankd,  at  leaft,  above  the  vulgar  Slave. 
Love  makes  me  willing  to  my  Death  to  run ; 
And  Courage  fcorns  the  Death  it  cannot  fiiun. 
Enter  Almahide  with  a  Tapor. 
Almah.  My  L'ght  will  liirc  difcovcr  thofe  who  talk.—* 
Who  dares  to  interrupt  my  private  Walk  ? 

-<^/w/»«3:.  He,  who  dares  love,  and  for  that  Love  muft  die. 
And,  knowing  this,  dares  yet  love  on,  am  L 

A'.mah.  That  Love  which  you  can  hope, and  I  can  pay. 
May  be  rccciv'd  and  giv'n  in  open  Day : 
My  Praife  and  my  Efteem  you  had  before; 
And  you  have  bound  your  felf  to  ask  no  more. 

Almanz.  Yes,  I  have  bound  my  felf  j  but  will  you  take 
The  Forfeit  of  that  Bond  which  Force  did  make? 

Almah.  You  know  you  are  from  Recompence  debarr'dj 
But  pureft  Love  can  live  without  Reward. 

Almanz,.  Pure  Love  had  need  be  to  it  felf  a  Feaft, 
For,  like  pure  Elements,  'twill  nourifh  lead. 

Almith.  It  therefore  yields  the  only  pure  Content  j 
For  it,  like  Angels,  needs  no  Nouriflvment. 
To  eat  and  drink  can  no  Perfe(Slion  bej 
All  Appetite  implies  Ncccflity, 
Almanz..  'Twcre  well,  if  1  could  like  a  Spirit  live: 

But,  do  not  Angels  Fooii  to  Mortals  give? -. 

What  if  fome  Demon  fliould  my  Death  forclTiow, 
Or  bid  me  change,  and  to  the  Chriftians  go; 
Will  you  not  think  I  merit  fome  Reward, 
When  I  my  Love  above  my  Life  regard  ? 

Almah.  In  fuch  a  cafe  your  Change  muft  beallow'd; 
I  would,  my  felf,  dilpenfe  with  what  you  vov/'d. 

Almmx..  Were  I  to  die  that  Hour  when  I  poflels. 
This  Minute  Ihail  begin  my  Happinefs. 

G  4  Almah. 
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uilmah.  The  Thoughts  of  Death  your  Pallion  would  re- 
Death  is  a  cold  Encouragement  to  Love.  [move  } 

Almanx,.  No  j  from  my  Joys  I  to  my  Death  would  run  j 
And  think  the  Bufinefs  of  my  Life  well  done. 
But  I  fhould  walk  a  difcontented  Ghoft, 
If  Flefh  and  Blood  were  to  no  purpofe  loft. 

j^lmah.  You  love  me  not,  Almanzcr\  if  you  did. 
You  would  not  ask  what  Honour  muft  forbid. 

A^tTMtnz..  And  what  is  Honour,  but  a  Love  well  hid 

Almah.  Yes,  'ris  the  Confcience  of  an  A£l;  well  done ; 
"Which  gives  us  Pow'r  our  own  Defire  to  fhun. 
The  ftrong  and  fecret  Curb  of  headlong  Willj 
The  Self-reward  of  Good,  and  Shame  of  111. 

./^mz.  Thefc,  Madam,  are  the  Maxims  of  the  Dayj 
"When  Honour's  prefent,  and  when  Love's  away. 
The  Duty  of  poor  Honour  were  too  hard. 
In  Arms  all  Day,  at  Night  to  mount  the  Guard. 
Let  him  in  Pity,  now,  to  Reft  retire  j 
Let  theie  foft  Hours  be  watch'd  by  warm  Defire. 
■   Almah.  Guards,  who  all  Day  on  painful  Duty  keep. 
In  Dangers  are  not  privileg'd  to  Sleep. 

Alman7:..ki\A  with  what  Dangers  are  you  threaten'd  here  ? 
Am  I,  alas,  a  Foe  for  you  to  fear  ? 
Sec,  Madam,  at  your  Feet  this  Enemy ;  \Kmtls. 

Without  your  Pity  and  your  Love  I  die. 

Amah,  Rife,  rifci  and  do  not  empty  Hopes  piirfuc; 
Yet  think  that  I  deny  ray  fclf,  not  you. 

Almmz..  A  Happinefs  fo  high,  I  cannot  bear: 
My  Love's  too  fierce,  and  you  too  killing  fair. 
I  grow  enrag'd  to  fee  fuch  Excellence: 
If  Words,  fo  much  difordei'd,  give  Offence, 
My  Love's  too  full  of  Zeal  to  think  of  Senfe. 
Be  you  like  mcj  dull  RerXon  hence  remove. 
And  tedious  Forms,  and  give  a  Loofe  to  Love. 
Love  eagerly  i  let  us  be  Gods  to  Night  j 
And  do  nor,  with  half  yielding,  dufli  Delight. 

Almah.  Thou  flrong  Seducer,  Opportunity ! 
Of  Womankind,  half  are  undone  by  thee  1 
Though  I  refoive  I  will  not  be  mil-led, 
I  wiih  I  had  not  heard  what  you  have  iaid! 
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I  cannot  be  fo  wicked  to  comply  j 
And,  yet,  ana  moft  unhappy  to  deny ! 
Away. 

.   Almanz.. 1  will  not  move  me  from  this  Place: 

I  can  take  no  Denial  fiorii  that  Face! 

Almah.  If  I  could  yield,  (but  think  not  that  I  will) 
You  and  my  felf,  I  in  Revenge  fliould  kill. 
For  I  fhould  hate  us  both,  when  it  were  done : 
And  would  not  to  the  Shame  of  Life  be  won. 

Almanz.  Live  but  to  Night,  and  truft  to  Morrow's  Mind : 
E're  that  can  come,  there's  a  whole  Life  behind. 
Methinks  already  crown'd  with  Joys  I  lycj 
Speechlefs  and  breathlefs  in  an  Ecftafie. 
Not  abfcnt  in  one  ThougJit :  I  am  all  there : 
Still  clofe,  yet  wifliing  mil  to  be  more  near. 

Almah.  Deny  your  own  Defires  5  for  it  will  be 
Tco  little  now  to  be  deny'd  by  me. 
Will  he,  who  does  all  Great,  all  Noble  feem. 
Be  loft  and  forfeit  to  his  own  Efteem  .* 
Will  he,  who  may  with  Heroes  claim  a  Place, 
Belie  that  Fame,  and  to  himielf  be  bafe? 
Think  how  Aiiguft  and  God-like  you  did  look,. 
When  my  Defence,  unbrib'd,  you  undertook. 
But,  when  an  Act  fo  brave  you  difavow, 
How  little,  and  how  mercenaiy  now! 

Almanz.  Are,  then,  my  Services  no  higher  pria'd? 
And  can  I  fall  fo  low  to  be  defpisd ? 

Almah.  Yesj  for  whatever  may  be  bought,  is  low; 
And  you  your  Iclf,  who  fell  your  felf,  are  lb. 
Remember  the  great  Aft  you  did  this  Day : 
How  did  your  Love  to  Virtue  then  give  way  ? 
When  you  gave  Freedom  to  my  Captive  Lord ; 
That  Rival,  who  poffefs'd  what  you  ador'd. 
Of  fuch  a  Deed  what  Price  can  there  be  made  ? 
Think  well;  is  that  an  Action  to  be  paid? 
It  was  a  Miracle  of  Virtue  ftiown : 
And  Wonders  are  with  Wonder  paid  alone. 
And  ivould  you  all  that  fecret  Joy  of  Mind, 
WJ^ch  great  Soiils  only  in  great  Actions  find^ 
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All  that,  for  one  tumultuous  Minute  lofc? 

Mmitnz.  I  would  that  Minute  before  Ages  chufe, 
Praile  is  the  Pay  of  Heav'n  for  doing  good ; 
But  Love's  tlie  beft  return  for  Fiefh  and  Blood. 

Almah.  You've  mov'd  my  Heart  fo  much,  I  can  deny 
No  more  j'but  know,  Almttrizor,  I  can  die. 
Thus  far  my  Virtue  yields;  if  I  have  fhown 
More  Love,  than  "what  I  ought,  let  this  atone. 

[Going  to  Jlab  her  fiif. 
Almanz.  Hold,  hold! 
Such  fatal  Proofs  of  Love  you  fhall  not  give: 
Deny  me;  hate  m,e;  (both  are  jufl)  but  live! 
Your  Virtue  I  wnll  ne'er  difturb  again; 
Npr  dare  to  ask,  for  fear  I  fliould  obtain. 

Almab.  'Tisgen'rous  to  have  conquer'd  your  D»rire; 
You  mount  above  your  Wifti,  and  lofe  it  higher. 
There's  Pride  in  Virtue,  and  a  kindly  Heat: 
Not  Feaverifh,  like  your  Love,  bilt  full  as  greit. 
Farewel;  and  may  our  Loves  hereafter  be. 
But  Image-like,  to  heighten  Piety. 

Abnanz..  'Tis  time  I  fliould  be  gone ! 
/las,  I  am  but  half  converted  yet : 
All  I  refolve,  I  with  one  Look  forget. 
And,  like  a  Lion,  whom  no  Arts  can  tame, 
Shall  tear,  ev'n  thofe,  who  would  my  Rage  reclaim. 

[Lxtunt  feverallf. 
[Zulema  ^nd  Hamet  wAtch  Ahmnzor-,  md,  -ahm-h* 
ii  gme,  go  in  after  the  ^nem. 
Enter  Abdelmelech  «nd  Lyndaraxs. 
LynJar.  It  is  enough;  youVe  lireughtn-cto^iisPlaCe: 
Here  flop,  and  urge  no  farther  my  Dilgru^. 
Kill  me;  in  Death  your  Mercy  a^,  ill  be  Icen, 
But  n-'ake  me  not  a  Captive  to  the  Queen. 

Abdelm.  *T\s  therefore  I  this  Punifhm.ent  provide: 
This  only  can  revenge  me  on  your  Pride. 
Prepare  to  fuffer  what  you  fhun  in  vain  5 
And  know,  you  are  now  to  Obey,  not  Reign. 
Inter  AlmahideyZr/c.'.iw^;  her  Hair  loofs;  JJk  runs  ovtr 

the  Stage. 
Jknah.  Help,  help,  O  Heav  n,  fome  help  J 
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Enter  Zulema  and  Hamet. 
ZhI.  Make  hafte  before,  ' 

And  intercept  her  Paflage  to  the  Door. 
yihdelm.  Villains,  what  Adt  are  you  attempting  here! 
Almah.  I  thank  thee,  Heav'n  j  feme  Succour  does  appeir. 
{^As  Abdelmelech  is  ping  to  help  the  ^ueeriy  Lynda- 
raxa  fulls  out  his  SrvorJ,  and  holds  it. 
Abdelm.  With  what  ill  Fate  my  good  Defign  is  curft! 
Zul.  We  have  no  time  to  think 3  diTpatch  him  firft. 
Abdelm.  O  for  a  Svv'ord! 

[p)ey  make  at  Abdelmeleohj  he  goes  off  at  on*  Dwrj 
while  the  ^ueen  efcapes  at  the  other. 
Zul.  Ruin'd! 

Hamet. Undone! 

Lyndar.  And,  which  is  worft  of  all, 
He  efcapd. 

Zul.  •   I  hear  'em  loudly  call. 

L)ndar.  Your  Fear  will  lofe  youj  call  £S  loud  as  they  ; 
I  have  not  time  to  teach  you  what  to  fay. 
The  Court  will,  in  a  Moment,  all  be  herej 
But  fecond  what  I  fay,  and  do  not  fear. 
Call  Help;  run  that  v«-ay;  leave  the  reft  to  me. 

[Zulema  and  Hamet  retire,  and  rvithin  cry.  Help. 
Enter  at  feveral  Doors,  the  King,  Abcnamar,  Selin,  Ozmyn, 
Almanzor,  voith  Guards  attending  Boabdelin. 
Boab.  What  can  the  Caufe  of  all  this  Tumult  be? 
And  what  the  meaning  of  that  naked  Sword  ? 

Lyndar.  I'll  tell,  whc^n  Feai-  will  fo  much  Breath  afford. 

The  Queen  and  Abdehnelech 'Twill  not  out* 

Ev'n  I,  who  faw  it,  of  the  Truth  yet  doubt. 
It  feems  fo  ftrange. 

Almanz..  Did  fiiC  not  name  the  Queen! 

Haftcj  fpeak, 

Lymlar.  ——How  dare  I  fpcak  what  I  have  fcen ! 
With  Hamet,  and  with  Zulema  I  went 
To  pay  both  theirs,  and  my  Acknowledgment 
To  Almnhide:,  and  by  her  Mouth  implore 
Your  Clemency,  our  Fortunes  to  reftore. 
We  chofe  this  Hour,  which  we  believ'd  mcft  free. 
When  ihe  retir'd  from  Noifc  and  Company. 
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The  Anti-chamber  paft,  we  gently  knock'd, 
(Unheard  it  Ibcms)  but  found  the  Lodgings  lock'd. 
In  duteous  Silence  while  we  waited  there, 
We,  firft  a  Noife,  and  then  long  Whifpers  hear. 
Yet  thought  it  was  the  Queeh  at  Pray  Vs  alone, 

*Till  (he  diftinftly  did If  this  were  known,  "* 

My  Love,  what  Shame,  what  Danger  would  enfue! 
Yet  I  (and  llgh'd)  could  venture  more  for  you ! 

Boab.  O  Heav'n,  what  do  I  hear !    Almmz..  Let  her  "J 
go  on.  C 

Lyndar,  And  how?  (theft  murmur'd  in  a  bigger  Tone  P* 
Another  Voice)  and  how  fliould  it  be  known  ?  j 

This  Hour  is  from  your  Court-Attendants  free } 
The  King  fufpefts  Almmz-or,  but  not  me. 

Zul.  I  find  her  drift;  Uamet,  be  confident ;[^r/teD(wr. 
Second  her  Words,  and  fear  not  the  Event. 

Zulema  and  Hamet  enter.    The  King  embraces  them. 
'Boah.  Welcome,  my  only  Friends;  behold  in  me, 
O  Kings,  behold  th'  Effedts  of  Clemency ! 
See  here  the  Gratitude  of  pardon'd  Foes ! 
That  Life  I  gave  'em,  they  for  me  cxpofe ! 

Hamet.  Though  Abdelmekch  was  our  Friend  before, 
When  Duty  cali'd  us  he  was  fo  no  more. 

Almanz,  Damn  your  Delay?  you  Torturers  proceed, 
1  will  not  hear  one  Word,  but  Mmahide. 

Boai.  When  you,  within,  the  Traitor's  VoicedidheaT: 
What  did  you  then  ? 

Zul. 1  durfr  not  trufl:  my  Ear; 

iBut,  peeping  through  the  Key-hole,  I  efpy'd 
The  Queen  j  and  Abdelmelech  by  her  Side: 
She  on  the  Couch,  he  on  her  Bofom  lay, 
Her  Hand  about  his  Neck  his  Head  did  ftay, 
And  from  his  Forehead  wip'd  the  Drops  away. 

Boah.  Go  on,  go  on,  my  Friends,  to  clear  myDoubti 
I  hope  I  fhall  have  Life  to  hear  you  out. 

ZhI.  What  had  been,  Sh",  you  may  fufpcfi  too  wcllj 
What  folfow'd,  Modefty  forbids  to  tell : 
Seeing,  what  v/e  had  thought  beyond  Belief, 
Car  Hearts  To  fweii'd  with  Anger  and  wiUi- Grief, 

That, 
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That,  by  plain  Force,  we  ftrove  the  Door  to  break. 
He,  fearful,  and  with  Guilt,  or  Love,  grown  weak, 
juft  as  we  enter'd,  'icap'd  the  other  Way ; 
Nor  did  th' amazed  Qiieen  behind  him  (lay. 

LynJar.  His  Sword,  in  fo  much  hafte,  he  could  not  "y 
But  left  this  Witnefs  of  his  Crime  behind.         [mindj  C 

Boab.  O  proud,  ingrateful,  faithlels  Womankind !       \ 
How  chang'd,  and  what  a  Monfter  am  I  made ! 
My  Love,  my  Honour,  ruin'd  and  betray'd ! 

Almmz.  Your  Love  and  Honour !  Mine  are  ruin'd  worfe : 
Furies  and  Hell!  What  right  have  you  to  curie? 
Dull  Husband  as  you  are— — — « 
What  can  your  Love,  or  what  your  Honour  be! 
I  am  her  Lover,  and  flie's  falle  to  me. 

Boab.  Go ;  when  the  Authors  of  my  Shame  are  found. 
Let  'em  be  taken  inftantly,  and  bound : 
They  (hall  be  punifh'd  as  our  Laws  require; 
'Tis  juft,  that  Flames  fliould  be  condemn'd  to  Fire. 
This,  with  the  Dawn  of  Morning,  fliall  be  done, 

Aben.  You  hafte,  too  much,  her  Execution. 
Her  Condemnation  ought  to  be  deferr'd : 
With  Juftice,  none  can  be  coBdemn'd  unheard., 

Boab.  A  formal  Procefs  tedious  is,  and  long; 
Befides,  the  Evidence  is  full  and  ftrong. 

Lytular.  The  Law  demands  two  Witneflcs-:  And  flic 
Is  call  (for  which  Heav'n  knows  I  grieve)  by  three. 

Ozm.  Hold,  Sir,  fince  yoa  fo  far  infift  on  Law, 
We  can,  from  thence,  one  juft  Advantage  draw; 
That  Law,  which  dooms  Adult'refles  to  die. 
Gives  Champions  too,  to  flander'd  Chaftity. 

.<4/w;»«2:.  And  how  dare  you,  who  from  my  Bounty  liv^e, 
Intrench  upon  my  Love's  Prerogative. 
Your  Courage  in  your  own  Concernments  tryj 
Brothers  are  things  remote,  while  I  am  by. 

Ozm.  I  knew  not  you  thus  far  her  Caufe  would  own  > 
And  muft  not  fuffer  you  to  fight  alone: 
Let  two  to  two  in  equal  Combat  joinj 
You  vindicate  her  Perfbn,  I  her  Line. 

LynJar.  Of  all  Mankind,  Almanzor  has  leaft  right 
In  her  Defence,  who  vvrong'd  ius  Love,  to  fight, 

Almmtx', 
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Aimmz,.  'Tis  falfe;  flie  is  not  ill,  nor  can  fte  be; 
She  muft  be  Chafte,  becaufc  (he's  lov'd  by  me. 

Ztd.  Dare  you,  what  Senle  and  Realbu  prove,  deny  ? 

jilmanz,.  When  fhe's  in  queftion,  v'>enre  and  Reafoa  Jic 

Zul.  For  Truth,  and  for  my  injur'd  Soverai  j;n, 
"What  I  have  faid,  I  will  to  Death  maintain. 

Oim.  So  foul  a  Faifl.ood,  whoe'er  juftifies. 
Is  bafely  born ;  and,  like  a  Villain,  lies. 
la  witnefs  of  tliat  Truth,  be  this  my  Gage. 

[Takes  a  Ring  frtun  his  Winger. 

Hamet.  I  take  it;  and  defpif;  a  Traitoi's  Rage. 

Boab.  The  Combat's  yourjj  a  Guard  the  Lifts  lUrroundj 
Then  raife  a  Scaflb.d  in  th'incompafe'd  Ground, 
And,  by  it.  Piles  of  Wood ;  in  whofe  juft  Fire, 
Her  Champions  llain,  th' Adult'refs  flicil  expire. 

Aben.  W"e  ask  no  Favour,  but  what  Arms  will  yield. 

Bop.b.  Chule,  then,  two  equal  Judges  of  the  Field: 
Next  Morning  fl-ail  decide  the  doubttul  Strife, 
Condemn  th'unchafte,  or  quit  the  virtuous  Wife. 

Aimanz.  '^nx.  lam  both  ways  curs'd. 

For  Almahide  muft  die,  if  I  am  flain  ; 

Or,  for  my  Rival  I  the  Conqueft  gain.  [Eiteunt. 

A  €  T    V.     S  C  JE  N  E    I. 

Almanxor  foJus. 

T  'Have  €«it-fac'd  my  fclf ;  and  juftify'd 

A  What  I  knew  falfe,  to  all  the  World  beiidc. 

She  was  as  faithlds  as  her  Sex  c.  uld  bej 

And,  now  I  am  .alone,  fix's  fo  to  me. 

She's  falFn  I  and,  now,  where  fhall  we  Virtue  find? 

She  was  the  laft  that  flood,  of  Womankind. 

Could  fhe  fo  holijy  my. Flames  removej 

And  fall  that  Hour  to  Abdelmelech's  Love  ? 

Yet  her  Proteftion  I  muft  undertake  j 

Mot  now  for  Love,  but  for  my  Honour's  iake, 
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That  movM  me  firft,  and  muH:  oblige  me  ftil! : 
My  Caufc  is  good,  however  hers  be  ill. 
I'll  leave  her,  when  flie's  freed ;  and  let  it  I-)e 
Her  Punifhment,  {be  could  be  falfe  to  me. 
To  him  Abdelmelerh  guarJed. 

Abdelm.  Heav'n  is  not  Heav'n ;  nor  are  there  Deities. 
There  is  fome  new  Rebellion  in  the  Skies . 
All  that  was  Good  and  Holy  is  dcthron'd. 
And  Luft  and  Rapine  arc  for  Jufliice  own'd. 

Almanz,.  'Tis  true ;  what  Juftice  in  that  Heav'n  can  be-. 
Which  thus  affionts  me  with  the  Sight  o£thee? 
Why  muft  I  be  from  juft  Revenge  debarrM  ? 
Chains  are  thy  Arms,  and  Prifons  are  thy  Guard: 
The  Death  thou  dy'ft  may,  to  a  Husband,  be 
A  Satisfaftion ;  but  "'tis  none  to  me. 
My  Love  would  juftice  to  it  fclf  afford  j 
But  now  thou  crcep'ft  to  Death,  below  my  Sword, 

Abdelm.  This  Threatning  would  fliow  better,  were  I  free. 

jilmmz,.  No ;  vvert  thou  freed,  I  would  not  threaten 
thee : 

This  Arm  fliould  then. But  now  it  is  too  late! 

1  could  redeem  thee  to. a  nobler  Fate. 

As  fome  huge  Rock, 

Rent  fiom  its  Quarry,  docs  the  Waves  divide^ 

Sol 

Would  fowze  upon  thy  Guards,  and  dafh  'em  wide ; 

Then,  to  my  Rage  left  raked  and  alone, 

Thy  too  much  Freedom  thou  fliould'ft  ibon  bemoan; 

Dar'd,  like  a  La»k,  that  on, the  the  open  Plain, 

Purfu'd  and  ciiff'd,  fceks  Shelter  now  in  vain; 

So  cm  the  Ground  would'ft.thou  expc£ling  lye. 

Not  daring  to  dfford  mCiViftory. 

But  yet  thy  Fate's  not  ripej  it  is  decreed. 

Before  thou  dy'll,  that  Almahide  be  freed. 

'My  Honour  firft  her  Danger  muft  remove, 

And  then;evcnge  on  thee  my  injur'd  Love. 

:^l£xmnt  feveraBf. 


Ihf 
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The  SCENE  changes  to  the  Vivarambla ;  and  ap- 
pears fili'd  with  Spedators :  A  Scaffold  hung 
with  Blacky  &c. 

'Enter  the  ^ueen  guarded,  with  Efperanza. 

Almah.  See  how  the  gazing  People  crowd  the  Place; 
All  gaping  to  be  fill'd  with  my  Difgrace.   [AShout  within. 
That  Shout,  like  the  hoarfe  Peals  of  Vultures,  rings, 
When,  over  fighting  Fields,  they  beat  their  Wings. 
Let  never  Woman  truft  in  Innocence, 
Or  think  her  Chaftity  its  own  Defence. 
Mine  has  betray'd  me  to  this  publick  Shame : 
And  Virtue,  which  I  ferv'd,  is  but  a  Name. 

Efier.  Leave  then  that  Shadow,  and  for  Succour  fly 
To  him  we  ferve,  the  Chriftians  Deity. 
Virtue's  no  God,  nor  has  fhe  Pow'r  Divine: 
But  he  protedls  it,  who  did  firfl:  enjoin. 
Trnft,  then,  in  him ;  and,  fi-om  his  Grace,  implore 
Faith  to  believe,  what  rightly  we  adore. 

Almah.  Thou  Pow'r  unknown,  if  I  have  err'd,  forgive : 
My  Infancy  was  taught  what  I  believe. 
But  if  thy  Chiiftians  truly  worfhip  thee. 
Let  me  thy  Godhead  in  thy  Succour  fee : 
So  fhall  thy  Juflice  in  my  Safety  fhine. 
And  all  my  Days,  which  thou  fhalt  add,  be  thine. 
Inter  the  King,  Abenamar,  Lyndaraxa    Benzayda:    Then 

Abdelmelech  guarded.     And  after  him  Selin  arid  Ala- 

bez,  as  fudges  of  the  Held. 

Boob.  You  Judges  of  the  Field,  firft  take  your  Place: 
Th'  Accufers  and  Accus'd  bring  Face  to  Face. 
Set  Guards,  and  let  the  Liils  be  cpen'd  wide} 
And  may  juft  Heav'n  affifl:  the  jufter  Side. 

Almah.  What,  not  one  tender  Look,  one  pafling  Word  ? 
Farewel,  my  much  unkind,  but  ftill  lov'd  Lord. 
Your  Throne  was  for  my  humble  Fate  too  high. 
And  therefore  Heav'n  thinks  fit  that  I  Ihould  die.     ' 
My  Story  be  forgot,  when  I  am  deadj 
Lcjft  it  Ihould  fright  fome  other  from  your  Bed : 
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And,  to  forget  me,  may  you  fbon  adore 

Some  happier  Maid,  ()'et  none  could  love  you  more.) 

But  may  you  never  think  me  innocent} 

Left  it  fhould  caufe  you  Trouble  to  repent. 

Boab.  'Tis  pity  fo  much  Beauty  Hiould  not  \vje;[_Ajide. 
Yet  I  too  much  am  injur'd  to  forgive.    [Goes  to  his  Seat, 
Trumpets:  Then  enter  two  Moors  bearing  two  naked  Swords 
before  the  Acciifers  Zulema  and  Hamet,    who  folltm 
them.    The  Judges  feat  themfelves;    the  ^een  and 
Abdelmelech  are  led  to  the  Scaffold. 
Alabez,,  Say  for  what  End  you  thus  in  Arms  appear : 
What  are  your  Names,  and  what  demand  you  here? 
ZhI.  The  Zegrys  ancient  Race  our  Lineage  claims j 
And  Zulema  and  Hamet  are  our  Names. 
Like  Loyal  Subjcfts  in  thefe  Lifts  we  fland. 
And  Juflice  in  our  King's  Behalf  demand. 

Hamet.  For  whom,  in  witnefs  of  what  both  havcfeen, 
Bound  by  our  Duty,  we  appeach  the  Queen 
And  Abdelmelech,  of  Adultery. 
Zul.  Which,  like  true  Knights,  we  will  maintaio,ior  die. 
Alabez,.  Swear  on  the  Alcoran  your  Caufe  is  right} 
And  Mahomet  fb  profper  you  in  Fight. 

[Ihey  touch  their  Foreheads  with  the  Alcoran,  and  birw. 
Tritmpets  on  the  other  fide  of  the  Stage  ■■,  two  Moors  as  beforCy 
with  bare  Swords  before  Almanzor  and  Ozmyn. 
Selin.  Say  for  what  End  you  thus  in  Arms  appear : 
What  are  your  Names,  and  what  demand  you  here  ? 

Almanz..  Ozjmyn  is  his,  Almanxor  is  my  Name} 
We  come  as  Champions  of  the  Queen's  fair  Fame. 

Ozm.  To  prove  thefe  Zegrys,  like  falfe  Traitors,  liej 
Which,  like  true  Knights,  we  will  maintain,  or  die. 

Selin.  to  Almah.  Madam,  do  you  for  Champions  take 
By  their  Succefs  to  live  or  die  ?  [thefe  two  j 

Almah.  1  do. 

Selin.  Swear  on  the  Alcoran  your  Caufe  is  right} 
And  Mahomet  £o  profper  you  in  Fight. 

\They  kifs  the  Alcoran. 
[Ozmyn  and  Benzayda  Embrace,  and  take  Leave  in 
dumb  fhovy  while  Lyndaraxa  fpeaks  to  her  Brt' 
thtrt. 

Lyndar, 
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Lynditr.  If  you  o'ercome,  let  neither  of  them  livej 
But  ufe,  with  Care,  th' Advantages  I  give: 
One  of  their  Swords  in  Figh^  fhall  ufelefs  be } 
The  Bearer  of  it  is  fulporn'd  by  me. 

\^She  and  Benzayda  retire. 
Aletbez..  Now,  Principals  and  Seconds,  all  advance, 
And  each  of  you  alTift  his  Fellow  s  Chance. 

Selin.  The  Wind  and  Sun  we  equally  divide  j 
So,  let  th' Event  of  Arms  the  Truth  decide. 
The  Chances  of  the  Fight,  and  ev'ry  Wound, 
The  Trumpets,  on  the  Victor's  part,  refound. 

\The  Trnn7pets  found;  Almanzor  (tnd  Zulema  meet  and 
fight;  Ozmyn/3f?w/Hamet;  after  fame  Vajfes,  the  Sword 
«f  Ozmyn  breaks-,  he  retires  :!efei.d'mg  hbnfilf,   and  is 
vrounded;  the  Zcgrys  Trumpets  found  their  Advantage ; 
Almanior,  in  the  mean  time,  drives  Zulema  to  the 
farther  end  of  the  Stage  ■■,   'till  hearing  the  Trumpets  of 
the  ad-verfe  Party,  he  looks  back  and  fees  Ozmyn*/  MiJ- 
fortune ;  he  makes  at  Zulema  jufl  as  Oamya  falls,  tn 
retiring,  and  Ha  met  is  thrufling  at  him. 
Han.et  to  Ozmyn  thrujiiig. 
Our  Diff'rence  now  fhall  foon  deter min'd  be. 
.(flmmz..  Hold,  Traitor,  and  dcfcr.d  thy  fclf  from  me. 
f  Hamet  leaves  Oz,myn,  (who  canmt  rife)  and  both  he 
,a>td  Zulema /<»//  on  Almanzor,  and  prefi  him;  he  re- 
tires, and  Hamet,  advancing  firfi,   is  run  through  tht 
Body  and  falls.    The  ^een's  Trumpets  fennd.   Alman- 
2,or  purfues  Zulem?. 
Lyndar.  I  muft  make  hafte  &me  Remedy  to  find:  — 
Treafon,  Almata^or,  T'^eafop;  look  be'-ind. 

f  Alman2.or  Ipoks  behind  him  to  fee  teho  calls,  and  Znle- 
ma  takes  the  Advantage  and  Mounds  him;  the  Zc- 
grys Trumpets  found:  Almanzoi"  turns  upon  Zulema 
md  JVoiohls  him;  he  falls.  The  ^een's  Trumpets 
found. 
4l?}Witr.  Now  Triumph  in  thy  Sifter's  Treachery. 

[St(ibbi)ig  htm. 
i^ul.  Hold,  ho)d  j  I  have  enough  to  make  me  die. 
But,  that  I  may  in  Peace  rcfign  my  Breath, 
I  jnuft  confefs  my  Crime  before  my  Death. 

Mine 
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Mine  is  the  Guilt ;  the  Queen  is  innocent : 

I  lov'd  her;  and,  to  compafs  my  Intent, 

Us'd  Force  J  which  Abdelmtlech  did  prevent. 

The  Lie  my  Sifter  forg'd:  But,  O!  my  Fate 

Comes  on  too  foon,  and  I  repent  too  late. 

Fair  Queen,  forgive;  and  let  my  Penitence 

Expiate  fome  part  of———  {Dies. 

Almah.  — Ev'n  thy  whole  Offence! 

Almanz.  to  the  Judges.  If  ought  remains  in  the  Sulta- 
1  here  am  ready  to  fulfil  the  Laws.  [na's  Caule, 

Sel'm.  The  Law  is  fully  fatisfy'd,  and  we 
Pronounce  the  Queen  and  Abdehnelech  free. 
Abdelm.  Heav'n  thou  art  juft! 

\p}e  Judges  rife  from  their  Seats,  and  go  before  Almanxor 
to  the  ^teen's  Scaffold;  he  unbinds  the  ^ueen  and  Ab- 
delmekch  i  they  all  go  o^,  the  People  jhout'mg,  and  the 
TYumfets  fiumling  the  while. 
IBoab.  Before  we  pay  our  Thanks,  or  (how  oftr  Joyj 
Let  us  our  needful  Cliarity  employ. 
Seme  skilful  Surgeon  fpcedily  be  found, 
T' apply  fit  Remedies  to  OzrKyn's  Wound. 
Be»z.  rwming  to  Ozm.  That  be  my  Charge;  my  Linnen 
I  will  tear : 
Wa{h  it  with  Tears,  and  bind  it  with  my  Hair. 

Oxjn   With  how  much  Pleafure  1  my  Pains  endure! 
And  blefs  the  Wound  which  caufes  {uch  a  Cure. 

[Exit  Ozmyn,  led  by  Benzayda  and  Atenamar. 
Boab.  Some  from  the  Place  of  Combat  bear  the  Slain: 
Next  Lythiaraxa^s  Death  I  fliould  ordain : 
But  let  her,  v/ho  this  Mifchief  did  contrive. 
For  ever  ban'fli'd  fi  om  Granada  live. 

LyrJar.  Thou  fhouldft  have  pnnilb'd  more,  or  not  at  all : 
By  her  thou  haft  not  ruin'd,  tnou  fhalt  fall.  [Afde. 

The  Zegrys  fhall  revenge  their  branded  Line : 
Betray  their  Gate,  and  with  the  Chriftians  join. 

[Ev//  Lyndaraxa  with  Alabei;  the  Bodies  of  her  Br^ 
thers  are  bom  after  her. 
Alman7.or,  Almahide  and  Efperanza  re-enter  to  the  King. 

Almah.  The  Thanks  thus  paid,   which  fifft  to  Heav  n 
My  next,  Mmartx.or,  let  me  pay  to  you :  [were  due. 

Some- 
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Somewhat  there  is,  of  more  Concernment,  too, 
Which  'tis  not  fit  you  fhould,  in  publick,  know. 
Firft  let  your  Wounds  be  drefs'd  with  fpeedy  Carej 
-And  then  you  fhali  th' important  Secret  (hare. 

Almanz,.  When  e'er  you  fpeak, 
Were  my  Wounds  Mortal,  they  (hould  ftill  bleed  on; 
And  I  would  liften  'till  my  Life  were  gone: 
My  Soul  fliould,  ev'n  for  your  laft  Accent,  flay;  S 

And  then  (hoot  out,  and  with  fuch  fpeed  obey,  ^ 

It  (hould  not  Bait  at  Heav'n  to  ftopits  Way.[£jf;;  Almanz.^ 

Boab.  'Tis  true,  AlmMizor  did  her  Honour  CzvCilAjide. 
But  yet  what  private  Bulinefs  can  they  have! 
Such  Freedom  Virtue  will  not  fure  allow ; 
I  cannot  clear  my  Heart;  but  muft  my  Brow: 

He  approaches  Almahide. 
Welcome  again  my  Virtuous,  Loyal  Wifej 
Welcome  to  Love,  to  Honour,  and  to  Life.  ■   ■ 

[Goef  to  Salute  her,  Jhe  Jiard  batk. 
You  feem— — — — 
As  if  you  from  a  loath'd  Embrace  did  go !  "7 

Ahnah.  Then  briefly  will  I  fpeak ,(fmce  you  muft  know  > 
What  to  the  World  my  future  Ads  will  fhow :)  3 

But  hear  me  firft,  and  then  my  Reafons  weigh : 
'Tis  known  how  Duty  led  me  to  obey 
My  Father's  Choice ;  and  how  I  (ince  did  live, 
You,  Sir,  can  beft  your  Teftimony  give. 
How  to  your  Aid  I  have  Almantor  brought. 
When  by  rebellious  Crowds  your  Life  was  fought; 
Then,  how  I  bore  yoiu*  caufelefs  Jealoufic, 
(For  I  muft  fpeak)  and  after  fet  you  free. 
When  you  were  Pris'ner  in  the  Chance  of  War ; 
Thefe,  fure,  are  Proofs  of  Love— — — 

Boab.  1  grant  they  are. 

Almah.  And  could  you,  then,  O  cruelly  unkind. 
So  ill  reward  fuch  Tendernefs  of  Mind ! 
Could  you,  denying  what  our  Laws  afford 
The  meaneft  Subjedl,  on  a  Traitor's  Word, 
Unheard,  condemn,  and  fuffer  me  to  go 
To  Death,  and  yet  no  common  Pity  (how ! 

B9nb. 
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Boab.  Love  fiU'd  my  Heart  cv'n  to  the  Brim  before  j 
And  then,  with  too  much  Jealoufie,  boil'd  o'er. 

Alweth.  Be't  Love  or  Jealoufie,  'tis  fuch  a  Crime, 
That  Tm  forewarn'd  to  truft  a  fccond  time. 
Know  then,  my  Pray'rs  to  them  fhall  never  ceafe 
To  Crown  your  Arms  with  War,  your  Wars  with  Peace: 
But,  from  this  Day,  I  will  not  know  your  Bed. 
Tho'  Almnhide  ftill  lives,  your  Wife  is  dead : 
And,  with  her,  dies  a  Love  fo  pure  and  true, 
It  could  be  kill'd  by  nothing  but  by  you.      [^Ex'tt  k\vc\ih.. 
Boitb.Yes,  you  will  fpend  your  Life  in  Pray'rs  for  mej 
And  yet  this  Hour  my  hated  Rival  fee. 
She  might  a  Husband's  Jealoufie  forgive; 
But  fhe  will  only  for  yumetnzor  live. 
It  is  refolv'd  ;  I  will,  my  fclf,  provide 
That  Vengeance,  which  my  ufelefs  Laws  deny'd: 
And,  by  ^Imanzor's  Death,  at  once  remove 
The  Rival  of  my  Empire,  and  my  Love.       [Exit  Boab, 
Enter  Almahide,  ledSyAlmanzoTyaiuifolIow'iiiyEfTpeTumii 
Shejpeaks  entring, 
Almah.  How  much,  Almanz.or,  to  your  Aid  I  owe, 
Unable  to  repay,  I  blufli  to  know. 
Yet,  forc'd  by  Need,  e'er  I  can  clear  that  Score, 
I,  like  ill  Debtors,  come  to  borrow  more. 

Almcmz.  Your  new  Commands  I  on  my  Knees  attend  ; 
I  was  created  for  no  other  end. 
Born  to  be  yours,  I  do,  by  Nature,  ferve : 
And,  like  the  lab'ring  Beaft,  no  Thanks  defervc, 

Aimah.  Yet  firft  your  Virtue  to  your  Succour  call. 
For,  in  this  hard  Command,  you'll  need  it  all. 

Almmz,.  I  ftand  prepar'd ;  and  whatfoe'er  it  be. 
Nothing  is  hard  to  him  who  loves  like  me. 

Alman.  Then  know,  I  from  your  Love  muft  yet  implore 
One  Proof: — that  you  would  never  fee  me  more. 

Almanz..  I  muft  confefs,  [Starting  back. 

For  this  laft  Stroke  I  did  no  Guard  providcj 
I  could  fufpedt  no  Foe  was  near  that  Side: 
•From  Winds  and  thick'ning  Clouds  we  Thunder  fcart 
None  dread  it  from  that  Charter  which  is  clear, 

'  And 
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And  I  would  fain  believe,  'tis  but  your  Art 

To  fl-iCw 

You  knew  where  deepeft  you  could  wound  my  Heart. 

Almah.  So  much  Rcfpeft  is  to  your  Paflion  due, 
Tliat  furc  I  could  not  pradlife  Arts  on  you. 
But,  that  you  may  not  doubt  what  I  have  faid. 
This  Hour  L  have  rcnounc'd  my  Husband's  Bed : 
Judge  then  how  much  my  Fame  would  injur'd  be. 
If,  leaving  him,  I  (hould  a  Lover  fee! 

Altmmz,.  If  his  Unkindncfs  have  deferv'd  that  Curfe, 
Muft  I,  for  loving  well,  be  punifh'd  worfe  ? 

Almah.  Neither  your  Love  nor  Merits  I  compare : 
But  ray  unfpotted  Name  muft  be  my  Care. 

Almanz,.  I  have  this  Day  eftablifti'd  its  Renown,  [down  ? 

Almah.  Would  you  Co  loon,  what  you  have  rais'd,  throW 

Almanz.  But,  Madam,  is  not  yours  a  greater  Guilt, 
To  ruin  him  who  has  that  Fabrick  built? 

Almah.  No  Lover  fliouid  his  Miftrefs  Pray'r^  withftand  : 
Yet  you  contemn  my  abfolute  Command. 

Almanz,.  'Tis  not  Contempt, 
When  your  Command  is  ilTu'd  out  too  late : 
Tis  pall  my  Pow'r ;  and  all  beyond  is  Fate. 
I  fcarce  could  leave  you,  when  to  Exile  fent ; 
Much  Icfs,  when  now  recall  d  from  Baniniment: 
.  For  if  that  Heat  your  Glances  caft  were  ftrongj 
Your  Eyes,  like  Glafles,  fire,  when  held  fo  long. 

Almah.  Then,  lince  you  needs  will  all  my  Weaknefs 
I  love  you ;  and  fb  well,  that  you  muft  go ;         [know, 
I  am  io  much  oblig'd,  and  have,  withal, 
A  Heart  fb  boundlefs  and  fo  prodigal. 
I  dare  not  truft  my  felf,  or  you,  to  ftayj 
But,  like  frank  Gamcfters,  muft  forfA'car  the  PJay, 

Almanz..  Fate,  thou  art  kind;  to  ftiikc  fo  hard  a  Blow: 
I  am  quite  ftunn'd,  and  paft  all  feeling,  now. 

Yet can  you  tell  me  you  have  Pow'r  and  Will 

To  favc  my  Life,  and,  at  that  inftant,  kill? 

Almah.  This,  had  you  ftay'd,   you  never  muft  ha^e 
But,  now  you  go,  I  may  with  Honour  own.    [kao^vn ; 

Mmmz.  But,  Madam,  I  am  fcic'd  to  difobcy: 
ia  your  Defence  my  Honour  bids  me  ftay . 
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I  promis'd  to  fccuie  your  Life  and  Throne, 

And,  Heav'n  be  thank'd,  that  Woik  is  yet  undone. 

Almah.  I  heremakevoidthatProniiie  which  you  made; 
For  now  I  have  no  farther  need  of  Aid. 
That  Vow,  which  to  my  plighted  Lord  was  giv'n, 
I  mufl:  not  break;  but  may  transfer  to  Heav'n: 
I  will  with  Veftals  live! 
There  needs  no  Guard  at  a  Religious  Doorj 
Few  will  difturb  the  Praying  and  the  Poor. 

Almmz..  Let  me  but  near  that  happy  Temple  ftay. 
And,  thro'  the  Grates,  peep  on  you  once  a  Day  j 
To  famifli'd  Hope  I  would  no  Banquet  give; 
I  cannot  ftarve,  and  wifh  but  juft  to  live. 
Thus,  as  a  drowning  Man 
Sinks  often,  and  does  ftill  more  faintly  rile. 
With  his  laft  Hold  catching  whate'er  he  fpies; 
So,  fall'n  from  thofe  proud  Hopes  I  had  before. 
Your  Aid  I  for  a  dying  Wretch  implore, 

Alrnah.  I  cannot  your  hard  Deftiny  withfland  j 
Boabdelin  and  Guards  above. 
But  flip,  like  bending  Rufhes,  from  your  Hand. 
Sink  all  at  once,  fince  you  muft  fmk  at  laft. 

Almanz.  Can  you  that  laft  Relief  of  Sight  remove. 
And  thruft  me  out  the  utmoft  Line  of  Love ! 
Then,  fince  my  Hopes  ot  Happinefs  are  gone, 
Deny'd  all  Favours,  I  will  feize  this  one. 

^Catches  her  Hand  and  kijfes  it. 
Boob.  My  juft  Revenge  no  longer  I'll  forbear  : 
I've  fcen  too  much}  I  need  not  Itay  to  hear.     [Defcends. 

Almanz..  As  a  fmall  Shower 
To  the  parch'd  Earth  does  fomc  Refrefhment  give. 
So,  in  the  Strength  of  this,  one  Day  I'll  live : 
A  Day, — a  Year, — an  Age, — for  ever,  now ; 

^Betreixt  each  Word  he  kijfes  her  Htmd  i>y  force; 
Jlie  Jlruggling. 
I  feel  from  ev'ry  Touch  a  new  Soul  flow. 

[She  fiiatches  her  Hand  dttfTf, 
My  hop'd  Eternity  of  Joy  is  paft ! 
T'was  infupportablc,  and  could  nOt  hSj^ 

Wore 
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Were  Heav'n  not  made  of  lefs,  or  duUer  Joy, 
'Twould  break  each  Minute,  and  it  felf  deftroy. 
Ei.ter  King  and  Guards  below. 
Boab.  This,  this  is  he,  for  whom  thou  dldft  deny 
To  fhare  my  Bed : — Let  'cm  together  die. 
Almah.  Hear  me,  my  Lord. 

Boab. Your  flatt'ring  Arts  are  vain: 

Malcc  hafte;  and  execute  what  I  ordain.    \To  the  Guards. 

Mmanz,.  Cut  piece-mea],  in  this  Caufe, 
From  ev'ry  Wound  I  fliould  new  Vigour  take: 
And  ev'ry  Limb  Ihouki  new  uilmanzors  make. 

[Hf  puts  him/elf  before  the  ^ueen ;  the 

GuftrJs  attack  him,  with  the  King, 
tnter  Abdchnelech. 
Abitlm.  What  angry  God,  to  exercife  his  Spight, 

{To  the  King. 
Has  arm'd  your  left  Hand,  to  cut  ofF  your  right  ? 

\The  King  turm,  the  Fight  ceafes. 
Hafte,  not  to  give,  but  to  prevent  a  Fate- 
The  Foes  arc  enterd  at  th'  Elzira  Gate : 
Falfe  Ly77daraxa  has  the  Town  betray 'd. 
And  aJl  the  Zegrys  give  the  Spaniards  Aid, 
Boab.  O  MilcnieFjjiot  fufpefted  nor  forefeen! 
Abdelm.  Already  they  have  gain'd  the  Zacatin, 
AtkI,  thence,  the  Vivarambla  Place  poffeft: 
while  our  faint  Soldiers  fcarce  defend  the  reft. 
The  Duke  oi  Arcos  docs  one  Squadron  "fceadj 
The  next  by  Ferdinand  himfelf  is  led. 

Almah.  Now,  brave  Almanzor,  be  a  God  again  j 
Above  our  Crimes  and  your  own  Paflions  reign. 
My  Lord  has  been,  by  Jealoulie,  mif-led. 
To  think  I  was  not  faithful  to  his  Bed. 
I  can  forg'vc  him,  tho'  my  Death  he  fought; 
For  too  much  Love  can  never  be  a  Fault. 
Protcft  him,  thin i  and,  what  to  his  Defence 
You  g've  not.  give  to  dear  my  Innocence. 

Almanz,.  Liftcn,  fWcct  Heav'n ;  and,  all  yeBIefs'd  above, 
Take  Ru'ei  of  Virrut  from  a  Mortal  Love. 
Ydu'\  e  rais'd  my  Soai  i  rnd,  if  it  mount  more  high, 
TTis  AS  the  Wreii  did  on  tae  Eagle  fiy. 

Yes, 
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Yes,  I  once  more  will  my  Revenge  negledl : 
And,  whom  you  can  forgive,  I  can  protedl. 

Boab.  How  hard  a  Fate  is  mine,  ftilldoom'd  to  Shame  j 
I  make  Occafions  for  my  Rival's  Fame ! 

[Exeunt.  An  Alarm  withh;. 
Enter  Ferdinand,  Ifabella,  Don  Alonzo  d'Aguilar;   Spani- 
ards anJ  Ladies, 
K.  Ferd.  Already  more  than  half  the  Town  is  gain'd  : 
But  there  is  yet  a  doubtful  Fight  maintain'd. 

Alofizo.  The  fierce  young  King  the  enter'd  doesattadc. 
And  the  more  fierce  Almanzor  drives  'em  back. 

K.  ¥nd.  The  valiant  Moors  like  raging  Lions  fight ;      ^ 
Each  Youth  encourag'd  by  his  Ladjr's  Sight. 

^Ifahel.  I  will  advance  with  fuch  a  (hiniog  Train, 
That  Mootifh  Beauties  iliali  oppofe  in  vain : 
Into  the  Prefs  of  clafliing  Swords  we'll  go ; 
AtkI,  where  the  Darts  fly  thickeft,  feek  the  Foe. 
'   K.Ferd.  May  Heav'n,  which  has  infplr'd  this  gen'rou? 
Avert  thofe  Dangers  you  have  boldly  fough*-.     [Thought> 
Call  up  more  Troops ;  the  Wdmen,  to  our  Shame^ 
Will  ravifli-from  the  Men  their  Part  of  Fame. 

[Exeunt  l^'a}:>c\h  and  La^e;, 
Znter  Alabez,  And  kiJJ'es  the  Km^s  Hand. 
Alnbez.  Fair  Lyndaraxa,  and  the  Zegry  Line, 
Have  led  their  Forces  with  your  Troops  to  join : 
The  adverfe  Part,  which  obftinately  fought. 
Are  broke ;  and  AideU/ttlech  Pris'ner  brought. 

K.Ferd.  Fair  Lyndaraxa,  and  her  Friends,  fliall  find 
Th'Effedls  of  an  oblig'd  and  grateful  Mind, 

Ala&ea.  But,  msfrching  by  the  Vivarambla  Place, 
The  Combat  carry'd  a  more  doubtful  Face: 
In  that  vail  Square  the  Moors  and  Spaniards  met  j 
Where  the  fierce  Confli£t  is  continu'd  yet. 
But  with  Advantage  on  the  adverfe  Side, 
Whom  fierce  Almantor  does  to  Conqueft  guide. 
K.Ferd.  With  my  Cajiilian  Foot  I'll  meet  hisRagcj 
[Is  going  out:  Shouts  within  are  heard,  Vidoria,  Victoria.' 
But  thefc  loud  Clamours  better  Nevv^s  prefage. 

Vo  L.  III.  H  Enter 
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.  "Enter  the  Duke  of  At  cos,  and  Soldiers;  their  Swords  dratfif}, 
and  bloody. 

T>.Arcoi,  Granada  now  is  yours;  and  there  remain 
No  Moors,  but  fuch  as  own. the  Pow'r  of  Spain. 
That  Squadron,  which  their  King  in  Perfon  led, 
W'c  charg'd;  but  found  Almanz.or  in  their  Head. 
Three  fev'ral  times  we  did  the  Moors  attack. 
And  thrice,  with  Slaughter,  did  he  drive  us  back. 
Our  Troops  then  flirunk;  and  ftili  wie  loft  more  Ground, 
'Till  from  our  Qiieen,  wc  needfiil  Succour  found. 
Her  Guards  to  our  Afliftance  bravely  flew. 
And,  with  fiefh  Vijgour,  did  the  Fight  renew. 
At  the  fame  time—— — 
Did  Lyndaraxa  with  her  Troops  appear. 
And,  while  we  charg'd  the  Front,  ingag'd  the  Rear. 
Then  fell  the  King,  (flain  by  a  Ztgrfs  Hand. ) 

K.Ferd.  How  could  he  fuch  united  Force  withftand? 

D.  Arcos.  Difcourag'd  with  his  Death,  the  Moorijh  Pow'i  s 
Fell  back ;  and,  falling  back,  were  prels'd  by  ours. 
But,  as  when  Winds  and  Rain  together  croud. 
They  fwell  'till  they  liave  burft  the  bladder'd  Cloud ;    . 
And  firft  the  Lightning,  flafhing  deadly  clear, 
Tlies,  falls,  conlumes,  kills  e'er  it  does  appear : 
So,  from  his  flirinking  Troops,  Almanzj>r  flew ; 
Each  Blow  gave  Wounds,  and  with  each  Wound  he  flew. 
His  Force  at  once  I  envy'd  and  admir'dj 
And,  rufhing  forward,  where  my  Men  retu'd, 
Advanc'd  alone. 

K.  Ferd.  You  hazarded  too  far 

Your  Perfon,  and  the  Fortune  of  the  War. 

D.  Arcos.  Already  both  our  Arms  for  Fight  did  bare. 
Already  held  'em  threatning  in  the  Air : 
When  Heav'n  (it  muft  be  Heav'n)  my  Sight  did  guide     7 
To  view  liis  Arm,  upon  whofe  Wrift  I  fpy'd  > 

A  Ruby  Crofs  in  Diamond  Bracelets  ty'd.  ^ 

And  juft  above  it,  in  the  brawnier  pai  t. 
By  Nature  was  engrav'd  a  bloody  Heart. 
Struck  with  thefe  Tokens,  wliich  fo  well  I  knew, 
And  Ilagg'iing  back,  feme  Paces  I  withdrew  3 

He 
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He  foUow'd,  and  fuppos'd  it  was  my  Fear : 
When,  from  above,  a  fhrill  Voice  reach'd  his  Earj 
Strike  not  thy  Father,  it  was  heard  to  cry ; 
Amaz'd,  and  caiting  round  his  wond'ring  Eye, 
He  ftopp'd ;  then,  thinking  that  his  Fears  were  vain. 
He  lifted  up  his  thund'ring  Arm  again : 
Again  the  Voice  with-held  him  from  my  Death : 
Spare,  "(pare  his  Life,  it  cry'd,  wlio  gave  thee  Breath. 
Oftce  more  he  ftopp'd;  then  threw  his  Sword  awayj 
Blefs'd  Shade,  he  jfhid,  I  hear  thee,  I  obey 
.Thy  facred  Voices  then,  in  the  fight  of  all. 
He  at  my  Feet,  I  on  \\\s  Neck  did  fall. 

K.Ftrd.  O  blefs'd  Event! 

D. Areas. The  Moors  no  longer  fought: 

Bat  all  their  Safety,  by  Submiflion,  fought: 
Mean  time  my  Son  grew  faint  with  lols  of  Blood: 
And,  on  his  bending  Sword  flipported,  ftood. 
Yet,  with  a  Voice  beyond  his  Strength,  he  cry'd. 
Lead  me  to  live,  or  die,  by  AlmahiJ.e. 

K.  Ferd.  I  am  not  for  his  Wounds  lefsgriev'd  thanTou, 
For  if,  what  now  m.y  S -ul  divines,  proves  true, 
This  is  that  Son,  whom  in  his  Infancy 
You  loft,  when  by  my  Father  forc'd  to  fly. 

D.Arcos.  His  Sifter's  Beauty  did  my  Palfion  move. 
{The  Crime  for  which  I  fuffer'd  was  my  Love.) 
Our  Marriage  known,  to  Sea  we  took  our  Flight: 
There,  in  a  Storm,  Almanzor  firft  faw  Light. 
On  his  right  Arm,  a  bloody  Heart  was  grav'd, 
(The  Mark  by  which,  this  Day,  my  Life  was  fav'd.) 
The  Bracelets  and  the  Crofs,  his  Mother  ty'd 
About  his  Wrift,  e'er  ftie  in  Child-bed  dy'd. 
I-Jow  we  were  Captives  made,  when  ftic  was  deadj 
And  how  Almanzor  was  in  Africk  bred. 
Some  other  Hour  you  may  at  leLfure  hear. 
For  fee,  the  Queen,  in  Triumph,  does  aprear.  ,  •• 

£«/er,^^«f  e«  liabella,  Lyndaraxa,  Lxdies,  Moors  /»»</Spaniards' 
tnix'dds  Guards.  Abdelmelech,  Abenamar,  Selin,  Pr//&»erf . 

JC.  Ferd.  embracing  ^  Ifabel.  All  Stories,  which  Grana- 
da's Conqucft  tell. 
Shall  Celebrate  the  Name  of  Ifabel. 

H  z  Your 
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Your  Ladies  too,  who,  in  their  Country's  Cauie, 
Led  on  tke  Men,  fliall  fliare  in  your  Applaufe : 
And  for  your  fakes,  henceforward,  I  ordain, 
No  Lady's  Dow'r  fliall  quellion'd  be  in  S^ain. 
Fair  Lyndaraxa,  for  the  Help  fhe  lent. 
Shall,  under  Tribute,  have  this  Government. 

Abdtlm.  O  Heav'n,  that  I  fhould  live  to  fee  this  Day ! 
Lyndar.  You  murmur  now,  but  you  fhall  foon  obey. 
I  knew  this  Empire  to  my  Fate  was  ow'd: 
Heav'n  held  it  back  as  long  as  e're  it  could. 
For  thee,  bafe  Wretch,  I  want  a  Torture  yet —  \ToAhdelm. 

I'll  Cage  thee,  thou  fl^alt  be  my  Bajaz^t. 

I  on  no  Pavement  but  on  thee  will  tread  j 
/nd,  when  I  mount,  my  Foot  fliall  know  thy  Head, 
Abdelm.  Stabbing  her  with  a  Vonyctrd.    This  firft   (hall 

know  thy  Heart. 
Lyndar.  O !  I  am  Slain ! 

Abdelm.  Now  boaft,  thy  Country  is  betray'd  to  S^ain. 

K.  Ferd.  Look  to  the  Lady, Seize  the  Murderer. 

Abdeh?}.  Stabbirig  himfelf.  I  do  my  felf  that  Jufticc  I 
did  her. 
Thy  Blood  I  to  thy  ruin'd  Country  give,        [Tt  Lyndar. 
But  love  too  well,  thy  Murther  to  out-live. 
Forgive  a  Love,  excus'd  by  its  excefs. 
Which,  had  it  not  been  cruel,  had  been  lefs. 
Condemn  my  Paflion,  tlien,  but  pardon  me  ; 
And  think  I  murder'd  him,  who  murder'd  thee,      \pies. 

Lyndar.  Die  for  us  both;  I  have  not  Icifure  nowj 
A  Crown  is  come,  and  will  not  Fate  allow : 
And  yet  1  feel  fomething,  like  Death,  is  near : 
My  Guards,  my  Guards ;         ■   ■■ 
Let  not  that  ugly  Skeleton  appear. 
Sure  Deftiny  miftakes;  this  Death's  not  minej 
She  dotes,  and  meant  to  cut  another  Line. 

Tell  her  I  am  a  Queen ; but  'tis  too  hte ; 

Dying,  I  charge  Rebellion  on  my  Fate : 

Bow  down  ye  Slaves—- \To  ths  Moors. 

Bow  quickly  down,  and  your  SubmilTion  (how.  [They  bow. 
I'm  pleas'd  to  taftc  an  Empire  e'er  I  go.  [D;«. 

Selin. 
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Sel'tn.  She's  dead,  and  here  her  proud  Ambition  ends. 

Ahen.  Such  Fortune  ftill  fuch  black  Defigns  attends. 

K.  Ferd.  Remove  thofe  mournful  Obje(£ls  from  our  Eyes  j 
And  fee  perform'd  their  Fun'ral  Obfequies. 

[The  Bodies  atrrfd  ojf. 
'Enter  Almanzor  and  Almahide,   Oamyn   and  Benzayda. 

Almahide  brought  in  a  Chair  :    Almanzor  led  betvixt 

Soldiers :  liabella  Salutes  Almahide  in  dwnh  fhor», 

D.  Areas,  pre/eating  Almanzor  to  the  Ki/ig.   See  here  that 
Son,  whom  I  with  Pride  call  mine; 
And  who  difhonours  not  your  Royal  Lirc^ 

K.  Ferd.  I'm  now  fecure,  this  Scepter,  wiiich  I  gafff, 
Shall  be  continu'd  in  the  Po  v'r  of  S^sin ; 
Since  he,  who  could  alone  my  Foes  defend. 
By  Birth  and  Honour  is  become  my  Friend. 
Yet  I  can  own  no  Joy,  nor  Conquefi:  boaft,  [To  Altmm. 
While  in  this  Blood;  I  fee  how  dear  it  coll. 

Almanz.  This  Honour  to  my  Veins  new  Blood  will  bring: 
Streams  cannot  fail,  fed  by  fb  high  a  Spring; 
But  all  Court-Cuftoms  I  fo  little  know, 
That  I  may  fail  in  thofe  Refpecfls  I  owe. 
I  bring  a  Heart  which  Homage  never  knew ; 
Yet  it  finds  fomething  of  it  felf  in  you : 
Something  fo  kingly,  that  my  haughty  Mind 
Is  drawn  to  yours }  becaule  'tis  of  a  Kind. 

^.  Ifabel.  And  yet,  that  Soul,  which  bears  its  felf  fo  high. 
If  Fame  be  true,  admits  a  Sovereignty. 
This  Queen,  in  her  fair  Eyes,  fuch  Fetters  brings, 
As  Chain  that  Heart,  which  fcorns  tlie  Pow'r  of  Kings. 

Almah.  Little  of  Charm  in  thefe  fad  Eyes  appearsj 
If  they  had  any,  now  'tis  loft  in  Tears. 
A  Crown,  and  Husband,  ravifh'd  in  one  Day, 
Excufc  a  Grief,  I  cannot  chufe  but  pay. 

^  Ifabel.  Have  Courage,  Madam,  Heav'n  has  Joys  in  ftore 
To  recompence  thofe  Lofles  you  deplore. 

Almah.  I  know  your  God  can  all  my  Woes  rcdrefs} 
To  him  I  made  my  Vows  in  my  Diftrefs. 
And,  what  a  Misbeliever  vow'd  this  Day, 
Though  not  a  Queen,  a  Chriftian  yet  ihall  pay. 

H  3  ^  Ifabel. 
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^.  Ifabel.  emhrAc'tng  her.    That  -Chriftian  Name  you 
fhall  receive  from  mc ; 
And  Ifabella  of  Granada  be. 

Benz..  This  blefled  Change  we  all  with  Joy  rcceivej 
And  beg  to  learn  that  Faith  which  you  believe. 

^Ifalel.  \Vi*h  Rev'rence  for  thofe  Holy  Rites  prepare  j 
And  all  commit  your  Fortunes  to  my  Care. 

K.  Ferd.  to  Almah.  You,  Madam,  by  that  Crown    you 
lofe,  may  gain. 
If  you  accept  a  Coronet  oi  Spam; 
Of  vvhich  Ahnarizor's  Father  ftands  poflfeft. 
,  ^^IfaM.  to  Atmah.  May  you  in  him,  and  he  in  you 
"  be  blcft. 

Almah.  I  owe  my  Life  and  Honour  to  his  Sword  j 
But  owe  my  Love  to  my  departed  Lord. 

Altnanz.  Thus,  when  I  have  no  living  Force  to  dread, 
Fate  finds  me  Enemies  amongft  the  dead. 
I'm  now  to  conquer  Ghofts,  and  to  deftroy 
The  ftrong  Impreflions  of  a  Bridal  Joy. 

Almah.  You've  yet  a  greater  Foe,  than  thefe  can  bej 
Virtue  oppofcs  you,  and  Modefty. 

Altnanz..  From  a  falfe  Fear  that  Modefty  does  growj 
And  thinks  true  Love,  becaufe  'tis  fierce,  its  Foe. 
'Tis  but  the  Wax  whofe  Seals  on  Virgins  ftay : 
Let  it  approach  Love's  Fire,  'twill  melt  away. 
But  I  have  liv'd  too  long;  I  never  knew. 
When  Fate  was  conquer'd,  I  mull  Combat  you» 
I  thought  to  climb  the  ftccp  Afcent  of  Lovej 
But  did  not  think  to  find  a  Foe  above. 
'Tis  time  to  die,  when  you  my  Bar  muft  be, 
Whofe  Aid  alone  could  give  me  Vi^ory. 

Without ■ 

I'll  pull  up  all  the  Sluces  of  the  Flood : 

And  Love,  within,  (hall  boil  out  alKmy  Blood. 

^Ifabel.  Fear  not  your  Love  fhould  find  lb  lad  Succefsj 
While  I  have  Pow'r  to  be  your  Patronefs. 
I  am  her  Parent,  now,  and  may  command 
So  much  of  Duty,  as  to  give  her  Hand. 

[Gives  htm  Ahnahide'j  Hand. 

Almah. 
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Almah.  Madam,  I  never  can  dilpute  your  Pow'r, 
Or,  as  a  Parent,  or  a  Conqueror. 
But,  when  my  Year  of  Widowhood  expires. 
Shall  yield  to  your  Command,  and  his  Delires, 

^/w.T»z,.  Move  fwiftly,  Sunj  and  fly  a  Lover's  pace. 
Leave  Weeks  and  Months  behind  thcs  in  thy  Race! 

K.  Terd.  Mean  time,  you  flialj  my  Viilaries  purfue. 
The  Moors  in  Woods  and  Mountaiiis  to  llibdiie. 

Ahvanz.  The  Toils  of  War  fhall  help  to  wear  each  Day, 
And  Dreams  of  Love  fhall  drive  my  Nights  away. 
Our  Banners  to  \.h'  Alhambrits  Turrets  bearj 
Then,  wave  our  conqu  ring  Crofles  in  the  Air; 
And  cry,  with  Shouts  of  Triumpli  j  Live  and  Reign, 
Great  ierdinand  and  Ifiabel  of  Si^m,  \Lxetmt  omkes. 


H 
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THEY  who  haze  befi  ftucteded  on  the  Stage, 
Have  full  conformed  thtir  Genius  to  their  Age 
Thus  Johnfon  did  Mechanick  Humour  JJ^rv, 
U^en  Men  were  dull,  ami  Comerfation  low. 
Then  Comedy  rcas  faultlefs,  but  'tvas  conrfe  : 
CobbV  Tankard  was  a  Jeji,  and  Otter's  Horfi. 
And,  as  their  Comedy,  their  Love  was  mean ; 
Except,  by  chance,  in  Jome  one  labour'd  Seme : 
IVhich  muft  attone  for  an  ill-written  flay. 
They  rofe;  but  at  their  Height  cmdd  feldom  flay. 
Fame  then  was  cheap;  and  the  firfl  Comer  fped: 
And  they  haze  kept  it  fince,  by  being  dead, 
^ut,  were  they  r.oro  to  write,  when  Criticks  weigh 
Each  Line,  and  e^'ry  Word,  throughout  a  Play, 
None  of  'em,  no  not  Johnfon  in  his  Height, 
Could  pafs,  without  allowing  Grains  for  Weight. 
Think  it  not  Emy,  that  thefe  Thiths  are  told; 
Our  Toet's-iM  malicious,  though  kt's  bold. 
'Tts  not  to  brand  'em  that  thtir  Faults  are  ft^wn. 
But,  by  their  Errors,  to  excufe  /vV  own. 
If  Lore  aid  Honour  now  are  f.i.:ier  raif'd, 
\  ,  "Tk  not  the  Toet,  but  tie  Age  is  prai/d. 
Wit's  mw  aniv'd  to  a  niore  high  Degree ; 
Our  native  Language  riiore  refn'd  and  fee. 
Our  Ladies  and  our  Men  now  fpeak  more  Wit, 
In  Comerfation,  th.m  thofe  Foets  writ. 
Ttien,  one  of  thefe  is,  tonfet^ently,  true; 
Tnat  what  this  Poet  writes,  corms  fhert  of  yon. 
And  imitates  you  ill,  (which  mofi  he  fears) 
Or  elfe  his  Writing  is  not  worfe  than  theirs. 
Xet,  though  you  judge,   (as  fur e  the  Criticks  will) 
That  fame  before  him  writ  with  greater  Skill: 
hi  this  one  Traife  he  has  their  Fame  furpafl. 
To  plexfe  cm  Age  more  Gallaat  than  the  lajl. 

4** 
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O  F   T  H  E 

EPILOGUE: 

b  R, 

An  ES SAT  on  the  Dramatics 
Poetry  of  the  laft  Age, 


jHE  Promifes  of  Authors,  that  they  will 
write  again,  are  in  effeit,  a  threatning  of 
their  Readers  with  fbme  new  Impertinence, 
and  they  who  perform  not  what  they  pro- 
mise, will  have  their  Pardon  on  eafie  Terms. 
'Tis  from  this  Confideration  that  I  could 
be  glad  to  fpare  you  the  Trouble  which  I  am  now  giving 
you,  of  a  Poftfcript,  if  ,1  were  not  oblig'd  by  many  Rea- 
fons  to  write  fome what  concerning  our  prefent  Plays,  and 
thofe  of  our  Predeceflbrs  on  the  Englijlj  Stage.  The 
Truth  is,  I  have  fo  far  ingag'd  my  felf  in  a  bold  Epilogue 
to  this  Play,  wherein  I  have  fome  what  tax'd  the  former 
writing,  that  it  was  neceflary  for  me  either  not  to  pri^C 
it,  or  to  f>ow  that  I  could  defend  it.  Yet,  I  ^ould  fo 
Vol.  III.  [I  H  IJ  main- 
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tna'ntain  my  Opinion  of  the  prefent  Age,  as  not  to  !ie 
•  wanting  in  my  Veneration  for  the  paft :  I  would  afcribe 
to  dead  Authors  their  juft  Praifes,  in  thofe  things  where- 
in they  have  excell'd  us:  and  in  thofe  wherein  we  con- 
tend with  them  for  the  Prehcminence,  I  would  acknow- 
ledge our  Advantages  to  the  Age,  and  claim  no  Viftory 
from  our  Wit.  This  being  wnat  I  have  propos'd  to  my 
ielf,  I  hope  I  fliall  not  be  thought  arrogant  when  I  in- 
quire into  their  Errors.  For  we  live  in  an  Age  fo  Sce- 
ptical, that  as  it  determines  little,  fo  it  takes  nothing  from 
Antiquity  on  trull,  and  I  profefs  to  have  no  other  Ambi- 
tion in  thisEflay,  than  that  Poetry  may  not  go  backward, 
when  all  other  Arts  and  Sciences  are  advancing.  Who- 
ever cenfures  me  for  this  Inquiry,  Jet  him  hear  his  Cha- 
rader  from  Horace: 

Jngmiis  r,on  ilk  favet  plan Jitque  fepuhis, 
Hofira  Jed  itnfugnat-f  ties  nojlracjue  Lividus  od'rt. 

He  favours  not  deed  Witf,  but  hates  the  living. 

It  was  upbraided  to  that  excellent  Poet  that  ha  was  an 
Enemy  to  the  Writings  of  his  Predeceflbr  LucUius,  be- 
caufe  he  had  faid,  Lucilmn  Iticulenthm  fiuere,  that  he  ran 
muddy ;  and  that  he  ought  to  have  retrench'd  from  his 
Satyrs  many  usneccfTary  Verfes.  "Siax.  Horace  mzkciLuciliMs 
himfclf  to  juftily  him  from  the  Imputation  of  Envy,  by  tel- 
Irng  you  that  he  would  have  done  the  lame  had  he  liv'd 
in  iA  Age  which  was  more  refin'd. 

Siferei  htc  noftrum,  fato,  dela^fus  in  dzum, 
Detrahcret  J:bi  mnlt(i,  recederet  otnue  (^ucd  ultr» 
Terfeilnm  traheretur ;  Sec. 

And,  both  in  the  whole  Courfe  of  that  Satyr,  and  in 
his  moft  admirable  Epiftie  to  AugHjias,  he  makes  it  his 
Bufinefs  to  prove  that  Antiquity  alone  is  no  Plea  for  the 
Excellency  of  a  Pcem  ;  but,  that  one  Age  learning  from 
"another,  tl;c  laft  (if  we  can  iuppofe  an  Equality-  ot  Wit  in 

the 
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the  Writers,)  has  the  Advantage  of  knowing  more,  and 
better  than  the  former.  And  this  I  think  is  the  ftate  of 
the  Queftion  in  dilpute.  It  is  therefore  my  Part  to  make- 
it  dear,  that  the  Language,  Wit,  and  Converfation  of 
our  Age  are  improv'd  and  refin'd  above  the  lafl: :  and  then 
it  will  not  be  difficult  to  infer,  that  our  Plays  have  rc- 
ceiv'd  fome  Part  of  riiofe  Advantage?. 

In  the  firft  Place,  therefore,  it  will  be  neceflary  to  ftate 
in  general,  what  this  Refinement  is  of  which  we  treat  j 
ana  that  I  think  will  not  be  defin'd  amifs.  An  Improve- 
ment  of  our  H%  Language,  and  Converfation :  Or,  an  Al- 
ter atlon  in  thtm  for  the  better. 

To  begin  with  Language.  That  an  Alteration  is  late- 
ly made  in  ours»  or  fince  the  Writers  of  the  lafl:  Age  (in 
which  T  comprehend  Shake/pear,  Fleteher  and  folmfon)  i"? 
manifcfl:.  Any  Man  who  reads  thofc  excellent  Poets,  and 
compares  their  Language  with  what  is  now  written,  will 
lee  it  almoft  in  every  Line.  But,  that  this  is  an  Improve- 
ment  of  the  Language,  or  an  Alteration  for  the  better, 
wil  not  fo  eafily  be  granted.  For  many  are  of  a  contra- 
ry Opinion,  that  the  EnpifJj  Tongue  was  then  in  t)ie^ 
height  of  its  Perfedtion;  that  from  'fahifon's  timetooutfr, 
it  lias  been  in  a  continual  Declination  j  Hkc  that  of  thi 
"Romans  from  the  Age  of  Virgil  to  Statins,  and  fo  down- 
ward to  Ctaudian:  of  which,  not  only  Petronius,  but  <^ui^i- 
tUian  himfelf  fo  much  complains,  under  the  Pcrfon  oiSe- 
cundus,  in  his  famous  Dialogue  </e  ca:ifis  corrupt  a  eloquenti^* 
But,  to  fhew  that  our  Language  is  improv'd,  and  '•hnt 
thofe  People  have  not  a  jufl:  Value  for  the  Age  in  which 
they  live,  let  us  coniider  in  what  the  Refinement  of  ar 
Language  principally  confifts:  that  is,  either  in  rejeiiing 
fuch  old  IVords  or  Phrafes  which  are  ill  founding,  or  improper, 
or  in  admitting  new,  which  are  mere  proper,  more  founding  and 
more  fignificaut . 

The  llcader  will  eafily  take  Notice,  that  when  Ifpeak 
of  rejcding  improper  Words  and  Phrafes,  f  mention  not 
fuch  as  are  antiquated  by  Cuftora  only  j  and,  as  I  may 
fay,  without  any  Fault  of  theirs:  For  in  this  Cafe  the 
Rcftnement  can  be  but  accidental ;  that  is^  when  the 
[i  H  1 2]  Words 
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Words  and  Phrafes  which  are  rejefted  happen  to  be  Im* 
proper.  Neither  would  I  be  underftood  (when  I  fpealc 
of  Impropriety  in  Language}  either  wholly  to  accufe  the 
laft  Age,  or  to  excufe  the  prelent;  and  leaftof  allmyfclf. 
For  all  Writers  have  their  Imperfcftions  and  Failings :  bul 
I. may  fafely  conclude  in  the  general,  that  our  Improprie- 
ties are  lefs  frequent,  andJefsgrofs  than  theirs.  One  Telli- 
niony  of  tliis  is  undeniable,  that  wc  are  the  firft  who  have 
obfen-'d  them :  And,  certainly,  to  obferve  Errors  is  a 
»reat  5«tep  to  the  corrc£ting  of  them.  But,  Malice  and 
Partiality  fet  apart,  let  any  Man  who  undcrftands  Engltjht 
read  diligently  the  Works  of  Shake/pear  2nd  Fletcher;  and 
I  dare  undertake  that  he  will  find,  in  every  Page  either 
feme  Sdecipn  of  Speech,  or  fome  notorious  Flaw  in 
Scnfe:  and  yet  thefc  Men  are  reverer.c'd  when  we  are 
not  forgiven.  That  their  Wit  is  great,  and  many  times 
their  Exprcflicgas  noble.  Envy  it  {elf  cannot  deny. 

Keque  ego  illis  detrahere  aufim 


Hsrentem  cafiti,  muUa  cum  laude,  cormutm. 

But  tlie  Times  were  ignorant  in  which  they  liv'd.  Poe- 
try was  then,  if  not  in  its  Infancy  among  us,  at  icafl 
»ot  arriv'd  to  its  Vigour  and  Maturity:  Witneisthelame- 
ueii  of  their  Plots  j  many  of  which,  efpecially  thofe 
which  they  writ  firft,  (for  even  tliat  Age  refin'd  it  felf  in 
fome  Mcafiire)  were  made  up  of  fome  lidiculous,  incho- 
iierent  Story,  which  in  one  Play  many  times  took  up 
the  Buiinefs  of  an  Age.  I  fuppofe  I  need  not  name  Pf- 
rkles  Prince  of  Tyre,  nor  the  Hiftorical  Plays  ofShakefpear. 
Befides  many  of  the  reft,  as  the  JVmters  Tede,  Love's  Labour 
loji,  Meafure  for  Meafure,  which  were  either  grounded  on 
Impoflibilities,  or  at  Icaft,  fo  meanly  written,  that  the 
Comedy  neither  caus'd  your  Mirth,  nor  the  ferious  Part 
your  Conccrment.  If  I  would  expatiate  on  this  Subjeft, 
I  could  eafily  demonftrate  that  our  admir'd  Fletcher,  who 
writ  after  him,  neither  underftood  correft  Plotting,  nor 
that  v/hich  they  call  the  Decorum  of  the  Stage.  I  would 
not  fearch  in  his  worft  Plays  for  Examples:  He  who  will 

conii- 
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confider  his  Thilafier,  hiis  Humorous  Lieutenant,  his  R»/r^- 
ful  Shepherdefs,  and  mnny  others  which  I  could  name, 
wiH  find  them  much  below  the  Applaufe  which  is  now 
given  them :  He  will  fee  Philajie"  wounding  his  Miftrefs,  and 
afterwards  his  Boy,  to  fave  himfelf :  Not  to  mention  the 
Clown  who  enters  immediately,  and  not  only  has  the  Ad- 
vantage of  the  Combat  againft:  the  Hcroe,  but  diverts  you 
from  your  ferious  Concernment,  with  his  ridiculous  and 
ablurd  Raillery.  In  his  Humourous  Lieutenant  you  find 
his  Demetrius  and  Leontius  flaying  in  the  midft  of  a  rout- 
ed Army  to  hear  the  cold  Mirth  of  the  Lieutenant ;  and 
Demetrius  afterwards  appearing  with  a  Piftol  in  hisHand» 
in  the  next  Age  to  Alexmder  the  Great.  And  for  his 
Shepherd,  he  falls  twice  into  the  former  Indecency  of 
wounding  Women:  But  thefe  Abfurdities,  which  thofe 
Poets  committed,  may  more  properly  be  called  the  Age's 
Fault  than  theirs.  For,  befides  the  Want  of  Education 
and  Learning,  (which  was  their  particular  Unhappinefs) 
they  wanted  the  Benefit  of  Converle:  But  of  that,  I  (hall 
fpeak  hereafter,  in  a  Place  more  proper  for  it.  Their 
Audiences  knew  no  better  j  and  therefore  were  fatisfy'd 
with  what  they  brought.  Thofe  who  call  theirs  thsGol- 
dtn  Age  of  ?$etry,  have  only  this  Reafon  for  it,  that  they 
were  then  content  with  Acorns;  before  they  knew  the 
Ufe  of  Bread  j  or  that ''Aa/?  /fvof  was  become  a  Pro- 
verb. They  had  many  who  admir'd  them,  and  few  who 
blam'dthem  :  And,  certainly  a  fevere  Critiek  is  the  great- 
eft  help  to  a  good  Wit:  He  does  the  Office  of  a  Friend, 
while  he  deiigns  that  of  an  Enemy;  and  his  Malice 
keeps  a  Poet  within  thofe  Bounds ,  which  the 
Luxuriancy  of  his  Fancy  would  tempt  him  to  o- 
ver-leap.  "-,  •' 

But  it  is  not  their  Plots  which  I  meant,  principally,' 
to  tax:  I  w^as  fpeaking  of  their  Senie  and  Language ;  and 
I  dare  almoft  challenge  any  Man  to  fh.ow  me  aPage  toge- 
ther, which  is  correft  in  both.  As  for  Ben.Johnfm,  I  am 
loath  to  name  him.  becaufe  he  is  a  moft  Judicious  Wri- 
ter j  yet  he  very  often  falls  into  thefe  Errors.  And  I  once' 
more  beg  the  Reader's  Pardon,  for  accufing:  him  or  them. 
[I  HI  j]  "  Only 
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Onljr  let  him  confidcr  that  I  live  in  an  Age  where  my 
leaft  Faults  are  fcvcrely  cenfur'd :  And  that  I  have  no  way 
left  to  extenuate  my  Failing*  but  my  fti»wing  as  great  in 
thofc  whom  we  admire. 

Cosdinws  inqut  lieem  fr*btmHs  cura  fugitus. 

I  caft  my  Eyes  but  by  Chance  on  C(Uilm\  and  in  the 
three  or  four  laft  Pages,  found  enough  to  conclude  that 
Johnfon  writ  not  corredly. 


■lAt  the  long  hidfetds 


Of  treafm,  in  thee,  rum  Jheot  forth  in  deeds 
"Ranker  than  horrour. 

In  reading  feme  bombaft  Speeches  o{  Macbeth,  which  art 
not  to  be  underftood,  he  us'd  to  lay  that  it  waiHorrouri 
and  I  am  much  afraid  that  this  is  lb. 

Thy  Parricide,  late  on  thy  only  Sen, 

lAfter  his  Mother,  to  make  empty  vmi 

Tor  thy  laft  Kicked  NuptiaL;  vorfe  than  they 

Ihat  ilaze  that  AH  of  thy  incsfiuous  Lifv, 

IVhich  gam'd  thee  at  once  a  daughter  and  a  veife. 

The  Senfe  is  here  extreamiy  perplcx'di  and  I  doubt  the 
Word  Jhey  is  fatte  Grammar. 


And  be  free 


^ot  Heaven  it  fetf  from  thy  Impiety. 

A  SymhAfis,  or  ill  placing  of  Words,  of  which  TiMy  fo 
much  complains  in  Oratory. 

7he  Waxes,  and  Dens  ofBeaJis  eoWd  not  receive 
Ihe  bodies  that  thofe  Souls  were  frighted  from. 

The  Prepofiton  in  the  end  of  the  Sentence;  a  common 
Fault  with  him.  and  which  I  have  but  -lately  c^fcrv'd  in 
my  own  Writing?. 

What 
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what  all  the  feveral  ills  that  vijit  tarth. 
Plague,  Famine,  Fire,  could  not  reach  unto, 
The  Sword,  nor  Surfeits,  1st  thy  Fnry  do. 

Here  are  both  the  former  Faults:  For,  befidcs  that  the 
Prepofition  unto,  is  plac'd  laft  in  the  Vcrfe,  and  at  the 
half  Peiiod,  and  is  redundant,  there  is  the  former  SynchA- 
fs,  in  the  Words  (Ifef  Swerd  nor  Surfeits)  which  in  Coa- 
ftrudtion  ought  to  have  been  plac'd  before  the  other, 
Catiline  iays  of  Cethegns,  that  for  his  fake  he  would 

Go  on  upon  the  Gods;  kifs  Lightning,  wrefi 
Ihe  Engine  from  the  Cyclops,  and  give  ^e 
■^t/ace  of  a  full  cloned,  andfiamd  his  ire. 

To  go  on  upon,  is  only  to  go  on  twice.  To  give  Fire  it 
face  of  a  full  Cloud,  was  notunderftood  in  his  own  time: 
(and  ftand  his  ire)  befidcs  the  antiquated  Word  ire,  there 
is  the  Article  His,  which  makes  faUc  Conftruftion :  and 
giving  Fire  at  the  Face  of  a  Cloud,  is  a  perfect  Image  of 
fhooting,  however  it  came  to  be  known  in  thofc  Days 
to  Catiline. 


■  others  there  are 


Whom  Envy  to  the  State  draws  and  pulls  on. 
For  Contumelies  receiv'd;  andjkch  artfttre  ones. 

Ones  in  the  plural  Number:  but  that  is  frequent  with  him  j 
for  he  fays,  nor  long  after, 

C^far  and  CraiTusj  if  they  be  ill  men, 

Are  Mighty  ones. 

Such  Men  they  do  not  fuccour  more  the  caufe,  &c. 

They  redundant. 

Though  Heav'n  /hou'd  Jpeitk  with  all  his  wrtith  Hi  met ; 
WefhoHUfiand  upright  md  unfenr'd. 

aii 
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His  is  ill  Syntax  with  Heaven:  and  by  Unfcar'd  he 
means  Unaffraid :  Words  of  a  quite  contrary  Signification. 

Tlie  Ports  »re  open ; 

He  perpetually  ufes  Ports  for  Gates  j  which  is  an  af- 
fe£ted  Error  in  him,  to  introduce  Latine  by  the  lofs  of 
the  En^li/h  Idiom :  As  in  the  Tranflation  of  Tullfs  Speech- 
es he  ufually  does. 

Well  placing  of  Words  for  the  Sweetnefs  of  Pronunci- 
ation was  not  known  till  Mr.  [Valler  introdudd  itj  and 
therefore  'tis  not  to  be  woader'd  ii  Bm.Johnfm  has  many 
fuch  Lines  as  thcfe, 

But  being  bred  up  in  his  father^}  needy  fortunes,  Brougbt 
up  in's/ifter's  Projiitution,  &c. 

But  Mcannefs  of  Expreflion  one  would  think  not  to 
be  his  Error  in  a  Tragedy,  which  ought  to  be  more  high 
and  founding  than  any  other  kind  of  Poetry,  and  yet  a- 
mongft  many  others  in  Catiline  I  find  ihcCc  four  Lines 
together : 

So  Afia,  thou  srt  cruelly  even 
Mth  us,  for  all  the  blows  thee  given: 
When  we,  whoje  Vertuei  conquer'd  thee, 
Thm,  by  thy  Vices,  ruin'd  be. 

Be  there  is  falfe  Inglifh,  for  are :  though  the  Rhyme 
hides  it. 

But  I  am  willing  to  clofe  the  Book,  partly  out  of  Ve- 
neration to  the  Author,  partly  out  of  Wearinefs  to  pur- 
liie  an  Argument  which  is  fo  fruitful  in  {o  fmall  a  Com- 
pafs.  And  what  Corredtnefs,  after  this,  can  be  expedtcd 
from  Shake/pear  or  from  Fletcher,  who  wanted  tliat  Learn- 
ing and  Care  which  fohnfon  had  ?  I  will  therefore  (pare 
my  own  trouble  of  inquiring  into  their  Faults}  who, 
had  they  liv'd  now,  had  doubtlefs  written  more  correftly. 
I  fuppofc  it  will  be  enough  for  me  to  affirm  (as  I  think 
I  fafely  may)  that  thefe  and  the  like  Errors  which  I  tax'd 
in  the  moft  correct  of  the  laft  Age,  arc  loch,  into  whicli 
we  do  not  ordinarily  fall.  I  think  few  of  our  prefcnt 
Writers  would  have  left  beiiind  them  fuch  a  Line  as 
fiu9>  Con- 
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Contain  yMr  Spirit  in  moreflriBer  Bounds. 

Bat  that  grofs  way  of  two   Comparatives  was  then 
ordinary  j  and  therefore  more  pardonable  in  Johnfin. 

As  for  the  other  part  of  refining,  which  confifts  in  re- 
ceiving new  Words  and  Phrafes,  I  fliall  not  infift  much 
on  it.  'Tis  obvious  that  we  have  admitted  many :  fome 
of  which  we  wanted,  and  therefore  our  Languge  is  the 
richer  for  themj  As  it  would  be  by  Importation  of  Bul- 
lion :  Others  are  rather  Ornamental  than  Neceflary ;  yet 
by  their  Admifiion,  the  Language  is  become  morecci:"-- 
lyj  and  our  Thoughts  are  better  dreft.  Thefe  are  to  be 
found  fcatter'd  in  the  Writers  of  our  Age ;  and  it  is  not 
my  Bufinefs  to  colledt  them.  They  who  have  lately  writ- 
ten with  mod  Care,  have,  I  believe,  taken  the  Rule  of 
Horace  for  their  Guide ;  that  is,  not  to  be  too  hafty  in 
receiving  of  Words;  but  rather  to  ftay  tillCuftom  has  made 
them  familiar  to  us, 

^Htm  ^nes,  arbitrium  tfi,  (^jus  (^  norma  loqtttndi, 

.  For  I  cannot  approve  of  their  way  of  refining,  who 
corrupt  our  Englijh  Idiom  by  mixing  it  too  much  with  . 
¥reKch :  That  is  a  Sophiftication  of  Language,  not  an  Im- 
provement of  it :  a  turning  IngUjh  into  French,  rather 
than  a  refining  of  Englijh  by  Trench.  Wc  meet  dai- 
ly with  thofe  Fops,  who  value  themfelves  on  their 
Travelling,  and  pretend  they  cannot  exprefs  their  Mean- 
ing in  Engltjl},  becaufe  they  would  put  off  to  us  Ibme 
Trench  Phrafe  of  the  laft  Edition;  without  considering 
that,  for  ought  they  know,  we  have  a  better  of  our  own; 
but  thefe  are  not  the  Men  who  are  to  refine  us :  Their 
Talent  is  to  prefcribe  Fafliions,  not  Words ;  at  beft  they 
are  only  ferviceable  to  a  Writer,  fo  as  Emius  was  to  Vir" 
oil.  He  may,  Anrnm  ex  fiercore  coUigere.  For 'tis  hard  if, 
amongft  many  infignificant  Phrafes,  there  happen  not 
fomething  worth  preferving :  Though  they  themlelve*, 
like  Indimsy  know  not  the  Value  of  their  own  Commo- 
dity. 

There 
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There  is  yet  another  way  of  improving  Language, 
which  Poets  efpecially  have  praftis'd  in  all  Ages :  That 
is  by  applying  receiv'd  Words  to  a  new  Signification,  and 
this  I  believe,  is  meant  by  Horace,  in  that  Precept  which 
is  fb  varioufly  conftru'd  by  Expofitors  ? 

Dixeris  E^regte,  notftm  fi  cukida  vertum, 
'Reddiderit  junHura  novum. 

And,  in  this  way,  he  himfelf  had  a  partictrrar  Happinefs; 
Ufing  all  the  Tropes,  and  particularly  Metaphors,  with 
that  Grace  v/hich  is  obfervable  in  his  Odes:  v/here  the 
Beauty  ofExpreflion  is  often  greater  than  that  of  Thought, 
a?:  in  that  one  Example,  amongft  an  infinite  number  of  o- 
thers,  Ei  •vultus  nimium  lubrkus  afpid. 

And  therefore  though  he  innovated  little,  lie  may 
juflly  be  call  d  a  great  Refiner  of  the  Reman  Tongue : 
This  choice  of  Words,  and  height'ning  cf  their  naruraf 
Signification,  was  obierv'd  in  him  by  the  Writers  of  the 
following  Ages :  For  Fetronms  ftys  of  him,  (^  Horatii  cU' 
rUfafsltcitas.  By  this  graffing,  as  I  may  call  it,  on  old 
Words,  has  our  Tongue  been  beautified  by  the  three  fore- 
mentioned  Poets,  Shnkeffear,  Fletcher,  ^nd^Johnfon,  whofe 
Excellencies  I  can  never  enough  admire;  and  in  this  they 
have  been  follow'd  elpecially  by  Sir  fohi  Suckling  and  Mr, 
Waller,  who  refin'd  upon  them  :  Neither  have  they,  who 
now  fuccecd  thera,  been  wanting  in  iheir  Endeavours  to 
adorn  our  Mother  Tongue:  But  it  is  not  fo  lawful  for 
me  to  praife  my  living  Contemporaries,  as  to  admire 
my  dead  Predecv  flbrs. 

I  fhould  now  ipeak  of  the  Refinement  of  Wit:  But  I 
have  been  fb  iarr^e  on  the  former  Subje*^:  that  I  am  forc'd 
to  contradi  mv  ielf  in  this.  I  will  therefore  only  obfcrve 
to  you,  that  the  Wit  of  the  lafl  Age  was  yet  more  in- 
correft  than  their  Language.  Shakefpear,  who  many 
times  has  written  better  than  any  Poet,  in  any  Language^ 
is  yet  f«S  far  from  writing  Wit  always,  or  exprefllngthat 
Wit  according  to  the  Dignity  of  the  Subjeft,  that  he 
writes  in  many  Places,  below  th^  dulleft  Writers  of 
-ours,  or  of  any  precedent  Age.    Never  d:d  any  Author 
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precipitate  himfclf  from  fuch  heights  of  Thought  to  To 
low  Expreflions,  as  he  often  does.  He  is  the  very  fa- 
»«jofPoetsj  he  wears  almoft  every  where  two  Faces; 
and  you  have  fcarce  begun  to  admire  the  one,  ere  youde- 
fpife  the  other.  Neither  is  the  Luxuriance  of  Fletchert 
(which  his  Friends  have  tax'dinhim,)  a  Icfs  Fault  than  the 
CarelelTnefs  of  Shake/pear.  He  does  not  well  always,  and, 
when  he  does,  he^  is  a  true  Englijhman ;  he  knows  not 
when  to  give  over.  If  he  wakes  in  one  Scene,  he  com- 
monly flumbers  in  another:  And  if  he  pleafes  you  in  the 
firft  three  Adis,  he  is  frequently  £o  tir'd  with  his  Labour, 
that  he  goes  heavily  in  the  fourth,  and  links  under  his 
Burden  in  the  fifth. 

For  Bm  Johnfon,  the  moft  judicious  of  Poets,  he  al- 
ways writ  properly}  and  as  the  Gharadcr  requir'd;  and 
I  will  not  conteft  farther  with  my  Friends  who  call  that 
Wit.  It  being  very  certain,  that  even  Folly  it  felf,  well 
reprefented,  is  Wit  in  a  larger  Signification  j  and  that 
there  is  Fancy,  as  well  as  Judgment  in  itj  though  not 
fo  much,  or  noble :  Becaufe  all  Poetry  being  Imitation, 
that  of  Folly  is  a  lower  Exercife  of  Fancy,  though  per- 
haps as  difficult  as  the  other :  For  'tis  a  kind  of  looking 
downward  in  the  Poet,  and  repreienting  that  Part  of 
Mankind  which  is  below  him. 

In  thefe  low  Charadters  of  Vice  and  Folly,  lay  the 
Excellency  of  that  inimitable  Writer :  who,  when  at  any 
time  he  aim'd  at  Wit  in  the  ftridler  Senfe,  that  is  fliarp- 
nefs  of  Conceit,  was  forc'd  either  to  borrow  from  the 
Ancients,  as  to  my  Knowledge  he  did  very  much  from 
FlAHtus:  Or,  when  he  trufted  himfelf  alone,  often  fell 
into  Meannefs  of  Expreflion.  Nay,  he  was  not  free  from 
the  loweft  and  moft  groveling  kind  of  Wit,  which  we 
call  Clenches ;  of  which  Every  Man  in  his  Humour  is  infinite- 
ly fuU,  and,  which  is  worfe,  the  wittieft  Perfons  in  the 
I>mma  fpeak  them.  His  other  Comedies  are  not  exempt- 
ed from  them :  Will  you  give  me  leave  to  name  ibme 
few?  ^fper,  in  which  Chara£ler  he perfbnates  himfclf, (and 
he  neither  was,  nor  thought  himfclf  a  Fool)  exclaiming 
againU  the  ignorant  Judges  of  the  Age,  fpeaks  thus : 

How 
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How  monftrous  and  detefted  is't,  to  fee 

ui  Fellow,  that  has  neither  Art  nor  Brain,  \ 

Sit  like  an  Ariftarchus,  or  Stark-Afs, 

Taking  Mens  Ltnes^  with  a  Tobacco-Face, 

InSnuffe,  8cc, 

And  prefently  after 

I  fnoT'le  vhofe  wit  'twas  to  put  a  Prologue  in  yond  Saclcf 
but'j  TMUth  ?  they  might  well  think  he  would  be  out  of  Tuae; 
mnd  yet  you'd  play  upon  him  too.    Will  you  have  another  of 
the  £ame  Stamp  ? 

O,  J  camot  abide  thefe  limbs  ^f  Sattin,  or  rather  Szta^. 

But,  it  may  bo  you  will  objcft  that  this  was  Afper 
Macilente,  or,  Carb  Buffcme  \  You  fhall,  therefore,  hear 
him  fpeak  in  his  own  Perfon  :  and,  that,  in  the  two 
laft  Lines,  or  Sting  of  an  Epigram  :  tis  Infcrib'd  to  Tine 
Grand  j  who,  he  fays,  was  indebted  to  him  for  many 
things,  which  he  recxons  there :  and  concludes  thus  j 

Forty  things  more,  dear  Grand,  whidi  you  kntw  true. 
For  which,  or  pay  me  quickly,  or  I'll  pay  you. 

This  was  then  the  Mode  of  Wit,  the  Vice  of  the  Age. 
and  not  Ben.  Johnfon's ;  for  you  fee,  a  little  before  him, 
that  admirable  Wit,  Sir  Thilip  Sidney,  perpetually  playing 
with  jhis  Words.  In  his  Time,  I  kelievc,  it  afcended  firft 
into  the  Pulpit ;  where  ( if  you  will  give  me  leave  to 
clench  too)  it  yet  finds  the  Benefit  of  its  Clergy;  for  they 
are  commonly  the  firft  Corrupters  of  Eloquence,  and  the 
laft  reform'd  from  vicious  Oratory  :  as  a  famous  Italian 
has  obferv'd  before  me,  in  his  Treatife  of  the  Corruption 
of  the  Italian  Tongue  ;  which  he  principally  afcribes  to 
Priefts  and  preaching  Friars. 

But,  to  conclude  with  what  Brevity  I  can,  I  will  only  add 
this  in  the  Defence  of  our  prefent  Writers,  that  if  they 

reach 
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reach  not  fbme  Excellencies  of  Ben.  Johnfin;  (which  no 
Age,  I  am  confident,  ever  Ihall)  yet,  at  leaft,  they  are  a- 
bove  that  Meannefs  of  Thought  which  I  have  tax'd,  and 
which  is  frequent  in  him. 

That  the  Wit  of  this  Age  is  much  more  courtly,  may 
eafily  be  prov'd  by  viewing  the  Charafters  of  Gentlemen 
which  were  written  in  the  laft.    Firft,  ioT  Johnfon :  True- 
Wit  in  the  Silent  Woman,  was  his  Mafter-piece,  and  True- 
Wit  was  a  Scholar-like  kind  of  Man,   a  Gentleman  with 
an  allay  of  Pedantry ;  a  Man  who  feems  mortified  to  the 
World,  by  much  reading.    The  beft  of  his  Difcourfc  is 
drawn,    not  from  the  Knowledge  of  the  Town,  but 
Books:  And,  in  fhort,  he  would  be  a  fine  Gentleman,  in 
an  Univerfity.    Shake/pear  fhow'd  the  beft  of  his  Skill  in 
his  Mercutio,  and  he  faid  himfelf,    that  he  was  forc'd  to 
kill  him  in  the  third  Adl,  to  prevent  being  kill'd  by  him. 
Bur,  for  my  parr.  I  cannot  find  he  was  fo  dangerous  a 
Perfon :  I  fee  nothing  in  him  but  what  was  fo  exceeding 
harmlefs,  that  he  might  haveliv'd  to  the  end  of  the  Play,     i 
and  dy'd  in  his  Bed,  without  Offence  to  any  Man. 

Fletcher's  Don  'fohn  is  our  only  Bugbear :  and  yet,  I 
may  affirm,  without  Sufpicion  of  Flattery,  that  he  now 
fpeaks  better,  and  that  his  Charadlcr  is  maintain'd  with 
much  more  Vigour  in  the  fourth  and  fifth  Adts,  than  it 
was  by  Fletcher  in  the  three  former.  I  have  tlways  ac-, 
knowledg'd  the  Wit  of  our  Predeceflbrs,  with  all  the  Vene- 
ration which  becomes  me;  but,  I  am  fure,  their  Wit  was 
not  that  of  Gentlemen,  there  was  ever  fomewhat  that 
was  ill-bred  and  clownifh  in  itj  and  which  confeft  the 
Converfation  of  the  Authors. 

And  this  leads  me  to  the  laft  and  greateft  AdvantagQ 
of  our  Writing,  which  proceeds  from  Converfation.  In 
the  Age,  wherein  thofe  Poets  liv'd,  there  was  lefs  of  Gal- 
lantry than  in  ours;  neither  did  they  keep  the  beft  Com- 
pany of  theirs.  Their  Fortune  has  been  much  like  that  of 
Epicurus,  in  the  Retirement  of  his  Gardens:  Tolivealmoft 
unknown,  and  to  be  celebrated  after  their  Deceafe.  I 
cannot  find  that  any  of  them  were  Converfant  in  Courts, 
except  Ben.  Johnfon :  And  his  Genius  lay  not  fo  much  that 
Vol.  III.  [aHIJ  way, 
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way,  as  to  make  an  Improvement  by  it.  Gieatnefs  was 
not,  then,  {6  eafie  of  Accefs,  nor  Converfation  fo  free  as 
now  it  is.  I  cannot,  therefore,  conceive  it  any  Infolence 
to  affirm,  that,  by  the  Knowledge,  and  Pattern  of  their 
Wit,  who  writ  before  us,  and  by  the  Advantage  of  our  own 
Converfation,  the  Difcourfe  and  Raillery  of  our  Comedies 
excel  what  has  been  written  by  them.  And  this  will  be 
deny'd  by  none,  but  fome  few  old  Fellows  who  value 
themfelres  on  their  Acquaintance  with  the  Black-Friars : 
"Who,  becaufe  they  faw  their  Plays, ,  would  pretend  a 
Right  to  judge  ours.  The  Memory  of  thefe  grave  Gen- 
tlemen is  their  only  Plea  for  being  Wits.  They  can  tell 
Vi  Story  of  Ben.  yohnfon,  and  perhaps  have  had  fancy  enough 
to  give  a  Supper  in  ^ollo,  that  they  might  be  call'd  his 
.  Sons:  And  becaufe  they  were  drawn  in  to  be  laught  at 
in  thofe  Times,  they  think  themfelves  now  fuflSciently 
intitled  to  laugh  at  ours.  Learning  I  never  faw  in  any 
of  them,  and  Wit  no  more  than  they  could  remember. 
In  Ihort,  they  were  unlucky  to  have  been  bred  in  an  un- 
polifli'd  Age,  and  more  unlucky  to  live  to  a  rcfin'd  one. 
They  have  lafled  beyond  their  bwn,  and  are  caft  behi«d 
ours:  And  not  contented  to  have  known  little  at  the 
Age  of  twenty,  they  boaft  of  their  Ignorance  at  thrce- 
fcore. 

Now,  if  any  ask  me,  whence  it  is  that  our  Converfati- 
on is  fo  much  refin'd  ?  I  muft  freely,  and  without  flatte- 
ry, afcribe  it  to  the  Court:  And,  in  it,  particularly  to  the 
King;  whofe  Example  gives  a  Law  to  it.  HisownMiC- 
fortunes,  and  the  ^lation's,  afforded  him  an  Opportunity, 
■which  is  rarely  allow'd  to  Sovereign  Princes,  I  mean  of 
Travelling,  and  being  Converfanc  in  the  moft  polilh'd 
Courts  of  Europe;  and,  thereby,  of  cultivating  a  Spi-» 
rit,  which  was  form'd  by  Nature,  to  receive  the  Im- 
preffions  of  a  gallant  and  generous  Education.  At  his 
Return,  he  found  a  Nation  loft  as  much  in  Barbarifm  as 
in  Rebellion.  And  as  the  Excellency  cf  his  Nature  for- 
gave the  one,  fo  the  Excellency  of  his  Manners  reform'd 
the  other.  The  Defire  of  imitating  fo  great  a  Pattern, 
firft  wakcn'd  the  dull  and  heavy  Spirits  of  the  En^liJJt, 
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from  their  Natural  R.eferv'dnefs ;    locfen'd  them,  from 
their  ftifF  Forms  ot  Ccnveriation ;   and  made  them  eafie 
and  plyant  to  each  other  in  Difcourfe.    Thus,  infenlibly, 
our  way  of  livirg  became  more  free ;    And  the  Fire  of 
the  tnglifj  Wit,  which  was  before  ftifled  under  a  cori- 
ftrain'd  Melancholy  way  of  Breeding,  began  firfl:  to  dif- 
play  its  force;   by  nixing  the  Sohdity  of  our   Nation, 
with  the  air  and  gaiety  of  our  Neighbours.     This  being 
granted  to  be  true,  it  would  be  a  Wonder,   if  the  Poets, 
whofe  work  is  Imitation,  fhould  be  the  only  Perfons  in 
three  Kingdoms,  who  fliould  not  receive  Advantage  by 
it :  Or,  if  they  fhould  not  more  eafily  imitate  the  Wit 
and  Converfation  of  the  prefent  Age,  than  of  the  part.    ' 
Let  us  therefore  admire  the  Beauties  and  the  Heights 
of  Shake/pear,  without  falling  after  him  into  a  Carelefsneft 
and  (as  I  may  call  itj  a  Letnargy  of  Thought,  for  whote 
Scenes  together.  Let  us  imitate,  as  we  are  able,the  QuickC 
nefs  andEalinefs  of  Fletcher,  without  propofing  him  as  a 
Pattern  to  us,  either  in  the  Redundancy  of  his  Matter,  oa 
the  Incorredtnefs  of  his  Language,     Let  us  admire  his 
Wit  and  Sharpnefs  of  Conceit ;  but  let  us  at  the  fame 
time  acknowledge  that  it  was  feldom  £b  fix'd,  and  made 
proper  to  his  Character,  as  that  the  fame  things  might 
not  be  fpoken  by  any  Perfon  in  the  Play.   Let  us  applaud 
his  Scenes  of  Love ;  but,  let  us  confcfs  that  he  under- 
flood  not  either  Greatnefs  or  perfe<3:  Honour  in  the  Parts 
of  any  of  his  Women.    In  fine,  let  us  allow,  that  he  had' 
fo  much  Fancy,  as  when  he  pleas'd  he  could  write  Wit-^ 
But  that  he  wanted  fo  much  Judgment  as  feldom  to*' 
have  written    Humour;    or  defcrib'd   a  pleaSnt  Follyr 
Let   us  afcribe  to  Johnfon  the  height  and  accuracy   of 
judgment,  in  the  ordering  of  his  Plots,  his  Choice  of-^ 
Characters,  and  maintaining  what  he  had  chofen,  to  the; 
end.    But  let  us  not  think  him  a  perfedt  Pattern  of  Imi-i 
tation;  except  it  be  in  Humour;  for  Love,  which  is  thtfi 
Foundation  of  all  Comedies  in  other  Languages,  is  fcarce-S 
ly  mention'd  in  any  of  his  PJays-.'And  for  Humour  it  felf,'' 
the  Poets  of  this  Age  will  be  more  wary  than  to  imitate* 
tic  Mcanncfs  of  his  Perfoas,    Geatlemea  will  now  be 
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entertain'd  with  the  Follies  of  each  other ;  and  though 
they  allow  Cob  and  Ttb  to  fpeak  properly,  yet  they  are 
not  much  pleas'd  with  their  Tankarc  or  with  their  Rags : 
And,  furely,  their  Converfation  can  be  no  Jeft  to  them 
on  the  Theatre,  when  they  woiild  avoid  it  in  the  Street. 
To  conclude  all,  let  us  render  to  our  Predeceflbrs  what 
is  their  due,  without  confining  our  felves  to  a  fervile  Imi- 
tation of  all  they  vfnty  and,  without  afluming  to  our 
felves  the  Title  of  better  Poets,  let  lis  afcribe  to  the  Gal- 
lantry and  Civility  of  our  Age  the  Advantage  which  we 
have  above  them  5  and  to  our  Knowledge  of  the  Cuftoms 
and  Manners  of  it,  the  Happinefs  we  have  to  pleafe  be- 
yond them. 


M  A  R  R I- 
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A-LA-MODE. 


COMEDY. 

As  it  is  ASttd  at  the 

THEATER-  ROYAL, 

B    Y 

His  M  A  J  E  sty's  Servants. 


-^ulc(jHid  Jkm  ego,  quamvis 


Infra  Luciii  cenfum  ingeniumque,  tamen  me 
Cum  magnis  vixijje,  mvita  fatebitur  ujqtte 
Jmidia,  ^  fragtli  qtwens  illuiere  dentem,    / 
Ojfendttfolido.  Horat.  Serm. 


Printed  in  the  Year  MDCCXVII. 


To  the  Right  Honourable,  the 

Rarl  of  Rochester. 


My  Lord, 

Humbly  Dedicate  to  Your  Lordfhip 
that  Poem,  of  which  you  were  pleas'd 
to  appear  an  early  Patron,  before  it 
was  Aded  on  the  Stage.  I  may  yet 
go  farther,  with  your  Permiffion,and 
fay,  That  it  receiv'd  amendment  from 
your  noble  Hands,  e're  it  was  fit  to  be  prefented. 
You  may  pleafe  likewife  to  remember,  with  how 
much  favour  to  the  Author,  and  indulgence  to 
the  Play,  you  commended  it  to  the  view  of  His 
Majefty,  then  at  Windfor^  and  by  His  Approbati- 
on of  it  in  Writing,  made  way  for  its  kind  re- 
ception on  the  Theatre.  In  this  Dedication  there- 
fore, I  may  feem  to  imitate  a  Cuftom  of  the  An- 
cients, who  ofFer'd  to  their  Gods  the  Firftlings 
of  the  Flock,  .which  I  think  they  call  Fer  Sacrum^ 
becaufe  they  help'djem  to  increafe.  I  am  fure, 
if  there  be  any  thing  in  this  Play,  wherein  I  have 
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rais'd  my  felf  beyond  the  ordinary  Lownefsof  my 
Comedies,  I  ought  wholly  to  acknowledge  it  to 
the  favour,  of  being  admitted  into  Your  Lord- 
Ihip's  Converfation.    And  not  only  I,   who  pre- 
tend not  to  this  way,  but  the  bell  Comick  Wri- 
ters of  our  Age,  will  join  with  me  to  acknow- 
ledge, that  they  have  copy'd  the  Gallantries  of 
Courts,  the  Delicacy  of  Expreffion,  and  the  De- 
cencies of  Behaviour,  from  Your  Lordlhip,  with 
more  Succefs,  than  if  they  had  taken  their  Models 
from  the  Court  of  France.  But  this,  my  Lord,  will 
be  no  Wonder  to  the  World,  which  knows  the 
Excellency  of  your  Natural  Parts,  and  thofe  you 
have  acquir'd  in  a  Noble  Education.  That  which 
with  more  reafon  1  admire,  is,  that  being  fo  ab- 
folute  a  Courtier,  you  have  not  forgot,  either  the 
Ties  of  Friend fhip,  or  the  Pradice  of  Generofity. 
In  my  little  Experience  of  a  Court  (which  I  con- 
fefs  1  ddire  not  to  improve^  I  have  found  in  it 
much  of  Intereft,  and  more  of  Detradion :  Few 
Men  there  have  that  Allurance  of  a  Friend,  as 
FiOt  to  be  made  ridiculous  by  him,  when  they  are 
.abfent.    There  are  a  midling  fort  of  Courtiers^ 
who  become  happy  by  their  want  of  Wit;  but 
ihey  fupply  that  Want,  by  an  excefs  of  Malice  to 
thofe  who  have  it.    And  there  is  no  fuch  Perfe- 
cution  as  that  of  Foo!  s :  They  can  never  be  con- 
fiderable  enough  to  be  talk'd  of  thcrafelVcs ;  fo 
that  they  are  fit'e  only  in  theirObfcurity,  and  grow 
iBifchievous  to  witty  Men,  by  the  great  diligence 
of  their  Envy,  and  by  being  always  piefent  to  re- 
prefent  and  aggravate  their  Faults.    In  the  mean 
time  they  are  tbrc'd,  when  they  endeavour  to  be 
pleafant,  to  live  on  the  Off  alls  of  their  Wit,  whom 
they  decry ;  and  either  to  quote  it,  (which  they 
<io  unwillingly)   or  to  pafs  it  upon  others  for 

their 
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their  own.     Thefe  are  the  Men  who  make  it 
their  Bufinefs  to  chafe  Wit  from  the  Knowledge 
of  Princes,  left  it  Ihould  difgrace  their  Ignorance, 
And  this  kind  of  Malice  Your  Lordfhip  has  not 
fo  much  avoided,  as  furmounted.    But  if  by  the 
excellent  Temper  of  a  Royal  Matter,  always  more 
ready  to  hear  good  than  ill,  if  by  his  Inclination 
to  love  you,  if  by  your  own  Merit  and  Addrefs, 
if  by  the  Charms  of  your  Converfation,  the  Grace 
of  your  Behaviour,  your  Knowledge  of  Greatnefs 
and  Habitude  in  Courts,  you  have  been  able  to 
preferve  your  fclf  with  Honour  in  the  midft  of 
fo  dangerous  a  Courfe;  yet  at  lead  the  remem- 
brance of  thofe  Hazards  has  infpir'd  you  with 
Pity  for  other  Men,  who  being  of  an  inferior 
Wit  and  Quality  to  you,  are  yet  perfecuted,  for 
being  that  in  little,  which  your  Lordfhip  is  in 
Great,   ijf.of  the  quarrel  of  thofe  People  extends 
it  fclftp  any  thing  0f  Scnjfe;  and  if  I  may  be  fo 
vain  ^o  own  it  amongfl;  the  reft  of  the  Poets,  has 
fometimef  reach 'd  to  the  very  borders  of  it,  even 
to  me.   So  that,  if  oiir  general  good  J^ortune  had 
not  rais'd  up  your  Lordihip  to  defend  us,  I  know 
not  whether  any  thing  had  been  more  ridiculous 
in  Court,  than  Writers.    'Tis  to  Your  Lordlhip's 
Favour  we  generally  owe  our  Protedion  and  Pa- 
tronage :  And  to  the  Noblenefs  of  your  Nature, 
which  will  not  fuffer  the  leaft  ftiadow  of  your 
Wit  to  be  conjtemn'd  in  other  Men.    You  have 
been  often  pleas'd  not  only  to  excufe  my  Imper- 
fedions,  but  to  vindicate  what  was  tolerable  in 
my  Writings  from  their  Cenfures.     And  what  I 
never  can  forget,  you  have  not  only  been  careful 
of  my  Reputation,  but  of  my  Fortune.  You  have 
been  follicitous  to  fupply  my  Negled  of  my  felf; 
and  to  overcome  the  fatal  Modefty  of  Poets, 
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which  fubmits  them  to  perpetual  Wants,  rather 
than  to  beeome  Importunate  with  thofe  People, who 
have  the  Liberality  of  Kings  in  their  difpofing; 
and  who  dilhonouring  the  Bounty  of- their  Matter, 
fuffer  fuch  to  be  in  Neceflity,  who  endeavour  at 
leaft  to  pleafe  him :  And  for  whofe  Entertainment 
he  has  generoufly  provided,  if  the  Fruits  of  His 
Royal  Favour  were  not  often  ftopp'd  in  other 
Hands.  But  Your  Lordfliip  has  given  me  occaii- 
on,  not  to  complain  of  Courts,  whilft  you  are 
there.  I  have  found  the  ElFeds  of  your  Media- 
tion in  all  my  Concernments ;  and  they  were  fo 
much  the  more  noble  in  you,  becaufe  they  we^e 
wholly  voluntary.  I  became  Your  Lorfhip's  (\(\ 
may  venture  on  the  Similitude)  as  theWorld  was 
made,  without  knowing  Him  who  made  it;  and 
brought  only  a  paffive  Obedience  to  be  your  Crea- 
ture. This  Noblenefs  of  yours  I  think  my  felf 
the  rather  oblig'd  to  own,  becaufe  othe^wife  it  muft 
have  been  loft  to  all  Remembrance  :  For  you  ar-e 
endued  with  that  excellent  Quality  of  a  frank  Na- 
ture, to  forget  the  good  which  you  have  done. 

But,  my  Lord,  I  ought  to  have  confider'd,  that 
you  are  as  great  a  Judge,  as  you  are  a  Patron ; 
and  that  in  praifing  you  ill,  I  Ihall  incurr  a  higher 
Note  of  Ingratitude,  than  that  I  thought  to  have 
avoided.  I  (land  in  »eed  of  all  your  accuftom'd 
Goodnefs  for  the  Dedication  of  this  Play;  Which 
though,  perhaps,  it  be  the  beft  of  my  Cornedies, 
is  yet  fo  faulty,  that  I  fhould  have  fear'd  you  for 
my  Critick,  if  I  had  not  with  fome  Policy  giveh 
you  the  trouble  of  being  my  Proteftor.  Wit 
feems  to  have  lodg'd  it  felf  more  nobly  in  this 
Age,  than  in  any  of  the  former :  And  People  of 
my  mean  Condition,  are.  only  Writers,- becaufe 
fome  of  the  Nobility,  and  YourLordfhip  in  the 
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firfl:  place,  are  above  the  narrow  Praifes  whicR 
Poefie  could  give.  you.  But  let  thofe  who  love 
to  fee  themfelves  exceeded,  encourage  YourLord- 
Ihip  in  fo  dangerous  a  Quality :  For  my  own  part, 
I  muft  confels,  that  I  have  fo  much  of  felf-inte- " 
reft,  as  to  be  content  with  reading  fome  Papers 
of  your  Verfes,  without  dcfiring  you  fhould  pro- 
ceed to  a  Scene  or  Play :  With  the  common  Pru- 
dence of  thofe,  who  are  worftcd  in  a  Duel,  and 
declare  they  are  fatisfied  when  they  are  firft 
wounded.  Your  Lordlhip  has  but  another  ftep 
to  make,  and  from  the  Patron  of  Wit,  you  may 
become  its  Tyrant ;  and  opprefs  our  little  Repu- 
tations with  more  eafe  than  you  nowproted  them. 
But  thefe,  my  Lord,  are  Defigns,.  which  I  am 
fure  you  harbour  not ;  any  more  than  the  French 
King  is  contriving  the  Conqueft  of  the  Svjtffers, 
'Tis  a  barren  Triumph,  which  is  not  worth  your 
Pains,  and  wou'd  only  rank  him  amongft  your. 
Slaves,  who  is  already, 

My  Lord, 

Tour  Lordjhifs 

Mofl  Obedient  and 

ntoft  Faithful  Servant^ 


John  Dryden. 
PRO- 


prologue; 


LOR  D,  how  refcrm'd  and  ytlet  we  are  grovnt. 
Since  all  our  Br»ies  and  all  our  Wits  are  gone : 
'Fop-comer  now  is  free  from  Civil  War: 
White-Wig  and  Virjird  make  no  longer  Jar. 
FTancc,  and  the  Fleet,  harve  Jwept  tht  Ttwn  Jo  dear. 
That  roe  can  Act  in  peace,  and  you  cm  hear. 
"Twos  a  fad  fight,  before  they  march' d  from  home, 
Jb  fee  our  Warriours,  in  red  WafUcoxts,  come. 
With  Hair  tuck'd  up,  into  our  Ttrat^-room. 
But  'twas  more  fad  to  hear  their  lafl  Adieu, 
The  Women  fob'd,  and  fwore  they  would  be  true ; 
And  fo  they  were,  as  long  as  eer  they  cou'd: 
But  powerful  Guinea  cannot  be  withfiood. 
And  they  were  made  of  Vlay-houfe  FlefJ)  aad  Blood. 
Fate  did  their  Friends  for  double  ufe  ordain, 
In  Wars  abroad,  they  griming  Honottr  gam. 
And  Miflreffes,  for  all  that  fiay,  maintain. 
N*»  th<y  are  gone,  'tis  dead  Vacation  here. 
For  neither  Friends  nor  Enemies  appear. 
Poor  penfrve  Funk  now  peeps  e're  Flays  begin. 
Sees  the  bare  Bench,  and  dares  not  venture  in: 
But  manages  her  Ufl  Half-crown  with  care, 
And  trudges  to  the  Mall,  onfm,  for  Aii^. 
Our  City  Friends  fo  far  will  hardly  come, 
Jhe^  can  take  up  with  fUafures  marer  hotne; 
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And  fee  guy  Shows,  and  gimdy  Scenes  elfewherei 
For  rve  p'efume  they  feldom  come  to  hear. 
But  they  have  noro  ta'en  up  a  glorious  Trade, 
And  cutting  Morecraft  flruts  in  Mafquerade. 
There's  all  our  hope,  for  we  /hall  fhow  to  Bay, 
A  Majqhing  Ball,  to  recommend  our  Play  : 
Nay,  to  endear  'em  more,  and  let  'em  fee. 
We  fcom  to  come  behind  in  Courtefie, 
We'll  follow  the  new  Mode  which  they  begin, 
Ami  treat  'em  with  a  Room,  and  Couch  within : 
For  that's  one  way,  homo  e'er  the  Vlay  fall  fhort^ 
T  oblige  the  Town,  the  City,  and  the  Courts 
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Polydamas^  Ufiirper  of  Sicily.     Mr.  Winterpall. 
Leonidas.  the  Rightful  Prince,?  »*     ir       n. 
HnknoWn.        ^  ^  <^Ut.  Kynafton, 

Argaleon,  Favourite  to  Polyda-  )y^^^  j^^^^^^ 

Hermojrenes ,    Fofter-Father  to  5  ,  -     -,  .  , 

Leottdas.  <^Mt.Cartv;r,ght. 

^fa^nton.^''^"'""^  ^""^  ^°"^-|Mr./F<.;.. 
Rhodophil^  Captain  of  the  Guards.  Mr.  Mohun. 
Palamede^  a  Courtier.  Mr.  Hart. 

WOMEN. 

PW»7yr<?,  Daughter  to  theUfurper.  Mrs.  Coxe. 

Amalthea^  Sifter  to  Argaleon.  Mrs.  'James. 

Doralice^  Wife  to  Rhodophil.  Mrs.  Marpall. 

Melantha.,  an  afft  ded  Lad  y  Mr s .  Bowtell. . 

Philotis,  Woman  io  Alelantha.  yix-i.  Reeve. 

Beliza^  Woman  to  Doralice  Mrs.  Sl^de. 

Artemis,  a  Court-Lady.  Mis.  Uphill. 
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ACT     I.      SCENE    I. 

SCENE,   tf^alks  near  the  Court.. 
Enter  Doralice  and  Beliza. 

Dor  ALICE. 

^^^^  ELIZA,  bring  the  Lute  into  this  Arbour,  the 
'^Wk  Walks  are  empty :  I  would  try  the  Song  the 
Princefs  Amdlthe/n,  bad  me  learn. 

\They  go  in,  anJJing.. 

I. 

WHY  flmld  a  foolijh  Marriage  Vow 
Which  bng  ago  was  made. 
Oblige  us  to  each  other  now 
IVhen  VaJJhn  is  decaf  d  ? 
We  lovd,  and  we  lov'd,  as  long  as  we  cou'd, 

'Till  our  Love  was  lov'd  out  in  us  both : 
But  our  Marriage  is  dead,  when  the  Pleafure  isjkd: 
Twas  Pleafure  firji  made  it  an  Oath. 
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II. 

If  I  have  Tiestfures  for  a  Friendy 

And.  farther  Loze  in  flore. 
What  wrong  has  he  whofe  Joys  did  endy 

uind  who  cou'd  give  no  wore  f 

Tis  a  madnefs  that  he 

Should  6e  jealous  of  me, 

Or  that  I  Jhou'd  bar  him  of  another: 

Jflr  (dl  we  can  gaia. 

Is  to  give  our  felves  Pain, 

When  neither  can  hinder  the  other.  < 

Inter  Palamcde,  in  ridivig  HaSit,  atid  hears  tht  Song. 
Re-enter  Doralice  and  Beiiza. 

Bel.  Madam,  a  Stranger. 

Dor.  I  did  not  think  to  have  had  Witnefles  of  my  bad 
finging. 

Pala.  If  I  have  crr'd.  Madam,  I  hope  you  11  pardon  the 
Curiofity  of  a  Stranger  3  for  I  may  well  call  my  felf  fo> 
after  five  Years  abfcncc  from  the  Court :  But  you  have 
freed  me  from  one  Error. 

Dor.  What's  that,  I  befecch  you? 

Pala.  I  thought  good  Voices,  and  ill  Faces,  had  been 
infeparable;  and  that  to  be  fair  8nd  ling  well,  had  been 
only  the  privilege  of  Angels. 

Dor.  And  how  many  more  of  thefe  fine  things  can 
you  fay  to  me  ? 

Pala.  Very  few,  Madam  ;  for  if  I  /hould  continue  to 
fee  you  fome  Hours  longer,  you  look  fo  killingly,  that 
I  fhould  be  mute  with  Wonder. 

Dor.  This  will  not  give  you  the  Reputation  of  a  Wit 
with  me :  You  travelling  Mounfieurs  live  upon  the  Stock 
you  have  got  abroad,  for  the  firft  Day  or  two :  To  re- 
peat with  a  good  Memory,  and  apply  with  a  good 
Grace,  is  all  your  Wit.  And,  commonly,  your  Gullets 
are  Icw'd  up.  like  Cormorants :  When  you  have  regorg'd 
what  you  have  taken  in,  you  arc  the  leancft  things  ia 
Nature. 

Tala. 
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TaU.  Then  Madam,  I  think  you  had  beft  make  that 
ufe  of  mej  let  me  wait  on  you  for  two  or  t^hree  Days 
together,  and  you  fliall  hear  all  I  have  leai'nt  of  extraor- 
dinary, in  other  Counti-ies;  And  one  thing  which  I  ne- 
ver faw  'till  I  came  iiome,  that  is,  a  Lady  of  a  better 
Voice,  better  Face,  and  better  Wit,  than  any  I  have  feen 
abroad.  And,  after  this,  if  I  fhould  not  declare  my  felf 
moft  paflionately  in  love  with  you,  I  fliould  have  lefs 
Wit  than  yet  you  think  I  have. 

Dor.  A  very  plain,  and  pithy  Declaration.  I  fee.  Sir, 
ou  have  been  travelling  in  Spain  or  Italy,  or  fome  of  the 
ot  Countries,  where  Men  come  to  the  Point  immedi- 
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ately.  But  are  you  fure  thefe  are  not  Words  of  courfe  ? 
For  I  w^ould  not  give  my  poor  Heart  an  occafion  ot 
Complaint  againft  me,  that  I  engag'd  it  too  raflily,  and 
then  could  not  bring  it  off, 

Fala.  Your  Heart  may  truft  it  felf  with  me  fafely ;  I 
fliali  ufc  it  very  civilly  while  it  ftays,  and  never  turn  it 
away,  without  fair  warning  to  provide  for  it  feJf 

Dor.  Firft,  then,  I  do  receive  your  Paflion  with  as  lit- 
tle confideration,  on  my  part,  as  ever  you  gave  it  mc, 
on  yours.  And  now  fee  what  a  miferablc  wretch  you 
have  made  your  felf. 

Pala.  Who,  I  miferable?  Thank  you  for  that.    Giv^  i 
me  Love  enough,  and  Life  enough,  and  1  dcfie  Forinne. 

Dor.  Know  then,  thou  Man  of  vain  Imagination,  know, 
to  thy  utter  Confufion,  that  I  am  virtuous. 

Pala.  Such  another  Word,  and  I  give  up  the  Ghoft. 
Dor.  Then,  to  ftrike  you  quite  dead,  know,  that  I  am 
marry'd  too. 

Pala.  Art  thou  marry'd  j  O  thou  damnable  virtuous 
Woman  ? 

Dor.  Yes,  marry'd  to  a  Gentleman;  young,  handfome, 
rich,  valiant,  and  with  all  the  good  Qualities  that  will 
make  you  Defpair  and  hang  your  felf, 

Pala.  Well,  in  fpight  of  all  that,  I'll  love  you :  Fortune 
has  cut  us  out  for  one  another;  ior  I  am  to  be  marry'd 
within  thefe  three  Days.  Marry'd  paft  Redemption,  to  a 
young,  fair,  rich,  and  virtuous  Lady:  And,  it  Ihall  go 

hard, 
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hard,  but  I  will  love  my  Wife  as  Lttlc,  as  I  perceive  you 
do  your  Husband. 

Dor.  Remember  I  invade  no  Propriety :  My  Servant 
you  are  only  'liil  you  ave  mavry'J. 

Pala.  In  the  mean  time,  jou  are  to  forget  you  ha\  c  a 
Husband. 

Dor.  And  you,  that  you  are  to  have  a  Wife. 
Bel.  afide  to  her  Lidy.   O  Madam,  my  Lord's  juft  at  the 
end  of  the  Walks  3  and,  if  you  make  not  hafie,  will  d;fco- 
ver  you.  '     ' 
•  Dcr.  Sortie  othdr  time,  new  Servant,  we'll  talk  further 
of'the  Prerriflesj  in' the  mean  while,  break  not  my  firft 
Commandment,  that  is,  nor  to  follow  me. 
VaU.  But  where,  then,  (liall  I  find  )0U  agam? 
Dor.  At  Court.    Yours  for  two  Days,  Sir. 
TaU.  And  Nights,  I  bcfeech  you.  Madam; 

[Ex.  Doralice  and  Beliza. 
Vata.  Well,  Fll  fay  that  for  thee,  thou  art  a  very  dex- 
trous Executioner  j  thou  hall:  done  my  Bulinefs  at  one 
ftroke :  Yet  I  muft  marry  another  —  and  yet  I  mull 
love  this ;  and  if  it  lead  me  into  fome  little  Inconvenien- 
cies,  as  Jcaloufies,  and  Duels,  and  Death,  and  fo  forth ; 
yet  while  fweet  Love  is  in  the  cafe,  Fortune  do  thy 
worft,  and  avant  Mortality. 

Enter  Rhodophil,  toho  feems  Jpeaking  to  one  within. 
Rho.  Leave  'em  with  my  Lieutenant,  while  I  fetch 
nev/  Orders  from  the  King.    How  ?  FaUmeae ! 

[Sees  Palamcde. 
fah.  BJ:fodophil! 

Mho.  Who  thought  to  have  feen  you  in  Sicily  ? 
Pala.  Who  thought  to  havcf  found  the  Court   fb  far 
firom  Syracufe  ? 

Rho.  The  King  bell  knows  the  reafon  of  the  Progrelsjj 
But  anfwer  me,  I  befeech  you,  what  brought  you  homi 
from  travel  ? 

Pala.  The  commands  of  an  old  rich  Father. 
Kho.  And  the  hopes  of  burying  him  ? 
Pala.  Both  together,  as  you  fee,  have  prevail'd  on  mj 
good  Nature.    In  few  words,  my  old  Man  has  alreadji 
marry'd  me;' for  he  has  agreed  with  another  old  Ma 
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■^s  rich  and  as  covetous  as  himfelf ;  the  Articles  are 
drawn,  and  I  have  given  my  confent,  for  fear  of  being 
dif-inheritcd ;  and  yet  know  not  what  kind  of  Woman  I 
am  to  mavry. 

Rhe.  Sure  your  Father  intends  you  Ibme  very  ugly 
Wife;  and  has  a  mind  to  keep  you  in  Ignorance,  'till 
you  liave  fhot  the  Gulf. 

Pala.  I  know  not  that 5  but  obey  I  will,  and  muft. 
Rfx.  Then,  I  cannot  chufc  but  grieve  for  all  the  good 
Girls  and  Curtizans  of  France  and  Italy ;  They  have  loft 
the  raoft  kind-hearted,  doting,  prodigal,  humble  Servant, 
in  Europe. 

Tall.  All  I  could  do  in  thele  thr^c  Years,  I  ftay'd  be-  . 
hind  you,  was  to  comfort  the  poor  Creatures,  for  the  / 
lofs  of  you.    But  what's  the  reafon  that  in  all  this  time, 
a  Friend  could  never  hear  from  you  ? 

BJjo.  Alas,  dear  Palamede,  I  have  had  no  Joy  to  write, 
nor  indeed  to  do  any  thing  in  the  World  to  pleafe  me : 
The  greateft  Misfortune  imaginable  is  fain  upon  me. 
Pal^.  Prithee,  what's  the  matter  ? 
R/;(o.' In"  one  word,  I  am  marry'd;   wretchedly  mar*  1 
Ty'd  ;  and  have  been  above  thefe  two  Years.    Yes,  Fairh, ' 
the  Devil  has  had  power  over  me,  in  fpight  of  my  Vows 
and  Rcfolutions  to  the  contrary. 

Pala.  I  find  you  have  fold  your  felf  for  filthy  Lucre  5 
■(he's  old,  or  ill-condition'd. 

R^o.  No,  none  of  thele:  I'm  fure  Ihe's  young;  and, 
/for  her  Humour,  fhe  laughs,  fmgs,  and  dances  eternally  j 
and,  which  is  more,  we  neycr  tjuarrcl  about  it,  for  I  do 
the  fame,      ■.i^^■  ''•  '■  '■.'''•'■  .  •  '  '  '■^-■ 

Pala.  You're  very 'Cnfortiinatc  indeed:  Then  the  cale 
is  p'ain,  fhe  is  not  handfome. 

Rho.  A  great  Beauty  too,  as  People  fay. 
Pala.  As  People  fay  ?  Why,  you  fliould  know  that  Heft 
your  felf.  .    . 

Rho.  Ask  thofe,  who  have  frhelt  to  a  ftrong  Perfume 
two  Years  together,'  what's  the  Scent. 

Pala.  But  here  are  good  Qualities  enough  for  one  Wo- 


man. 
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Rho.  Ay,  teo  maiiy,  Palatnede,  if  I  could  put  'eta  into 
three  or  four  Women,  I  fliould  be  content. 

Pala.  O,  now  I  have  found  it,  you  diflike  her  for  no 
other  reafon,  but  becaufe  fl-e's  your  Wife. 

Rho.  And  is  not  that  enough?  Ail  that  I  know  of  her 
Pei feftions  now,  is  only  by  Memory;  I  remember,  in- 
deed, that  about  two  Years  ago  I  lov'd  hei-  paflionately ; 
but  thofe  golden  Days  ai  e  gone,  Valofftede :  Yet  I  lov'd 
her  a  whole  half  Year,  double  the  natural  Term  of  any 
Miftrcfs,  and  think  in  my  Coni'cience  I  could  have  held 
out  another  Quarter ;  but  then  the  World  began  to  laugfa 
At  rre,  and  a  certain  Shame  of  being  out  of  Fafliioa, 
feiz'd  me:  At  laft,  we  arriv'd  at  that  Point,  that  there 
was  nothing  left  in  us  to  make  us  rew  to  one  another : 
Yet  flill  I  fet  a  good  face  upon  the  matter,  and  am  in- 
finite fond  of  her  before  Company  j  but,  when  we  arc  a- 
lone,  we  walk  like  Lions  in  a  Room,  flic  one  way,  and 
I  another :  And  we  lie  with  oiir  Backs  to  each  other  fo 
far  diftant,  as  if  the  Fafliion  of  great  Beds  was  only  in- 
vented to  keep  Husband  and  Wife  fufficiently  afimder. 

PaU.  The  truth  is,  youi;  Difcafe  is  very  defperatcj 
but,  though  you  cannot  be  cur'd,  you  may  be  patch 'd  up  -a 
little ;  you  muft  get  you  a  Miftref-:,  Rhodophil :  That,  indeed, 
is  living  upon  Cordials ;  but,  as  faft  as  one  fails,  you  muft 
,  liipply  It  with  another.  You're  like  a  Gamefler,  who 
has  loft  his  Eftate;  yet,  in  doing  that,  you  have  learn\i 
the  advantages  of  Play,  and  can  airive  to  live  upon't. 

Rho.  Truth  is,  I  have  been  thinking  on't,  and  have  juft 
refoiv'd  to  take  your  Counfel  ^  and.  Faith,  coniidering 
the  danin'd  Difadvantages  of  a  marry'd  Man,  I  have  pro- 
vided well  enough,  for  a  poor  humble  Sinner,  that  is  not 
ambitious  of  great  Matters, 

Tala.  What  is  ftie,  for  a  Woman  ? 
Rhc.  One  of  the  Stars  oi  Syracufe,\  aflure  you :  Young 
enough,  fair  enough,  and,  but  for  one  Quality,  juft  fuch 
a  Woman  as  1  would  wifh. 

Tula.  O  Friend,  this  is  not  an  Age  to  be  critical  in 
Beauty:  When  we  had  good.ftore  of  handfome  Women, 
and  but  few^  Chapmen,  you  might  have  been  more  cu- 
rious in  your  Choice  i  but  now  the  Price  is  cnhanc'd  up- 
on 
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on  m>  and  all  Mankind  fet  up  for  Miftreflcs,  fb  that 
poor  little  Creatures,  without  Beauty,  Birth  or  Breeding, 
but  only  Impudence,  go  orf  at  unreafonable  Rates :  And 
a  Man,  in  thefe  hard  times,  fnaps  at  'cm,  as  he  does  at 
Broad-gold,  never  examines  the  Weight,  but  takes  light, 
or  heavy,  as  he  can  get  it. 

Rho.  But  my  Miflrefs  has  one  Fault  that's  almoft  tin- 
pardonable;  for,  being  a  Town-Lady,  without  any  rela- 
tion to  the  Court,  yet  fhe  thinks  her  icJf  undone,  if  flic 
be  not  fecn  there  three  or  four  times  a  Day,  with  the 
Princefs  Amalthect.  And  for  the  King,  fhe  haunts,  and 
watches  him  fo  narrowly  in  a  Morning,  that  fhe  pre- 
vents even  the  Chymifts,  who  befet  his  Chamber,  to 
turn  their  Mercury  into  his  Gold. 

Paid.  Yet,  hitherto,  methinks,  you  arc  no  very  un- 
happy Man. 

Rho.  With  all  this,  (he's  the  greatefl:  Goffip  in  Naturcj 
for,  befidcs  the  Court,  fhe's  the  moil  crcrnal  Villter  of 
the  Town :  And  yet  manages  her  time  fo  well,  that  flie 
feems  ubiquitary.  For  my  part,  I  can  compare  her  to  no- 
thing but  the  Sun;  for,  like  him,  flic  takes  no  reft,  nor 
cver  fets  in  one  place,  but  to  rife  in  another. 

Pdct.  I  confefs  fhe  had  need  be  handfome  with  thclc 
Qiialitics.  ;** 

Rhd.  No  liady  can  be  fb  curious  of  a  new  Fafliion,  as 
fhe  is  of  a  ncW  Fre»f^  Word;  fhe's  the  very  Mint  of  the 
Nal^n ;  and  as  faft  as  any  Bullion  comes  out  of  Francey 
Coins  it  immediately  into  our  Language. 

Pala.  And  her  Name  is . 

Rho.  No  naming;  that's  not  like  a  Cavalier:  Find  her 
if  you  can,  by  my  Defcription  j  and  I  am  not  fo  ill  a 
Fainter,  that  I  need  write  the  Name  beneath  the  Pidurc. 

Pala.  Well,  then,  how  far  have  you  proceedisd  in  your 
Love? 

Rho.  'Tis  yet  in  the  Bud,  and  what  Fruit  it  may  bear 
I  cannot  tell;  for  this  infufierabl*  Humour,  of  haunting 
the  Court,  is  fb  predominant,  that  fhe  has  hitherto  brok- 
en all  her  AlTignations  with  me,  for  fear  of  milfuig  her 
Vifits  there. 

Vol.  III.  I  p^//». 
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Pala.  That's  the  hardeft  Part  of  your  Adventure :  But, 
for  ought  I  fee,  Fortune  has  us'd  us  both  alike  j  I  have 
a  ftrange  kind  of  Miftrefs  too  in  Court,  beiidcj  her  I 
am  to  marry. 

Rho.  You  have  made  hafte  to  be  in  love  then ;  for,  if 
I  am  not  miflaken,  you  are  but  this  Day  arriv'd. 

Pala.  That's  all  one,  I  have  fecn  the  Lady  already, 
who  has  charm'd  me,  fcen  her  in  thefe  Walks,  courted 
her,  and  receiv'd,  for  the  firft  time,  an  Anfwer  that  docs 
not  put  me  into  defpair. 

To  them,  Argaleon,  Amalthea  and  Artemis. 

I'll  tell  you  at  more  Icifure  my  Adventures.  The 
Walks  fill  a-pace,  I  fee.  Stay,  is  not  that  the  young 
Lord  Argakcn,  the  King's  Favourite  ? 

Rho.  Yes,  and  as  Proud  as  ever,  as  Ambitious,  and  as 
Revengeful. 

'     Fala.  How  keeps  he  the   King's  Favour  with  thefi: 
Qualities  ? 

Rho.  Argaleon's  Father  help'd  him  to  the  Crown:  Bc- 
fidcs,  he  gilds  over  all  his  Vices  to  the  King,  and,  (land- 
ing in  the  dark  to  him,  fees  all  his  Inclinations,  Intercfls 
and  Humours,  which  he  fo  times  and  fooths,  that,  in 
cffc£t,  he  reigns. 

Vala.  His  Sifter  AmaUhea,  who,  I  guefc,  ftands  by 
him,  feems  not  to  be  of  his  Temper. 

BJjo.  O,  (he's  all  Goodnefs  and  Generofi^. 

Arga.  Rhodofhil,  the  King  expefts  you  eameftly. 

Rho.  'Tis  done,  my  Lord,  what  he  commandea:  I 
only  waited  his  Return  from  Hunting.  Shall  I  attend 
your  Lordfliip  to  him  ? 

Arga.  No}  I  go  firft  another  way.  [Exit  hA/Iily. 

Pala.  He  feems  in  hafte,  and  difcompos'd. 

Amal.  [to  Rhod.  after  ajhrt  whifper.]  Your  Friend  ? 
then  he  muft  needs  be  of  much  merit. 

Rho.  When  he  has  kifs'd  the  King's  Hand,  I  know 
he'll  beg  the  Honour  to  kifs  yours.    Come,  Palamede. 

[Exewjt 'Rhodo.  and  Pab.  bov'tng  to  Amal. 

Arte.  Madam,  you  tell  me  moft  furprifing  News. 

Amal.  The  fear  of  it,  you  fee. 
Has  difcompos'd  my  Brother  j  but  to  mc 

.-AjH 
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All  that  can  bring  my  Country  good,  is  welcome. 

Arte.  It  fecms  incredible,  that  this  old  King, 
Whom  all  the  World  thought  childlefs. 
Should  come  to  fearch  the  fartheft  Parts  of  Sicily, 
In  hope  to  find  an  Heir. 

Amal.  To  lelTcn  your  Aftonifhment,  I  will 
Unfold  fome  private  Paflages  of  State, 
Of  which  you  yet  arc  ignorant:  Know,  firft. 
That  this  Tolydamas,  who  Reigns,  unjuftly 
Gain'd  the  Crown, 

Arte.  Somewhat  of  this  I  have  confus'dly  heard. 
Amal.  I'll  tell  you  all  in  brief:  Jheagenes, 
Our  laft  great  King, 

Had,  by  his  Queen,  one  only  Son,  an  Infant 
Of  three  Years  old,  call'd,  after  him,  Jheagenes-^ 
The  General,  this  Polydamas,  then  marry'd : 
The  publick  Feafts  for  which  were  fcarcely  pafl, 
when  a  Rebellion  in  the  Heart  of  Sicily 
Call'd  out  the  King  to  Arms. 

Arte. folydamas 

Had  then  a  jufl:  Excule  to  ftay  behind. 

Amd.  His  Temper  was  too  warlike  to  accept  it : 
He  left  his  Bride,  and  the  new  Joys  of  Marriage, 
And  foUow'd  to  the  Field.    In  ihort,  they  fought. 
The  Rebels  were  o'ercorae  j  but  in  the  Fight 
The  too  bold  King  receiv'd  a  mortal  Wound. 
When  he  perceiv'd  his  End  approaching  near, 
He  call'd  the  General,  to  whole  care  he  left 
His  Widow  Qiieen,  and  Orphan  Son;  then  dy'd. 
Arte.  Then  falfc  Folydattuts  betray'd  his  T^^? 
Amal.  He  did;  and  with  my  Father's  hdHJlbr  which 
Heav'n  pardon  him,  fo  gain'd  the  Soldiers  ^^rts. 
That  in  few  Days  he  was  faluted  King : 
And  when  his  Crimes  had  Impudence  enough 
To  bear  the  Eye  of  Day, 
He  march'd  his  Army  back  to  Syracuje. 
But  fee  how  Heav'n  can  punifh  wicked  Men 
In  granting  their  Defires:  The  News  was  brought  him 
That  Day  he  was  to  enter  it,  that  Eubulus^ 
Whom  his  dead  Mailer  had  left  Governor, 

J  *  Was 
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Was  fled,  and  with  him  bore  away  the  Queen, 
And  Royal  Orphan ;  but,  what  mere  amaz-'d  him. 
His  Wife,  now  big  with  Child,  and  much  dcteHing 
Her  Husband's  PraiSices,  had  willingly 
Accompany'd  their  Flight. 

Arte.  How  I  admire  her  Virtue! 

Amd.  ■-  What  became 

Of  her,  and  them,  fince  that,  was  never  known  j 
Only,  Tome  few  Days  fince,  a  famous  Robber 
Was  taken  with  fome  Jewels  of  vaft  price. 
Which,  when  they  were  deliver'd  to  the  King, 
He  knew  had  been  his  Wife's;  with  thefe,  a  Letter, 
Mucli  torn  and  fully'd,  but  which  yet  he  knew 
To  be  her  Writing. 

Arte. Sure  from  hence  he  learn'd 

He  had  a  Son. 

Amal.  It  was  not  left  fb  plain : 

The  Paper  only  faid,  fix  dy'd  in  Child-bed : 
But  when  it  fhould  have  mention'd  Son  or  Daughter, 
Juft  there  it  was  torn  off. 

Arte. Madam,  the  King. 

To  them,  Polydamas,  Argaleon,  Guard  and  Attendants. 

Arga.  The  Robber,  though  thrice  Rack'd,  confefs'd  no 
But  that  he  took  thofe  Jewels  near  this  Place.      [more, 

Foly.  But  yet  the  Circumftances  flrongly  argue, 
Tlaat  thofe,  for  whom  I  fearch,  arc  not  far  oil. 

Arga.  I  cannot  eafily  believe  it. 

Arte.  No, 

You  would  not  have  it  fo.  l-^Jide. 

Toly.  ThofeJ  employ'd,  have  in  the  neighbouring  Ham- 
Amongft  thB^fc^JS  Cabins,  made  Difcovery  [let, 

Of  fome  yoi^grerfons,  whofe  uncommon  Beauty, 
And  graceful  Carriage,  make  it  feem  fufpicious 
They  are  not  what  they  feem ;  I  therefore  fent 
The  Captain  of  my  Guards,  this  Morning  early, 
With  Orders  to  fecure  and  bring  'cm  to  me. 
I-nter  Rhodophil  and  PaJamede. 
O  here  he  is.    Have  you  perform'd  my  Will? 

Viho.  Sir,  thofe  whom  you  coimnaaded  me  to  bring, 
Are  waiting  ia  the  Walks. 

Telj. 


Marriage  A-LA-MoDE.     ip/ 

Poly, Condudb  'em  hither, 

RjyO.  Firft,  give  me  leave 
To  beg  your  Notice  of  this  Gentleman. 

Poly.  He  frems  to  merit  it.    His  Name  and  Quality  ? 

Rho.  PaUmede,  Son  to  Lord  Ckodimas  of  Paletmo, 
And  new  return'd  from  Travel. 

[Palamede  approaches,  and  fmecls  to  kifs  the  King^s  Kmd, 

Poly.  ———You  are  welcome. 
I  knew  your  Father  well,  he  was  both  brave 
And  honeft ;  wc  two  once  were  Fellow-Soldiers 
In  the  laft  Civil  Wars. 

Pala.  I  bring  the  fame  unqueftion'd  Honefly 
And  Zeal  to  ferve  your  Majefty;  the  Courage 
You  were  pleaied  to  praife  in  him, 
Your  Royal  Prudence,  and  your  Peoples  Love, 
Will  never  give  me  leave  to  try  like  him 
In  Civil  Wars,  I  hope  it  may  in  Foreign. 

Poh.  Attend  the  Court,  and  it  fhall  1^  my  Care 
To  find  out  fbme  Employment,  worthy  you. 
Go,  Rhodoph'd,  and  bring  in  thole  without. 

[Exennt  Rho.  and  Piia, 
Rhodophil  returns  again  immediately,  and  -with  him  enter 

Hermogenes,  Leonidas  md  Palmyra. 
Behold  two  Miracles ! 

[Looking  earnefihon  Leon,  (md  Pahnyva, 
Of  different  Scxc^,  but  of  equal  Form: 
So  matchlefs  both,  that  my  divid^  Soul 
Can  fcarcely  ask  the  Gods  a  Son  or  Daughter, 
For  fear  of  loiing  one.    If  from  your  Hands, 
You  Powers,  I  fhall  this  Day  receive  a  Daughter, 
Argaleon,  fl-.e  is  yours;  but,  if  a  Son, 
Then  Amalthea's  Lore  fhall  make  him  happy. 

Arra.  Grant,  Hcav'n,  this  admirable  Nymph  may  prove 
That  IfTue  which  he  feeks. 

Anal.  Venus  Urania,  if  thou  art  a  Goddefs, 
Grant  that  fweet  Youth  may  prove  the  Prince  of  Sicily. 

Poly.  Tell  me,  old  Man,  and  tell  me  true,  from  when ,  c 

[To  Herm. 
Had  you  that  Youth  and  Maid  ? 

Her.  From  whence  you  had 

Your  Scepter,  Sir;  1  had  'em  from  the  Gods. 
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Foly.  The  Gods  then  have  not  fuch  another  Gift. 
Say  who  their  Parents  were. 

Herm.  My  Wife,  and  I. 

Arga.  It  is  not  likely,  a  Virgin  of  fo  excellent  a  Beauty 
Should  come  from  fuch  a  Stock. 

Amal.  Much'lefs,  that  fuch  a  Youth,  Co  fweet,  fb  graceful, 
Should  be  proJuc'd  from  Peafants. 

Her.  why,  Nature  is  the  fame  in  Villages, 
And  much  more  fit  to  form  a  noble  IfTue 
Where  it  is  leaft  corrupted. 

Poly.  He  talks  too  like  a  Man  that  knew  the  World,- 
To  have  been  lone  a  Peafant.    But  the  Rack 
Will  teach  him  otlier  Language.    Hence  with  him. 

[As  the  Guard  are  carrying  him  away,  his  Peruke  falls  off. 
Sure  I  have  fecn  that  Face  before.    Hermogenes ! 
'Tis  he,  'tis  he  who  fled  away  with  Eui>ulHt , 
And  with  my  dear  Endo.xia. 

Her,  Yes,  Sir,  I  am  Hermogenes. 
And,  if  to  have  been  Loyal  be  a  Crime, 
I  Hand  prcpar'd  to  fuffer. 

P^y.  If  thou  would'ft  live,  fpeak  quickly, 
W'-hat  is  become  of  my  Eudoxia  ! 
Where  is  the  Queen  and  young  Theagenesf 
Where  'EMbiilnsl  and  which  of  thefc  is  mine? 

^         [Pointing  to  Leon,  and  Palm, 

Her.  Eudoxia  is  dejS  fo  is  the  Qiieen. 
The  infant  King  her-zSon,  and  EubHlus. 

Poly.  Traitor,  'tis  falfe :  Produce  'cm,  or 

jler. Once  more 

1  tell  you,  they  are  dead ;  but  leave  to  threaten, 
For  you  fhall  know  no  further. 

Poly.  Then  prove  indulgent  to  my  Hopes,  and  be 
My  Friend  for  ever.     Tell  me,  good  Hermogenes, 
Wnofe  Son  is  that  brave  Youth? 

Her. Sir,  he  is  yours. 

Poly.  Fool  that  I  am,  thou  fec'ft  that  fo  I  wifli  it. 
And  io  thou  fiatter'ft  me. 

^fCT-,  iBy  all  that's  Holy. 

Po/y.  Again.    Thou  canft  not  fwcar  too  deeply. 
Yet  hold,  I  will  believe  thee; Yet  I  doubt. 
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Her.  You  need  not.  Sir. 

^rga.  Believe  him  not ;  he  fees  you  credulous, 
And  would  impofe  his  own  bafe  Iffue  on  you. 
And  fix  it  to  your  Crown. 

AmaL  Behold  his  goodly  Shape  and  Feature,  Sir, 
Wcthinks  he  much  refembles  you. 

Arga.  I  fay,  if  you  have  any  Iflue  here. 
It  muft  be  that  fair  Creature 3 
By  all  my  Hopes  I  think  fo. 

Amd.  Yes,  Brother,  I  believe  you  by  your  Hope?, 
For  they  are  all  fcr  her. 


j>oU  ' C^  the  Youth  nearer. 

Her.  Leonidas,uic 


j.1^, .  ^.^,».,-,.,  uJie  King  would  fpeak  with  you. 

Toly.  Come  near,  and  be  not  dazled  with  the  Splendor, 
And  Greatnefs  of  a  Court. 

Leon.  I  need  not  this  Incouragement. 
I  can  fear  nothing  but  the  Gods. 
And  for  this  Glory,  after  I  have  feen 
The  Canopy  of  State  fpread  wide  above 
In  the  Abyis  of  Heav'n,  the  Court  of  Stars, 
The  blufhing  Morning,  and  the  rifing  Sun, 
"What  greater  can  I  fee  ? 

?oly.  This  fpeaks  thee  born  a  Prince,  thou  art  thy  felf 

[Embracing  him. 
That  rifing  Sun,  and  (halt  not  fee  on  Earth, 

A  brighter  than  thy  felf. AH  of  you  Witncfs, 

That  for  my  Son  I  here  receive  this  Youth, 

This  brave,  this <  but  I  mull  not  praife  him  further, 

Becaufe  he  now  is  mine.  •* 

Leon.  I  wo'not    Sir,  believe  [Kmel'mg, 

That  I  am  made  your  Sport  j 
For  I  find  nothing  in  my  felf,  but  what 
Is  much  above  a  Scorn;  I  dare  give  Credit 
To  whatfoe'er  a  King,  like  you,  can  teil  me. 
Erthcr  I  am,  or  will  defcrve  to  be  your  Son. 

Arga.  I  yet  maintain  it  is  impoflible 
This  young  Man  fhould  be"yours  j  for,  if  he  were, 
"Why  flliould  Herrmgenes  fo  long  conceal  him, 
"When  h^  might  gain  fo  much  by  his  Difcovery  ? 

I  4  -Hff, 
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Her.  I  ftay'd  a  while  to  make  him  worthy,  Sir, - 
Of  you.  '[TotkeKing. 

But  in  that  time  I  found 

.Somewhat  within  him,  which  fb  mov'd  my  Love, 
I  never  could  refblve  to  part  with  him. 

Leon.  You  a?k  too  many  Qucftions,  and  are  [To  Arga. 
Too  Sawcy  for  a  Subjeft. 

•^^a.  You  rather  over-a<fi  your  Part,  and  are 
Too  fbon  a  Prince. 

Lcm.  Too  fbon  you'll  find  me  one. 

Po!y.  Enough,  ^rgaleeti; 
I  have  declar'd  him  mincj  and  you,  LeomdfUt 
Iavc  well  with  him  I  love.  ^ 

^g».  Sir,  if  he  be  your  Son,  I  may  have  leave 
To  think  your  Queen  had  Twins;  look  on  this  Virgin j 
Herrmgenes'VfonXA  envioufly  deprive  you 
Of  half  your  Treafurc. 

Her. Sir,  (he  is  my  Daughter. 

I  could,  perhaps,  thus  aided  by  this  Lord, 
Prefer  her  to  be  your*^  but  Truth  forbid 
I  fhould  procure  her  Greatnefs  by  a  Lie. 

Foly.  Come  hither,  beauteous  Maid :  Are  you  not  fbrry 
Your  Father  will  not  let  you  pafs  for  mine  ? 

fahn.  I  am  content  to  be  what  Heav'n  has  made  me. 

Voly.  Could  you  not  wifh  your  felf  a  Princefs  then? 

Fdlm.  Not  to  be  Sifter  to  Leonidas. 

Toly.  Why,  njy  fweet  Maid  ? 

Tdlm.  Indeed  I  cnnnot  tcllj 

But  I  could  be  content  to  be  his  Handmaid. 

uirgit.  I  wifh  f  had  not  fecn  her.  \_Ajide. 

V.dm.  I  muft  weep  for  your  good  Fortune;  [To Leon. 
Pray  pardon  me,  indeed  I  cannot  help  it. 
LeontJas,  (alas,  I  had  forgot, 
Kow  I  muft  call  you  Prince)  but  muft  I  leave  you  ? 

Leon.  I  dare  not  fpeak  to  her;  for  if  I  fhould,    [Ajtd*. 
I  nuft  weep  too. 

Vo!y.  No,  you  ftiall  Jive  at  Court,  fweet  Innocence, 
And  fee  h'm  there.    Hermogenes, 
Though  yoa  intended  not  to  make  me  happy,  - 
Yet  you  ilial]  be  rewarded  for  th'  Event. 

Come, 
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Come,  my  Leonidas,  let's  thank  the  Godsj 
Thou  for  a  Father,  I  for  fuch  a  Son. 

[Exeunt  all  but  Leonidas  and  Palmyra. 

Leon.  My  dear  Vabn^ra,  many  Eyes  obferve  me, 
And  I  have  Thoughts  fo  tender,  that  I  cannot 
In  publick  fpeak  'em.  to  you :  Some  Hours  hence 
I  fiiall  fliake  off  thefe  Crowds  of  fawning  Courtiers, 
And  then [Exit  Leon.' 

Palm.  Fly  fwift,  you  Hours,  you  meafure  Time  for 
'Till  you  bring  back  Leonidas  again.  [me  in  vain, 

Bs  fhorter  now;  and  to  redeem  that  Wrong, 
When  he  and  I  are  met,  be  twice  as  long.  [Exit. 


ACT    II.    S  C  E  N  E    f. 

Melantha  and  Philotis. 

Vhil.  f^  Ount  Rhodophii's  a  fine  Gentleman  indeed,  Ma- 
V_v  damj  and  I  think  deferves  your  Affeftion. 

Mel.  Let  me  die  but  he's  a  fine  Man,  he  fings,  and 
dances  en  Francois,  and  writes  the  Billets  donx  to  a  Mi- 
racle. 

Thil.  And  thofe  are  no  fmall  Talents,  to  a  Lady  tli;ic 
underfiands,  and  values  the  French  Air,  as  your  Ladyfhip 
does. 

Mel.  How  charming  is  the  French  Air!  and  what  an 
Etourdy  bete  is  one  of  our  '.m^ravel'd  Iflanders!  when  he 
would  make  his  Cor.vt  to  me.  Ice  mc  die,  but  he  is  jud 
JEfop's  Afs,  that  would  imitate  the  courtly  French  in  his 
Addrefles;  but,  in  cr.d  of  thole,  comes  pawing  upon  me, 
and  doing  all  things  Co  mal  n  drciily. 

Phil.  "Tis  great  pity  Khodophih  a'marry'd  Man,  that  you. 
rnay  not  have  an  honourable  Intrigue  with  him. 

Mel.  Intrigue,  Vhilotis !  that's  an  old  Phrale;  I  have  laid 
that  word  by :  Amour  founds  better.  But  thoU  art  Heir 
to  all  my  caft  Words,  as  thou  art  to  my  old  Wardrobe. 
Oh  Count  Rhodophil  /  Ah  mon  cher !  I  could  live  and  die 
with  him. 

I  5-  later 
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Enter  Palamedc  and  a  Servant. 

Ser.  Sir,  this  is  my  Lady. 

Tala.  Then  this  is  fhe  that  is  to  be  Divine,  and  Nymph, 
and  Goddefs,  and  with  whom  I  am  to  be  defperately  in 
love.  [Bows  to  her,  delivering  a  Letter.]  This  Letter,  Ma^ 
dam,  which  I  prefent  you  from  your  Father,  has  given 
me  both  the  happy  Opportunity,  and  the  Boldnefs,  to 
kifs  the  faired  Hands  in  Sicily. 

Mel.  Came  you  btely  from-  Palermo,  Sk  ? 

Pala.  But  Yefterday,  Madam. 

Mel.  [Reading  the  Letter.]  Daughter,  receive  the  Bearer 
of  this  Letter,  as  a  Gentleman  whom  I  have  chofen  to  make 
you  happy ;  (O  Venus,  a  new  Servant  fent  me !  and  let  me 
die  but  he  has  the  Air  of  a  gallant  Homme)  his  F.tther  is 
the  rich  Lord  Cloodemus,  our  Neighbour:  I /uppofe  you'll 
find  nothing  difagreeahle  in  his  Verfin  or  his  Corner fe  5  both 
which  he  has  improved  by  Travel.  The  Treaty  is  already  con- 
cluded, and  I  jl^all  be  in  Torm  within  theje  three  Days ;  ft 
that  you  have  nothiag  to  do,  but  to  obey  your  careful  Fa- 
ther. 

\To  Tala.']  Sir,  my  Father,  for  whom  I  have  a  blind 
Obedience,  has  commanded  me  to  receive  your  Paflio- 
nate  AddrefTes ;  but  you  muft  alfo  give  me  leave  to  a- 
vow,  that  I  cannot  merit  'em,  from  fo  accomplifli'd  jl 
Gaval.'er. 

Pala.  I  want  many  things  Madam,  to  render  me  ac- 
complilh'd  j  and  the  firft  and  greatcft  of  'em,  is  your 
Favour. 

Mel.  Let  me  die,  Philetis,  but  this  is  extreamly  French  j 

but  yet  Count  Rhodophil A  Gentleman,  Sir,  that 

underftands  the  Grand  mond  fo  well,  who  has  haunted 
the  bcft  Converfations,  and  who  (in  fhort)  has  voyag'd, 
may  pretend  to  the  good  Graces  of  a  Lady. 

Pda.  [Afide.]'  Hey  day  !  Grand  mood!  Converfation ! 
voyag'd!  and  good  Graces!  I  find  my  MLftrcfs  is  one  of 
thole  that  run  mad  in  new  French  Words. 

Mei.  I  fuppofe,  Sir,  you  have*  made  the  Tottr  of  France  i 
and.  having  iecn  all  tlit's  fiac  there,  wiU  make  a  conil- 

dcrabie 
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derable  Reformation  in  the  rudcnefs  of  our  Court :  For, 
let  mc  die,  but  an  unfafhion'd,  untraveli'd,  mecr  Sicilian, 
is  a  Bete  j  and  has  nothing  in  the  World  of  an  honete 
Homme. 

Fala.  I  muft  confefs,  Madam,  that 

Mel.  And  what  new  Minouets  have  you  brought  over 
with  you !  their  Minotiets  are  to  a  Miracle !  and  our  Sici- 
lian Jiggs  arc  fo  dull  and  fad  to  'em ! 

Titla.  For  Minouets,  Madam 

Mel.  And  what  new  Plays  are  there  in  vogue?  And 
who  danc'd  beft  in  fne  laft  ^rand  Ballet  ?  Come,  fwcct 
Servant,  you  fhall  tell  me  all. 

?aU.  [Afsde.']  Tell  her  all?  Why,  fie  asks  all,  and  will 

hear  nothing To  anfwer  in  order.  Madam,  to  yoar 

Deftiands 

Mel.  I  am  thinking  what  a  happy  Couple  we  fhal!  be! 
for  you  fliallkeep  up  your  Correfpondence  abroad,  and  eve- 
ry thing  that's  new  writ,  in  France,  and  fine,  I  mean  all 
that's  delicate,  and  bien  tourm,  we  will  have  firft. 

Fala.  But,  Madam,  our  Fortune 

Mel.  I  underftand  you,  Sir^  you'll  leave  that  to  me: 
For  the  mcnnage  of  a  Family,  1  know  it  better  than  any 
Lady  in  Sicily. 

Fala.  Alas,  Madam,  wc^ 

Mel.  Then,  we  will  never  make  Vlilts  together,  nor 
fee  a  Play,  but  always  apart;  you  (hali  be  eveiy  Day  at 
the  King's  Levc,  and  I  at  the  Queen's;  and  we  will  ne- 
ver meet,  but  in  the  Drawing-room. 

Fhil.  Madam,  the  new  Prince  is  jufl:  pafs'd  by  the  end 
of  the  Walk. 

Mel.  The  new  Prince,  fay'ft  thou?  Adieu,  dear  Ser- 
vant; I  have  not  made  my  court  to  him  thefe  two  long 
Hours.    O,  'tis  the  fweeteft  Prince!  fo  obligeant,  charm-f 

ant,  raviflant,  that Well,  I'll  make  hiftc  to  kifs  h  s 

Hands;  and  then  make  half  a  Score  Vifits  more,  and  le 
with  you  again  in  a  twinkling.   \_Exii,  running  with  Phil. 

Fala.  iSolfi!.']  Now  Hcav'n,  of  thy  Mercy,  blefs  n\e, 
fiora  this  Tongue;  it  may  keep  the  Field  againft  a  whyle 
Army  of  Lawyers,  and  that  in  their  own  Langi:ai;e, 
Frenclf  Gibberifli.    Tis  true,  in  the  day-time,  'tis  toTe- 

rabkj-. 
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rable,  when  a  Man  has  Field-room  to  run  from  it  j  but, 
to  be  fhut  up  in  a  Bed  with  her,  like  two  Cocks  in  a 
Pit;  Humanity  cannot  fupport  it:  I  muft  kifs  all  Night, 
in  my  own  Defence,  and  hold  her  down,  like  a  Boy  at 
Cuffs,  and  give  her  the  rifing  Blow  every  time  flie  be- 
gins to  fpeak. 

Inter  Rhodophil. 
But  here  comes  Rhodothil.  Tis  pretty  odd  that  my  Mi- 
Hrefs  f!-;ould  ib  much  refemble  his :  The  fame  News- 
monger, the  iamepafflonatc  Lover  ofaCcu't,  the  fame — 
But  Baftd,  fince  I  mull  marry  hc^l'll  fay  nothing,  be- 
Ci'ufc  he  fhall  not  laugh  at  my  Misfortune. 

BJ.o.  Well,  VaUmede,  how  go  the  Affairs  of  Love? 
You've  fcen  your  Miftrefs  ? 

Vain.  I  have  lb.  , 

Bho.  And  how,  and  how?  has  the  old  Cupid,  your  Fa- 
ther, chofen  w^cll  for  you  ?  is  he  a  good  ^^"oodman ! 

fain.  She's  much  handfomer  than  I  could  have  ima- 
gin'd:  In  fhort,  I  love  her,  and  will  marry  her. 

Bho.  Then  you  are  quite  ^  from  your  other  Miftrefs  ? 

Fala.  You  are  miftaken,  I  intend  to  love  'em  both,  as 

a  reafonable  Man  ought  to  do.    For,  iince  all  Women 

have  their  Faults,  and  Imperfe<flions,  'tis  fit  that  one  of 

'em  Ihould  help  out  t'other. 

Rho.  This  were  a  blefled  Dodbine,  indeed,  if  our  Wives 
would  hear  it;  but,  they're  their  own  Enemies:  If  they 
would  fuffer  us  but  now  and  then  to  make  E.xcurfions, 
the  benefit  of  our  Variety  would  be  theirs;  inftead  of 
one  continu'd,  lazy,  tir'd  Love,  they  would,  in  their 
Turns,  have  twenty  vigorous,  frcfh,and  aftive  Lovers. 

Vala,  And  I  would  ask  any  of  'em,  whether  a  poor 
narrow  Biook,  half  dry  the  bcft  part  of  the  Year,  and 
running  over  one  way,  be  to  be  compar'dto  a  lufty  Stream, 
that  has  Ebbs  and  Flows  ? 

BJio.  Ay ;  or  is  half  fb  profitable  for  Navigation  ? 

Enter  Doralice,  walking  by,  and  reading. 
Tala.  Ods  my  lAic,  Rhodophil,  will  you  keep  my  Coun- 
fel? 

£««?.  Yes :  Where's  the  Seaet  ? 
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fala.  There  'tis:  [Shevping  Doralice.]  I  may  tell  you, 
as  my  Friend,  f:bjlgillo,  8cc.  this  is  that  very  numerical 
Lady,  with  whom  I  am  in  love. 

Rho.  By  all  that's  virtuous,  my  Wife!  {.-^fi^'- 

Fala.  You  look  ftrangcly :  How  do  you  like  her  ?  Is 
{he  not  very  handlbme  ? 

Rho.  Sure  he  abu£*s  me.  [j^Jule.']  Why  the  Devil  do 
you  ask  my  Judgment?  [To  him. 

Falit.  You  aie  fo  dogged  now,  you  think  no  Man's  Mi- 
ftrefs  handibme,  but  your  own.  Come,  you  (hall  hear 
her  talk  tco;  fiie  has' Wit,  I  afiTure  you. 

Rho.  This  is  too  much,  Tdamede.  [Going  back. 

Fala.  Prethec  do  not  hang  back  fo:  Of  an  old  try'd 
Lover,  thou  art  the  mofl;  bafliful  Fellow ! 

i[PMlling  him  fonoml. 

Dor.  Were  you  fo  near,  and  would  not  fpeak,  dear 
Husband  ?  [Looking  up. 

Fala.  Husband,  quoth  a!  I  have  cut  out  a  fine  piece  of 
Work  for  my  felf  [^/^'i^f. 

R/:  0.  Pray,  Spoufe,  how  long  have  you  been  acquaint- 
ed with  this  Gentleman  ? 

Dor.  Who,  I  acquainted  with  this  Stranger?  To  my 
beft  Knowledge,  I  never  faw  him  before. 

Enter  Melantha,  at  the  other  end. 

Tala.  Thanks,  Fortune,  thou  hall  help'd  me.       [^/ide. 

Rho.  Palametie,  this  muft  aat;  pais  lb :  I  muft  know 
your  Miftrefs  a  little  ftetter.     >  f 

Fala.  It  Ihall  be  your  own  fault  elfc.  Come,  I'll  in- 
troduce you. 

Rho.  Introduce  me!  where? 

[Feinting  to  Melantha,  who  fveiftly  pajfes  over  the  Stftge. 

Tala.  There.    To  my  Miftrefs. 

Rho.  Who?  Melantha'.  O  Heav'ns,  I  did  not  lee  her. 

FoIa.  But  I  did:  I  am.  an  Eagle  where  I  lovcj  I  have 
fcen  her  this  half  Hour. 

Dor.  [AfiJe.']  I  find  he  has  Wit,  he  has  got  off  fo  rea- 
dily j  but  it  would  anger  me,  if  he  Ihould  love  Melantha. 

Rho.  [Afide^  Now  I  could  e'en  wifh  it  were  my 
Wife  he  lov'd :  I  find  he's  to  be  marry'd  to  my  Miftrefs. 

Fala.  Shall  I  run  after,  ajid  fetch  her  back  again,  to 
prcfent  you  to  her  ?  Bh: 
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Rko.  No,  you  need  notj  I  have  the  Honour  to  have 
fome  frnall  Acquaintance  with  her. 

Fal/t.  l^Ajide.]  O  Jupiter !  what  a  Blockhead  was  I  not 
to  find  it  out!  my  Wife  that  muft  be,  is  his  Miftrefs.  I 
did  a  little  fufpe<St  it  before;  well,  I  muft  marry  her, 
becaufe  (he's  handfome,  and  becaufc  I  hate  to  be  dif-in- 
herited  for  a  younger  Brother,  which  I  am  fure  I  (hall 
be  if  I  diibbey;  and  yet  I  muft  keep  in  with  Rhodophil, 

becaufe  I  love  his  Wife.' [To  Rhodo.]   I  muft 

defirc  you  to  make  my  Excufe  to  your  Lady,  if  I  have 
been  fo  unfortunate  to  caufe  any  Miftakcj  and,  withall, 
to  beg  the  Honour  of  being  known  to  her, 

Rhe.  O,  that's  but  reafon.  Hark  you,  Spoufe,  pray 
look  upon  this  Gentleman  as  my  Friend ;  whom,  to  my 
knowledge,  you  have  never  feen  before  this  Hour. 

Dor.  Vm  fo  obedient  a  Wife,  Sir,  that  my  Husband's 
Commands  ftiall  ever  be  a  Law  to  mc. 
Inter  Melantha  again,  hajiily,  tmd  runs  to  embrnct  Doralicc. 

lid.  O,  my  dear,  I  was  juft  going  to  pay  my  Devoirs 
to  you;  I  had  not  time  this  Morning,  for  making  my 
Court  to  the  King,  and  our  new  Prince.  Well,  never 
Nation  was  fo  happy,  and  all  that,  in  a  young  Prince  $ 
and  he's  the  kindeft  Perfon  in  the  World  to  me,  let  me 
die,  if  he  is  not. 

T>or.  He  has  been  bred  up  far  from  Court,  and  there- 
fore   %•' 

Md.  That  imports  noft  Tho'  helias  not  feen  the  Gr/wi/ 
mmd,  and  all  that,  let  me  die  but  he  has  the  Air  of  the 
Court,  moft  abfolutely. 

Vtdn.  But  yet.  Madam,  he 

Mel.  O,  Servant,  you  can  teftifie  that  I  am  in  his  good 
Graces.     Well,  I  cannot  ftay  long  with  you,  becaufe  I 

have  promis'd  him  this  Afternoon  to- But  hark  you, 

my  dear,  I'll  tell  you  a  Secret.'  \Whifperi  to  Doralice. 

Bho.  The  Devil's  in  me,  tliat  I  muft  love  tliis  Woman. 

\Afide. 

ToIa.  The  Devil's  in  me,  that  I  muft  marry  this  Wo- 
man. [Afide. 

Mel.  raijittg  h^r  Voice,  So  the  PritKC  and  I But  yoa 

mull  make  a  Scaet  of  this,  my  dear,  for  I  wouJd  not 
'  ~      —"        "  "  for 
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for  the  World  your  Husband  fliouU  hear  it,  or  my  Ty- 
rant, there,  that  muft  be. 

Pala.  Well,  fair  Impertinent,  your  Whifpcr  is  not  lofl:, 
we  hear  you.  [^Aji^e. 

Dor.  I  underhand  then,  that— — — 
Mel.  I'll  tell  you,  my  dear,  the  Prince  took  me  by  the 
Hand,  and  prefs'd  it  a  U  derohbet,  becaufe  the  King  was 
near,  made  the  doux  yeux  to  me,  and,  in  fuitte,  faid  a 
thouftnd  Gallantries,  or  let  me  die,  my  dear. 

Dor.  Then  I  am  fure  you • 

Mel.  You  are  miftaken,  my  dear. 
Dor.  What,  before  I  fpeak? 

Mel,  But  I  know  your  meaning;  you  think,  my  dear, 
that  I  afium'd  fomething  oi  fierte  into  my  Countenance, 
to  rebute  him;  but,  quite  contrary,  I  regarded  him,  I 
know  not  how  to  exprefs  it  in  our  dull  Sicilian  Lan- 
guage, d'un  ayr  enjottue;  and  faid  nothing  but  ad  autrty 
«d  autre,  and  that  it  was  all  grimace,  and  would  not  pais 
upon  me. 

Enter  Artemis :  Melantha  j^«  her,  and  runs  away  from 
Doralice. 
[To  Artemis.]  My  dear,  I  muft  beg  your  Pardon,  I  was 
juft  making  a  loofe  from  Doralice,  to  pay  my  Refpe<5ls 
to  you :  Let  me  die,  if  I  ever  pafs  time  fo  agreeably  as 
in  your  Company,  and  if  I  would  leave  it  for  any  Lady's 
in  Sicily, 

uirie.  The  Princefs  Amalthea  is  coming  this  way. 

Enter  Amalthea:  Melantha  runs  to  her. 
Mel.  O  dear  Madam !  I  have  been  at  your  Lodgings, 
in  my  new  Galeche,  fo  often,  to  tell  you  of  a  new  ui- 
mour,  betwixt  two  Perfons  whom  you  would  little  fuf- 
peft  for  it;  that,  let  me  die,  if  one  of  my  Coach-horfes 
be  not  dead,  and  another  quite  tir'd,  and  funk  under  the 
fatigue. 

Amal.  O,  Melantha,  I  can  tdl  you  News,  the  Prince 
is  coming  this  way. 

Mel.  The  Prince,  O  fweet  Prince!  He  and  I  arc  to — 

and  I  forgot  it.  Your  Pardon,  fweet  Madam,  for 

my  abruptnefs.    Adieu,  my  Dears.    Servant,  Rhodophil; 

Scirmt,  Servant,  Servant  all.  -  "        [Exit  rmmng. 

"  "  Amal, 
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uintsl.  BJiodophil,  a  Word  with  you  \Whifperx- 

Dor.  to  Tula.  Why  do  you  not  follow  your  Miftrefs, 

tala.  Follow  her  ?  Why,  at  this  rate  Ihe'li  be  at  the 
Indies  vv  ith'n  this  half  Hour, 

Dor.  However  if  you  can't  follow  her  all  Day,  you'll 
meet  her  at  Night,  I, hope? 

TaU.  But  can  you,  in  Charity,  fuffer  me  to  le  fb  mor- 
tify'd,  without  affording  me  Ibme  Relief?  If  it  be  but 
to  punifh  that  fign  of  a  Husband  there;  that  lazy  Matri- 
mony, that  dull  infipid  Tafte,  who  leaves  fuch  delicious 
Tare  at  home,  to  dine  abroad,  on  Worfe  Meat,  and  to 
pay  dear  for't  into  the  Bargain. 

Dor.  Ail  this  is  in  vain :  Aflure  your  fclf,  I  will  never 
admit  of  any  Vilit  from  you  in  private. 

Bala.  That  is  to  tell  me,  in  other  words,  my  Condi- 
tion is  delperate. 

Dor.  I  think  you  in  fb  ill  a  Condition,  that  I  am  re^ 
fblved  to  pray  fcr  you,  this  very  Evening,  in  the  dole 
Walk,  behind  the  Terras ;  for  that's  a  private  place,  and 
there  I  am  fure  no  Body  will  diilurb  my  Devotions. 
And  fo,  Good-night,  Sir.  {Exit. 

Fala.  This  is  the  neweft  way  of  making  an  Appoint- 
ment, I  ever  heard  of:  Let  Women  alone  to  contrive 
the  Means  j  I  find  we  rre  but  Dunces  to  'cm.  Well,  I 
will  not  be  fo  propliane  a  Wretch  as  to  interrupt  her 
Devotions ;  but  to  mckc  'em  more  cffedlual,  I'll  down 
upon  my  Knees,  and  endeavour  to  join  my  own  with 
'em.  [Exit. 

Amal.  to  Rl;oJophil.  I  know  already  tlwy  do  not  love 
each  other;  and  tliat  my  Brother  ads  but  a  fbrc'd  Obe- 
dience to  the  King's  Commands ;  ib  that  if  a  Quarrel 
Ihould  arife  betwixt  the  Prince  and  him,  I  were  moft 
miferable  on  bcth  fides. 

Rho.  There  fhali  be  nothing  wanting  in  me.  Madam, 
to  prevent  fo  lad  u  Cuiucquence. 

Enter  the  King  and  Leonidas;  the  Kin^  ■mifpers  Amalthea. 
[7b  himfelf.]  I  begin  to  iiate  this  PaLimede,  becaufe  he  is 
to  marry  my  Miltiefs :  Yet  b-eak  with  him  I  dare  not, 
for  fear  of  being  quite  excluded   from  her  Company. 

'Tis. 
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'Tis  a  hard  cafe  when  a  Man  muft  go  by  his  Rival  to 
his  Miftrefs :  But  'tis  at  worft  but  ufing  him  like  a  pair 
of  heavy  Boots  in  a  dirty  Journey  ■■,  after  I  have  foul'd 
him  all  Day,  I'll  throw  him  off  at  Night.  [Exi(. 

Atnal.  to  the  King.  Tliis  Honour  is  too  great  for  me 
to  hope. 

Toly.  You  fhall  this  Hour  have  the  aflTurance  of  it. 
Leonidas,  come  hither;  you  have  heard, 
I  doubt  not,  that  the  Father  of  this  Princefi 
Was  ray  mofl  faithful  Friend,  while  I  was  yet 
A  private  Man ;  and  when  I  did  afliime 
This  Crown,  he  ferv'd  me  in  that  high  Attempt. 
You  fee,  then,  to  what  Gratitude  obliges  me } 
Make  your  Addreffes  to  her. 

Leon.  Sir,  I  am  yet  too  young  to  be  a  Courtier  j 
I  fhould  too  much  betray  my  Ignorance, 
And  want  of  breeding,  to  fo  fair  a  Lady. 

Amah  Your  Language  fpeaks  you  not  bred  up  in  De- 
But  in  the  foftnefs  of  fome  Ajim  Court,  [fart^ 

Where  Luxury  and  Eafe  invent  kind  Words, 
To  cozen  tender  Virgins  of  their  Hearts. 

Po/y.  You  need  not  doubt 
But  in  what  Words  foe'er  a  Prince  can  offer 
His  Crown  and  Perfon,  they  will  be  received. 
You  know  my  Pleafure,  and  you  know  your  Duty, 

Leon.  Yes,  Sir,  I  fhall  obey,  in  what  I  can. 

Toly.  In  what  you  can,  LeonUas  i  Confider, 
He's  both  your  King,  and  Father,  who  commands  you. 
Beildcs,  what  is  there  hard  in  my  Injunction  ? 

Leon.  'Tis  hard  to  have  my  Inclination  forc'd. 
I  would  not  marry.  Sir ;  and,  when  I  do, 
I  hope  you'll  give  me  freedom  in  my  Choice. 

Toly.  View  well  this  Lady, 
Whofe  Mind  as  much  tranfcends  her  beauteous  Face, 
As  that  excels  all  others. 

Amal.  My  Beauty,  as  it  ne'er  could  merit  Love, 
So  ncitJier  can  it  beg :  And,  Sir,  you  may 
Believe  that,  what  the  King  has  ofifer'd  you, 
I  fhould  refufe,  did  I  not  value  more 
Your  Perlbn  than  your  Crown. 

Le»». 
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Leon.  .  Think  it  not  Pride,  * 

Or  my  new  Forttmes  fwell  me  to  contemn  you ; 
Think  lefs,  that  I  want  Eyes  to  fee  your  Beauty  ■■, 
And  leaft  of  all  think  Duty  wanting  in  me 

T'obey  a  Father's  Will:  But- 

Voly. But  what,  Leonidas  I 

For  I  muft  know  your  Reafon  j  and  be  furc 
It  be  convincing  too. 

Letn. Sir,  ask  the  Stars, 

Which  have  imposd  Love  on  us,  like  a  Fate, 
Why  Minds  are  bent  to  one,  and  fly  another  ? 
Ask  why  all  Beauties  cannot  move  all  Hearts  ? 
For  though  there  may 
Be  made  a  Rule  for  Colour,  or  for  Feature  j 
There  can  be  none  for  Liking. 

Poly.  Leonidas;  you  owe  me  more 
Than  to  oppofe  your  Liking  to  my  Pleafure. 

Leon,  I  owe  you  all  things,  Sir  i  but  fomething  too 
I  owe  my  felf. 

Toly.  You  {hall  difpute  no  morej  I  am  a  King, 
And  I  will  be  obey'd. 

Leon.  You  are  a  King,  Sir  j  but  you  arc  no  God; 
Or  if  you  were,  you  could  not  force  my  Will. 

Toly.  But  you  are  juft,  ye  Gods;  O  you  arc  juft,  {/0Je, 
In  puniftiing  the  Crimes  of  my  Rebellion 
With  a  rebellious  Son ! 
Yet  I  can  punifh  him,  as  you  de  me. 
Leonidas,  there  is  no  jcfting  with 
My  Will :  I  ne'er  had  done  fo  much  to  gain 
A  Crown,  but  to  be  abfokite  in  all  things. 

.Amal.  O,  Sir,  be  not  fo  much  a  King,  as  to 
Forget  you  are  a  Father:  Soft  Indulgence 
Becomes  that  Name.    Tho'  Nature  gives  you  Pow'r, 
To  bind  his  Duty,  'tis  with  filken  Bonds : 
Command  him,  then,  as  you  command  your  feif  ^ 
He  is  as  much  a  part  of  you,  as  are 
Your  Appetite,  and  Will,  and  thoft  you  force  not, 
But  gently  bend,  and  make  'em  pliant  to  your  Rcafbn. 

Poly.  It  may  be  I  have  us'd  too  rough  a  way ; 
Forgive  me,  my  Leonidas ;  1  know 
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I  lie  as  open  to  the  Gufts  of  Paflion, 
As  the  bare  Shore  to  every  beating  Surge : 
I  will  not  force  thee,  now ;  but  I  intreat  thee, 
Abfolve  a  Father's  Vow,  to  this  fair  Virgin : 
A  Vow,  which  hopes  of  having  fuch  a  Son 
Firft  caus'd. 

Leoa.  Show  not  my  Difobedience  by  your  Pray'rs, 
For  I  muft  ftill  deny  you,  though  I  now 
Appear  more  guilty  to  my  fe}f,^than  you: 
I  have  fome  Reafons,  which  I  cannot  utter. 
That  force  my  Difobedience ,  yet  I  mourn 
To  Death,  that  the  firft  thing  you  e'er  injoin'd  mc, 
Should  be  that  only  one  Command  in  Nature 
Which  I  could  not  obey. 

Poly.  I  did  defcend  too  much  below  my  felf. 
When  I  intreated  him.  Hence,  to  thy  Deiart, 
Thou'rt  not  my  Son,  or  art  not  fit  to  be, 

.dmal.  Great  Sir,  I  humbly  beg  you,  make  not  me 

[Kneeling. 

The  Caufe  of  your  Difpleaflire.    I  abfolve 
Your  Vow :  far,  far  from  me,  be  fuch  Defigns ; 
So  wretched  a  Defire  of  being  great, 
By  making  him  unhappy.    You  may  fee 
Something  fo  noble  in  the  Prince's  Nature, 
As  grieves  him  more  not  to  obey,  than  you 
That  you  are  not  obey'd. 

Po/y. Then  for  your  fake, 

I'll  give  him  one  Day  longer,  to  confider 
Not  to  deny;  for  my  Reiolves  are  firm 
As  Fate,  that  cannot  change.        [Exemt  King  and  Amal. 

Leon.  And  fo  are  mine. 

This  beauteous  Princefs,  charming  as  fhe  is. 
Could  never  make  me  happy :  I  muft  firft 
Be  falie  to  my  Palmyra,  and  then  wretched. 
But,  then^  a  Father's  Anger ! . 
Suppofe  he  fhould  recede  from  his  own  Vow, 
He  never  would  permit  me  to  keep  mine. 

Enter  Palmyra;  hv gdkon  following  her,  a  littlq  dfter . 
See,  fhe  appears! 
Til  think  no  more  of  any  thing,  but  her. 

'  ^  Yet 
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Yet  I  have  one  Hour  good  cVe  I  am  wretched. 
But,  Oh!  Argaleon  follows  her!  fo  Night 
Treads  on  the  Foot-fteps  of  a  Winter's  Sun, 
And  ftalks  all  black  behind  him. 

Talm. O  Leomd/ts, 

(For  I  muft  call  you  ftill  by  that  dear  Name) 
Free  me  from  thjs  bad  Man. 

Leo/i.  I  hope  he  dares  not  be  injurious  to  you. 

•^rga.  I  rather  was  Injurious  to  my  felf. 
Than  her. 

Leon.  That  muft  be  judg'd  when  I  hear  what  you  faid. 

Arga.  I  think  you  need  not  give  your  fclf  that  trouble: 
It  conccrn'd  us  alone. 

Leon.  You  anfwer  fawcily,  and  indirc£tly : 
"What  Intercft  can  you  pretend  in  her? 

Arga.  It  may  be,  Sir,  I  made  her  fomc  Exprcflions 
Which  I  would  not  repeat,  becaufe  they  were 
Below  my  Rank,  to  one  of  hers. 

Leon.  What  did  he  fay,  Taimyr. i  f 

Valtn.  I'll  tell  you  all :  Firft,  he  began,  to  look. 
And  then  he  figh'd,  and  then  he  look'd  again ; 
At  iaft,  he  faid  my  Eyes  wounded  his  Heart : 
And,  after  that,  he  talk'd  of  Flames  and  Fires ; 
And  fuch  ftrange  Words,  that  I  believ'd  he  conjur'd. 

Leon.  O  my  Heart!  Leave  me,  Argdeon. 

Arga,  Come,  fwect  Palmyra, 
I  will  inftiud:  you  better  in  my  Meaning: 
You  fee  he  would  be  Private. 

Leon.  Go  your  fclf. 

And  leave  her  here. 

Arga.  ——Alas,  (he's  Ignorant, 
And  is  not  fit  to  entertain  a  Prinrc. 

Leon.  Firft  leani  what's  fit  for  you ;  that's  to  obey. 

Arga.  I  know  my  Duty  is  to  wait  on  you. 
A  great  King's  Son,  like  you,  ought  to  forget 
Such  mean  Converfc. 

Leon.  • What?  a  difputing  Subjeft? 

Hence;  or  my  Sword  fliall  do  me  juftice  on  thee. 

Arga.  Yet  I  may  find  a  Time  [Giing. 

Leon^ 
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Leon. What's  that  you  mutter,  [Going  after  him. 

To  find  a  Time  ? 

Arga.  — To  M'^ait  on  you  again . 

(Softly.)  In  the  mean  while  I'll  watch  you. 

[Exit,  a^d  watches  during  the  Scene. 

Leon.  How  precious  are  the  Hours  of  Love  in  Courts ! 
In  Cottages,  where  Love  has  all  the  Day, 
Full,  and  at  eafe,  he  throws  it  half  away. 
Time  gives  timfelf,  and  is  not  vaJu'd,  there; 
But  fells,  at  mighty  Rates,  each  Minute,  here. 
There,  he  is  lazy,  uncmploy'd,  and  flow; 
Here,  he's  nioie  fwift;  and  yet  has  more  to  do. 
So  many  of  his  Hours  in  publick^  move, 
That  few  are  left  for  Privacy  and  Love. 

Valm.  The  Sun,  mcthinks,  fliines  faint  and  dimly,  here ; 
Light  is  not  half  ib  long,  nor  half  fo  clear : 
But,  Oh!  w^hcn  every  Day  was  yours  and  mine. 
How  eai'ly  up !  what  hafte  he  made  to  fhine ! 

Leon.  Such  golden  Days  no  Prince  muft  hope  to  fee; 
Whofe  ev'ry  Subjeci  is  more  blcfsM  than  he. 

Falm.  Do  you  remember,  when  their  Tasks  were  done, 
How  all  the  Youth  did  to  our  Cottage  run  ? 
While  Winter-winds  were  whiftling  loud  without. 
Our  chearful  Hearth  was  circled  round  about: 
With  ftrokes  in  Afhes  Maids  their  Lovers  drew; 
And  ftill  you  fell  to  me,  and  I  to  you. 

Leon.  When  Love  did  of  my  Heart  pofTefnon  take, 
I  was  fo  young,  my  Soul  was  icarce  awake : 
I  cannot  tell  when  hrft  I  thought  you  fair; 
But  fuck'd  in  Love,  infcnfibly  as  Air. 

Valm.  I  know  too  well  when  firft  my  Love  began. 
When,  at  our  Wake,  you  for  the  Chaplct  ran : 
Then  I  was  made  the  Lady  of  the  May, 
And,  with  the  Garland,  at  the  Goal  did  ftay: 
Still,  as  you  ran,  I  kept  you  full  in  view; 
I  hop'd,  and  wifli'd,  and  ran,  methought,  for  you. 
As  you  came  near,  I  haftily  did  rile. 
And  flrctch'd  my  Arm  out-right,  that  held  the  Prize. 
The  Cuftom  was  to  kifs  whom  I  fhould  crown : 
You  kneel'd ;  and,  in  my  Lap,  your  Head  laid  down. 
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I  blufh'd,  and  blufli'd,  and  did  the  Kifs  delay : 
At  laft,  my  Subje£ts  foic'd  me  to  obey ; 
But,  when  I  gave  the  Ciown,  and  then  the  Kifs, 
I  fcarcc  had  breath  to  fay,  Take  that and  this. 

Leon.  1  felt,  the  while,  a  pleafing  Kind  of  Smart ; 
The.Kifs  went,  tingling,  to^my  very  Heart. 
"When  it  was  gone,  the  Senfe  of  it  did  ftay;  7 

The  Sweetnelscling'd  upon  my  Lips  all  Day,  ^ 

Like  Drops  of  Honey,  loath  to  fall  away.  ^ 

Falm.  Life,  like  a  Prodigal,  gave  all  his  Store 
To  my  firft  Youth,  and  now  can  give  no  more. 
You  are  a  Prince  i  and,  in  that  high  Degree, 
No  longer  muft  Converfe  with  humble  me. 

Leon.  'Twas  to  my  Lofs  the  Gods  that  Title  gavcj 
A  Tyrant's  Sen  is  doubly  born  a  Slave : 
He  gives  a  Crown  •,  but,  to  prevent  my  Life 
From  being  happy,  loads  it  with  a  Wife. 

Tdm.  Speak  quickly;  what  have  you  rcfolv'd  to  do? 

Leon.  To  keep  my  Faith  inviolate  to  you. 
He  threatens  me  with  Exile,  and  with  Slume, 
To  lofe  my  Birth-right,  and  a  Prince's  Namej 
But  there's  a  Bleffing  which  he  did  not  mean. 
To  fend  me  back  to  Love  and  you  again. 

Palm.  Why  was  not  I  a  Princefs  for  your  fake-? 
But  Heav'n  no  more  fuch  Miracles  can  make: 
And,  fince  that  cannot,  this  muft  never  bej 
You  fhall  not  lofe  a  Crown  for  love  of  me. 
Live  Happy,  and  a  nobler  Choice  purfuej 
I  ftiall  complain  of  Fatej  but  not  of  you. 

Leon.  Can  you  fo  eafily  without  me  live? 
Or  could  you  take  the  Counfel  which  you  give? 
Were  you  a  Princefs,  would  you  not  be  true? 

Palm.  I  would ;  but  cannot  merit  it  from  you. 

Leon.  Did  you  not  merit,  as  you  do,  rnj  Hearty 
Love  gives  Efteem ;  and  then  it  gives  Defert. 
But  if  I  bafely  could  forget  my  Vow, 
Poor  helplefs  Innocence,  what  would  you  do  ? 

Palm.  In  Woods,  and  Plains,  where  firft  my  Love  began, 
There  would  I  live,  retir'd  from  feithlefs  Man: 

I'd 
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I'd  fit  all  Day  within  fome  lonely  Shade, 
Or  that  clofc  Arbour  which  your  Hands  have  made : 
Fd  fearch  the  Groves,  and  ev'ry  Tree,  to  find 
Where  you  had  carv'd  our  Names  upon  the  Rind : 
Your  Hook,  your  Scrip,  all  that  was  yours,  I'd  keep. 
And  lay  'em  by  me  when  I  went  to  fleep. 
Thus  would  I  live:  And  Maidens,  when  I  die. 
Upon  my  Heaife  white  True-love-knots  fhould  tie: 
And  thus  my  Tomb  fhould  be  inforib'd  above. 
Here  the  for  fa  ken  Virgin  r  efts  from  Loze, 

Lecn.  Think  not  that  Time  or  Fate  (hall  e'er  divide 
Thofe  Hearts,  which  Love  and  mutual  Vows  have  ty'd : 
But  we  muil  parti  farewel,  my  Love, 

^alm.  -. -Till  when? 

Leon.  Till  the  next  Age  of  Hours  we  meet  again. 

Mean  time- we  may 

When  near  each  other  we  in  publick  ftand. 
Contrive  to  catch  a  Look,  or  fteal  a  Hand : 
Fancy  will  every  Touch  and  Glance  improvcj 
And  draw  the  mofl  fpirituous  Parts  of  Love. 
Our  Souls  fit  clofe,  and  filently  within  j 
And  their  own  Web  from  their  own  Entrails  fpin. 
'  And  when  Eyes  meet  far  off,  our  Senfe  is  fijch,     *  ''Hi 
That,  Spider-like,  we  feel  the  tender'Il  Touch.    [Exeunt 


ACT    III.    SCENE    I. 

E»fer  Rhodophil,  meeting  Doralice  and  Artemis. 
Rhodophil  and  Doralice  embrace. 

R/w.\  yf  Y  own  dear  Heart;  ^ 

iVl  Dor:  My  own  true  Love !  [5"^^  7?^r/;  ^^Jt.]Ihad 
forgot  my  felf  to  be  fo  kind ;  indeed,  I  am  very  angry 
with  you,  dear;  you  are  come  home  an  Hour  after  you 
appointed :  If  you  had  ftaid  a  Minute  longer,  I  was  juft 
confidering,  whether  I  fhould  ftab,  hang,  or  drown  my 
^^^f*  [Embracing  him. 

Rk0. 
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Rho.  Nothing  but  the  King's  Bullnefs  could  have  hin- 
dered me;  and  I  was  lb  vext.that  I  was  juft  laying  down 
my  CommiiVion,  rather  then  have  faiJ'd  my  Dear. 

[Kijfes  her  Hp.nd. 
Arte.  Why,  this  is  Love  as  it  fliould  be,  betwixt  Man 
and  Wife :  Such  another  Couple  would  bring  Marriage 
into  Fafhion  again.  But  is  it  always  thus  betwixt  you? 
Kho.  Always  thus !  this  is  nothing.  -I  tell  you  there  is 
not  luch  a  Pair  of  Turtles  in  all  Sicily ;  there  is  fuch  an 
eternal  Cooing  and  Kifling  betwixt  us,  that  indeed  it  is 
fcandalous  before  civ  1  Company. 

Dor.  Well,  if  I  had  imagin'd,  I  fhould  have  been  this 
fond  Fool,  I  would  never  have  marry'd  the  Man  I  lov'd : 
I  marry'd  to  be  Happy ;  and  have  made  my  felf  Mifera- 
ble,  by  Over-loving.  Nay,  and  no  v  my  Cafe  is  defpe- 
rate;  for  I  have  been  maiiy'd  above  thefe  two  Years, 
and  find  my  felf  e\c:y  Day  worfe  and  worfe  in  love  : 
Nothing  but  Madnefs  can  tie  the  End  on't. 

Arte.  Doat  on,  to  the  Extremity,  and  you  are  happy. 
Dor.  He  defeives  fo  infinitely  much,  that,   the  Truth 
is,  there  can  be  no  doating  in  the  matter;  but  to  love 
vj^L  1  confefs,  is  a  Work  thit  pays  it  felf:  'Tis  telling 
C4R,  and  after  taking  it  for  one's  Pains. 

iJio.  By  that  I  iTiouJd  be  a  very  covetous  Perfon ;  for 
I  am  ever  pulling  out  my  Mony,  and  putting  it  into  my 
Pocket  again. 

Dor.  O  dear  RhoJophill 

FJm).  O  fweet  Doralice  I  [Ewbrncinj  each  other. 

Arte.  \Aftde^  Nay,  I  am  refolv'd,  I'll  never  interrupt 
Lovers:  I'll  leave  'em  as  happy  as  I  found  'em. 

[Steals  (may, 
Kho.  What,  is  ftie  gone  ?  [tooking  up. 

Dor.  Yes;  and  without  taking  leave.  .^^m 

'Rho.  Then  theft's  enough  for  this  time.  ^  iH 

[Parting  from  her. 
Dor.  Yes,  fure,  the  Scene's  done,  I  take  it. 

[They  walk  contrary  -ways  on  the  Stage;  he,   vith  his 
Hands  in  his  Pocket,  whijlling:   She,  finging  a  dull 
melancholly  Tune. 
TSJio.  Pox  o'your  dull  Tune,  a  Man  can't  think  for  you. 

Dor. 
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Dor.  Vox  o'your  damn'dWhiftling;  you  can  neither  be 
Company  to  me  your  fclf,  nor  leave  me  to  the  FrcedorA 
of  my  own  Fancy. 

Rko.  Well,  thou  art  the  moft  provoking  Wife ! 
Dor,  Well,  thou  art  the  dulleft  Husband,  thou  art  never 
to  be  provok'd. 

Rho.  I  was  never  thought  dull,  till  I  marry'd  thee ; 
and  now  thou  haft  made  an  old  Knife  of  me,  thou  haft 
whetted  me  fo  long,  till  I  have  no  Edge  left. 

Dor.  I  fee  you  are  in  the  Husband's  Fafliion ;  you  re- 
ferve  all  your  good  Humours  for  your  MiftrcfTes,  and 
keep  your  111  for  your  Wives. 

Rho.  Prcthee  leave  me  to  my  own  Cogitations ;  I  am. 
thinking  over  all  my  Sins,  to  find  for  which  of  them  it 
was  I  marry'd  thee. 

Dor.  Whatever  your  Sin  was,  mine's  the  Puninimcnt. 

BM.  My  Comfort  is,  thou  art  not  immortal;  and 
when  that  blclTed,  that  divine  Day  comes,  of  thy  Depar- 
ture, I'm  refolv'd  I'll  make  one  Holy-day  more  in  the 
Almanack,  for  thy  fake. 

Dor.  Ay,  you  haid  need  make  a  Holy-day  for  me,  for 
I  am  fure  you  have  made  me  a  Martyr. 

Rho.  Then,  fetting  my  vi<9-orious  Foot  upon  thy 
Head,  in  the  firft  Hour  of  thy  Silence,  (that  is,  the  firft ' 
Hour  thou  art  dead,  for  I  dcfpair  of  it  before)  I  will 
fwear  by  thy  Ghoft,  an  Oath  as  terrible  to  me,  as  Styx 
is  to  the  Gods,  never  more  to  be  in  danger  of  the  Banei 
of  Matrimony. 

Dor.  And  I  am  refolv'd  to  marry  the  very  fame  Day 
thou  dy'ft,  if  it  be  but  to  Ihow  how  little  I'm  concem'd 
for  thee. 

BJio.  Prethce,  Doralice,  why  do  we  quarrel  thus  a- 
days  ?  ha  ?  this  is  but  a  kind  of  Heathenifti  Life,  and  does 
not  anfwer  the  Ends  of  Marriage.  If  I  have  err'd,  pro- 
pound what  reafonable  Atonement  may  be  made,  before 
we  fleep,  and  I  fhall  not  be  Rciradory :  But  withal  con- 
fider,  I  have  been  marry'd  thefe  three  Years,  and  be  not 
too  Tyrannical. 

Dor.  What  fhould  you  talk  of  a  Peace  a-bed,  when 
you  can  give  no  Security  for  Performance  of  Articles? 

Voi,.  UI.  K  Rh, 
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Rho.  Then,  fince  we  muft  live  together,  and  both  of 
us  ftand  upon  our  Terms,  as  to  matter  of  dying  firft.  Jet 
us  make  our  fclvcs  as  merry  as  we  can  with  our  MiA 
-fortunes.  Why  there's  the  Devil  on't!  if  thou  couldfl: 
make  my  Enjoying  thee  but  a  little  lefs  eafie,  or  a  little 
more  unlawful,  thou  fhouldft  fee,  what  a  Termagant 
Lover  I  would  prove.  I  have  taken  fuch  Pains  to  enjoy 
thee,  Dcralice.  that  I  have  fancy'd  thee  all  the  fine  Wo- 
men in  the  Town,  to  help  me  out.  But  now  there's 
none  left  for  mc  to  think  on,  my  Imagination  is  quite 
}aded.  Thou  art  a  Wife,  and  thou  wilt  be  a  Wife,  and 
I  can  make  thee  another  no  longer.  [Exit  Rho. 

Dor.  Well,  fince  thou  art  a  Husband,  and  wilt  be  a 
Husband,  I'll  try  if  I  can  find  out  another!  'Tis  a  pretty 
time  we  Women  have  on't,  to  be  made  Widows,  while 
we  are  marry 'd.  Our  Husbands  think  it  reafonable  to 
•complain,  that  we  are  the  iame,  and  the  fame  to  them, 
when  we  have  more  reafon  to  complain,  that  they 
are  not  the  fanie  to  us.  Becaufethey  cannot  feed  on  one 
Difli,  therefore  we  muft  be  ftarv'd.  'Tis  enough  that 
they  have  a  fufficient  Ordinary  provided,  and  a  Table  rea- 
dy fpread  for  'em :  If  they  cannot  fall  too  and  eat  hear- 
tily, the  Fault  is  theirs  j  and  'tis  pity,  methinks,  that 
lthe  good  Creature  fhould  be  loft,  when  many  a  poor  Sin- 
ner would  be  glad  on't. 

Enter  Melantha  anJ  Artemis  to  her. 
Mel.  Dear,  my  dear,  pity  me  ;  I  am  fo  chagrin  to 
Day,  and  have  had  the  moft  fignal  Affront  at  Court !  I 
went  this  Afternoon  to  do  my  Devoir  to  Princefs  .timsl- 
shea,  found  her,  convers'd  with  her,  and  help'd  to  make 
her  Court  fomc  half  an  Hour ;  after  which,  fhe  went  to 
take  the  Air,  chofe  out  two  Ladies  to  go  with  her,  that 
came  ip  after  me,  and  left  me  moft  barbarouily  behind 
her. 

jl*te.  You  are  the  Icfs  to  be  pity'd,  Melaatha,  becauft  ■ 
you  fubjcft  your  felf  to  thefc  Af&onts,  by  coming  per- 
petually to  Court,  where  you  have  no  Buiineis  nor  Em- 
ployment. 

Mel.  I  declare,  I  had  rather  of  the  two,  be  raiU/J, 
nay,  md  trainee  at  Courtr-tlxaa  be  Deify 'd  in  the  Town : 

For, 


^ 
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For,  affuredly,    nothing  can  be  Co  ridicnle,    as  a  mccr 
Town- Lady. 

Dor.  Efpecially  at  Court.  How  I  have  feen  'cm  crowd 
and  fweat  in  the  Drawing-room,  on  a  Holiday-night !  For 
that's  their  time  to  fwarm,  and  invade  the  Prefence.  O* 
how  they  catch  at  a  Bow,  or  any  little  Salute  from  a 
Courtier,  to  make  fhow  of  their  Acquaintance!  and  ra- 
■  thcr  than  be  thought  to  be  quite  unknown,  they  court'lie 
to  one  another ;  but  they  take  true  Pains  to  come  near 
the  Circle,  and  prefs  and  peep  upon  the  Princefs,  to 
write  Letters  into  the  Country  how  (he  was  drefs'd 
while  the  Ladies  that  ftand  about  make  their  Court  ta 
her  with  abusing  them. 

Arte.  Thefc  are  fad  Truths,  Melmtha ;  and  therefore  I 
would  e'en  advife  you  to  quit  the  Court,  and  live  either 
wholly  in  the  Town ;  or,  if  you  like  not  that,  in  tlie 
Country. 

Dor.  In  the  Country!  nay,  that's  to  fall  beneath  tha 
Town;  for  they  live  there  upon  our  Offals  here:  Their 
Entertainment  of  Wit,  is  only  the  Remembrance  of  what 
they  had  when  they  were  lall:  in  Town ;  they  live  this 
Year  upon  the  laft  Year's  Knowledge,  as  their  Cattcl  do 
all  Night,  by  chewing  the  Cud  of  wliat  they  eat  in  the 
Afternoon. 

Mel.  And  they  tell,  for  News,  fuch  unlikely  Stories ; 
a  Letter  from  one  of  us  is^ch  a  Prefent  to  'em,  that 
the  poor  Souls  wairfor  the'Carriers-day  with  fuch  De- 
votion, that  they  cannot  flcep  the  Night  before, 

Arte.  No  more  than  I  can,  the  Night  before  I  am  to 
go  a  Journey. 

Dor.  Or  I,  before  I  am  to  try  on  a  new  Gown. 

Mel.  A  Song  that's  flale  here,  will  be  new  there  a 
Twelve-month  hence;  and  if  a  Man  of  the  Town  by 
chance  come  amongft  'cm,  he's  reverenced  for  teaching 
'em  the  Tune.  " 

Dor.  A  Friend  of  mine,  who  makes  Songs  fomctimcs 
came  lately  out  of  the  Weft,  and  vow'd  he  was  fo  put  out 
of  Count'nance  with  a  Song  of  his;  for  at  the  firft  Coun- 
try-Gentleman's be  vifited,  he  faw  three  Tailors  crofs- 
K  z  legg'i 
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Icgg'd  upon  the  Table  in  the  Hall,  who  were  tearing  out 
as  loud  as  ever  they  could  fing, 

^         ■  After  the  Titngs  of  a  defperate  Lover,  &c. 

and  all  that  Day  he  heard  nothing  elfe,  but  the  Daugh- 
ters of  the  Houfe,  and  the  Maids,  humming  it  over  in 
every  Corner,  and  the  Father  whiftling  it.  * 

Arte.  Indeed  1  have  obferv'd  of  my  felf,  that  when  I 
am  out  of  Town  but  a  Fortnight,  I  am  fb  humble,  that 
I  would  receive  a  Letter  from  my  Tailor  or  Mercer  for 
a  Favour. 

Mel.  When  I  have  been  at  Grafs  in  the  Summer,  and 
am  new  come  up  again,  methinks  I'm  to  be  turn'd  into 
ridicule  by  all  that  fee  mej  but  when  I  have  been  once 
or  twice  at  Court,  I  b:gin  to  value  my  felf  again,  and 
to  defpife  my  Country  Acquaintance. 

Arte.  There  are  Places  where  ali  People  may  be  ador'd, 
and  we  ought  to  know  our  felves  fb  well  as  to  chufe 
them. 

Dar.  That's  very  true;  your  little  Courtier's  Wife, 
who  fpeaks  to  the  King  but  once  a  Month,  need  but  go 
to  a  Town  Lady  j  and  there  fhe  may  vapour,  and  cry, 
The  King  and  I,  at  every  word.  Your  Town  Lady, 
who  is  laugh'd  at  in  the  Circle,  takes  her  Coach  into 
the  City,  and  there  (he's  ralljiyour  Honour,  and  has  a 
Banquet  from  the  Merchant*jFWife,  whom  flie  laughs  at 
for  her  Kindnefs,  And,  as  for  my  finical  Cit,  ihc  re- 
moves but  to  her  Country  Houfe,  and  there  infults  over 
the  Country  Gentlewoman  that  never  comes  up  j  who 
treats  her  with  Furmity  and  Cuftard,  and  opens  her  dear 
Bottle  of  Miraiilis  befide,  for  a  Jill-glaTs  of  it  at  parting. 

jb-te.  At  laft,  I  fee,  we  fhall  leave  Melaatha  where  we 
found  her ;  for,  by  your  Defcription  of  the  Town  and 
Country,  they  are  become  more  dreadful  to  her,  than 
the  Court,  wnere  fhe  was  affronted.  But  you  forget  we 
arc  to  wait  on  the  Princefs  Amalthea.  Come,  Dormice, 
Dor.  Farewel,  Melantha. 
Mel.  Adieu,  my  Dear. 

Arte. 
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Arte.  You  are  out  of  Charity  with  her,  and  therefore 
I  fliall  not  give  your  Service. 

Mel.  Do  not  omit  it,  I  befeech  you  j  for  I  have  fuch 
a  tender  for  the  Court,  that  I  love  it  ev'n  from  the 
Drawing-room  to  the  Lobby,  and  can  never  be  rebutet 
by  any  ufage.  But,  hark  you,  my  Dears,  one  thing  I 
had  forgot  of  great  Concernment. 

Dor.  Qiiickly  then,  we  are  in  hafte. 

Mel.  Do  not  call  it  my  Service,  that's  too  vulgar ;  but 
do  my  batfe  mains  to  the  'Pxmctk-  AmaltheHi  that  is  Sftri'. 
tuelle  ! 

Dor.  To  do  you  Service  then,  we  wiD  prendre  the  G»- 
rojfe  to:  Court,  and  do  your  Baife  mains  to  the  Princeis 
Amalthea,  in  your  Phrale  Spirituelle. 

[Exeunt  Artemis  and  Doralice, 
Enter  Phvlotis,  with  a  Paper  in  her  Hand. 

Mel.  O,  are  you  there.  Minion?  And,  well,  are  not 
you  a  moft  precious  Damfel,  to  retard  all  my  Vifits  for 
want  of  Language,  when  you  know  you  are  paid  lb 
well  for  furnifhing  me  with  new  Words  for  my  daily 
Converfation  ?  Let  me  die,  if  I  have  not  run  the  rifque 
already,  to  ipeak  like  one  of  the  vulgar ;  and  if  I  have 
one  Phrafc  left  in  all  my  Store  that  is  not  thread-bare  <^ 
lA^,  and  fit  for  nothing  but  to  be  thrown  to  Peafants. 

Phil.  Indeed,  Madam,  I  have  been  very  diligent  in  my 
Vocation  J  but  you  have  fo  drain'd  all  the  French  Plays 
and  Romances,  that  they  are  not  able  t»  fupply  you  with 
Words  for  your  daily  Expence. 

Mel.  Drain'd  ?  What  a  Word's  there !  Zfuisee,  you  Sot 
you.    Come,  produce  your  Morning's  Work, 

Phil.  'Tis  here.  Madam.  [Sho-vt  the  Paper. 

Mel.  O,  my  Venus  I  fourteen  or  fifteen  Worcs  t»  f(.r  '■ 
me  a  whole  Day!  Let  me  die,  at  this  rate  I  cmot  laft 
'till  Night,  Come,  read  your  Works ;  Twenty  to  one 
half  of  'em  will  not  pafs  Mufter  neither, 

Phil.  Sottifes.  [Reads, 

Mel.  Settifes:  bon.  -Thafs  an  excellent  Word  to  begin 
withall:  As  for  Example  j  he,  or  {he  fai4  a  thoufand  Sot- 
tifes to  me.    Proccqd. 
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Phil.  Figure :  As  what  a  figure  of  a  Man  is  there ! 
Kaive,  and  Naivete. 

Mel.  Naive  I  as  how  ? 

Thil.  Speaking  of  a  thing  that  was  naturally  faid ;  it 
was  fo  Naive:  Or  fuch  an  innocent  piece  of  Simplicitj' ; 
'twas  fuch  a  Nuivete. 

Mel.  Truce  with  your  Interpretations :  Make  hafte. 

Tbil.  Foiile,  Cha^in,  Grimace,  Emburrajfe,  DottOU  tn- 
ttndre,  Equivoque,  Eclaircijfement,  Snitte,  Bezeue,  Facirtt 
imchant.  Coup  d'etourdy,  and  Ridicule. 

Mel.  Hold,  hold;  how  did  they  begin? 

fhU.  They  began  at  Sonifes,  and  ended  en  Ridicule. 

Mil.  Now  give  me  your  Paper  in  my  Hand,  and  hold 
you  my  Glafs,  while  I  pradiile  my  Poflures  for  the  Day. 
[Melantha  laughs  in  the  GUji.]  How  does  that  Laugh  be- 
come my  Face? 

Fhil.  Sovereingly  well,  Madam. 

-  Mel.  Sovereignly .'  Let  me  die,  that's  not  aniift.  That 
word  flail  not  be  yours ;  I'll  invcnr  it,  and  bring  it  up 
rny  ielf :  Mv  new  Point  Gorget  fliall  be  yours  upon't : 
Not  a  word  of  the  Word,  I  charge  you. 

Phil.  I  am  dumb,  Mad«m. 

2^kl.  That  Glance,  how  futes  it  with  my  Face  ? 

[Looking  in  the  Glafs  again. 

Phil.  'Tis  fb  lattguijfant. 

Mel.  Languijfant !  that  word  fliall  be  mine  too,  and  my 
laft  Indian  Gown  thine  for't.    That  Sigh  ?      [Looks  again. 

Phil.  'Twill  make  many  a  Man  fign.  Madam.  'Tis  a 
meer  iKcemiiary. 

Mel.  Take  my  Guimp  Petticoat  for  that  Truth.  If 
thou  haft  more  of  tliefe  Phrafcs,  let  me  die  but  I  could 
give  away  all  my  Wardrobe,  and  go  naked  for  *em. 

Phil.  Go  naked  ?  Then  you  would  be  a  Venus,  Madam, 
O  J-upiter !  what  had  I  forgot  ?  This  Paper  was  given 
me  by  Rhodophil's  Page. 

Mel.  [Reauing  the  Letter.'}  Beg  the  Favour  from 

you.'-  Gratifie  my  Pallion -To  far Aflignati- 

on  —  in   the  Grotto behind  the  Tenas Clock 

this  Evening- Well,  for  the  Billets  doux  there  is  no 

Man  in  Sicily  muft  difputc  with  Rhodophil;  they  are  fo 

French^ 
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Timch,  fo  gallant,  and  fo  tendre,  that  I  cannot  rcfift  the 
Temptation  of  the  Affignation.  Now  go  you  away,, 
Fhilotis;  it  imports  me  to  praftifc  what  I  (hall  fay  to 
my  Servant  when  I  meet  him.  [Exit  Philotis. 
Rhodophil,  you'll  wonder  at  my  AfTurance  to  meet  yoa 
here;  let  me  die,  I  am  fb  out  of  Breath  with  coming, 
that  I  can  render  you  no  rcafon  of  it.  Then  he  will 
make  this  rep.vtee;  Madam,  I  have  no  realbn  to  accufe 
you  for  ihat  which  is  lb  great  a  Favour  to  me.  Then  I ' 
reply.  But  why  have  you  drawn  me  to  this  folitary 
Place  ?  Let  me  die,  but  I  am  apprehenfivc  of  fbme  Vio- 
lence from  you.  Then,  fays  he;  Solitude,  Madam,  is 
mofl:  fit  for  Lovers ;  but  by  this  fair  Hand  Nay, 
now  I  vow  you're  rude.  Sir.  O  fie,  fie,  fie ;  I  hope  you'U 
be  honourable? You'd  laugh  at  me  if  I  fliould.  Ma- 
dam   What  do  you  mean  to  throw  me  down  thus  ? 

Ah  me!  ah,  ah,  ah. 

Enter  Polydamas,  Leonidas,  and  Guards. 

0  Venus !  the  King  and  Court.    Let  me  die,  but  I  fear 
they  have  found  my  foiile,  and  will  turn  me  into  ridicule. 

[Exit  running. 
Leon.  Sir,  I  befeech  you. 

Poly. Do  not  urge  my  Patience. 

Leon.  I'll  not  deny 
But  what  your  Spies  informed  you  of,  is  tnic : 

1  love  the  fair  Palwyra ;  but  I  lov'd  her 
Before  I  knew  your  Title  to  my  Blood. 

'  Enter  Palmyra,  guarded. 
See,  here  flie  comes ;  and  looks,  amid'ft  her  Guards, 
Like  a  weak  Dove  under  the  Falcon's  Gripe. 
O  Heav'n,  I  cannot  bear  it. 

Poly. Maid,  come  hither. 

Have  you  prefum'd  fo  far,  as  to  receive 
My  Son's  Affection  ? 

Palm.  Alas,  what  fliall  I  anfwer?  To  confeis  it 
Will  raile  a  Blufh  upon  a  Virgin's  Face; 
Yet  I  was  ever  ta'ught  'twas  bafe  to  Lie. 

Poly.  You've  been  too  bold,  and  you  muft  love  no  more. . 

Pahn.  Indeed  I  muft;  I  cannot  help  my, Love j 
I.  was  lb  tender  when  I  took  the  Bent, 

K.  4  That 
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That  now  I  grow  that  way. 

Pofy.  He  is  a  Prince ;  and  you  arc  meanly  born. 

Le(m.  Love  either  finds  Equality,  or  makes  it; 
Like  Death,  he  knows  no  difiercnCe  in  degrees. 
But  plains,  and  levels  all. 

Falm.  Alas,  I  had  not  rciider'd  up  my  Heart, 
Had  he  not  lov'd  me  firft ;  but  he  preferr'd  me 
Above  the  Maidens  of  my  Age  and  Rank; 
Stili  fhun'd  their  Company,  and  ftill  fought  mine; 
J  was  not  won  by  Gifts,  yet  ftill  he  gave  ; 
And  all  his  Gifts,  tho'  fmaill,  yet  fpokc  his  Love. 
He  pick'd  the  carlieft  Strawberries  in  Woods, 
The  clufter'd  Filberds,  and  the  purple  Grapes ; 
He  taught  a  prating  Stare  to  fpeak  my  Namcj 
And  when  he  found  a  Neft  of  Nightingales, 
Or  callow  Linnets,  he  would  (how  'em  me. 
And  let  me  take  *em  out. 

Foly.  This  is  a  little  Miftrcfs,  meanly  Born, 
Fit  only  for  a  Prince's  vacant  Hours, 
And  then,  to  laugh  at  her  Simplicity, 
Not  fix  a  PaiTion  there.    Now  hear  my  Sentence. 

Leon.  Remember,  e'er  you  give  it,  'tis  pronoimc'd 
Againft  us  both. 

Poly.  Firft,  in  her  Hand 
There  (hall  be  plac'd  a  Player's  painted  Sceptre, 
And,  on  her  Head,  a  gilded  Pageant  Ciownj 
Thus  ftiall  {he  go, 

With  all  the  Boys  attending  on  her  Triumph: 
That  done,  be  put  alone  into  a  Boat, 
With  Bread  and  Water  only  for  three  Days  j 
So  on  the  Sea  (he  fhali  be  fet  adrift, 
And  who  relieves  her,  dies. 

Pfiltn.  I  only  beg  that  you  would  execute 
The  laft  part  firft  :  Let  me  be  put  to  Seaj 
The  Bread  and  Water,  for  my  three  Days  Life, 
I  give  you  back,  I  would  not  live  £o  long; 
But  let  me  fcape  the  Shame. 

Lecfi.  Look  to  me.  Piety;  and  you,  O  Gods,  look  to 
my  Piety: 
Keep  mc  from  faying  that  which  misbecomes  a  Sonj 

But 
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But  let  mc  die  before  I  fee  this  done. 

Poly.  If  you  for  ever  will  abjure  her  fight, 
I  can  be  yet  a  Father  j  {he  Ihall  live. 

Lem.  Hear,  O  you  Pow'rs,  is  this  to  be  a  Father  ? 
I  fee  'tis  all  my  Happinefs  and  Quiet 
You  aim  at.  Sir  j  and  take  'cm : 
I  will  not  fave  ev'n  my  Palmyra's  Life 
At  that  ignoble  Price";  but  I'll  die  with  her. 

Palm.  So  had  I  done  by  you. 
Had  Fate  made  me  a  Princefs :  Death,  methinks. 
Is  not  a  Terror  now ; 

He  is  not  fierce,  or  grim,  but  fawns,  and  fooths  xas, 
And  Aides  along,  like  Cleopatra's  Afpick, 
OfF'ring  his  Service  to  my  troubled  Breafl:. 

Leon.  Begin  what  you  have  purpos'd  when  you  pleafe. 
Lead  her  to  Scorn,  your  Triumph  fhall  be  doubled. 
As  holy  Priefts 

In  Pity  go  with  dying  Malefadors, 
So  will  I  (hare  her  Smme. 

Poly.  You  fliall  not  have  your  Will  fo  much;  firfl:  part 
Then  execute  your  Office.  ['em, 

Leon.  No ;  I'll  die 

In  her  Defence.  [Dravs  his  Sword. 

Palm. Ah,  hold,  and  pull  not  on 

A  Curfe,  to  make  me  worthy  of  my  Death : 
Do  not  by  lawlefs  Force  oppofe  your  Father, 
Whom  you  have  too  much  dilbbcy'd  for  me. 

Leon.  Here,  take  it,  Sir,  and  with  it,  pierce  mv  Heart: 
[Prefenting  his  Sword  to  his  Father  upon  his  Knees. 
You  have  done  more,  in  taking  my  Palmyra. 
You  are  my  Father,  therefore  I  fubmit. 

Poly.  Keep  him  from  any  thing  he  may  defign 
Againft  his  Life,  whil'ft  the  firfl:  Fury  lafts; 
And  now  perform  what  I  commanded  you. 

Leon.  In  vain ;  if  Sword  and  Poifon  be  deny'd  me, 
I'll  hold  my  Breath  and  die. 

Palm.  Farewel,  my  lail  Leonulas;  yet  lire, 
I  charge  you,  live,  'till  you  believe  me  dead,  ■ 
I  cannot  die  in  Peace,  if  you  die  firft. 
If  Life's  a  Bleifmg,  yeu  fhall  have  it  bft. 

K  s  foly. 
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Toly.  Go  on  with  her,  and  lead  him  after  me. 
Enter  Argaleon  hafiily  with  Hermogenes. 
^fga.  I  bring  you,  Sir,  fiich  News  as  muft  amaze  you, 
And  lUch  as  wul  prevent  you  from  an  A£tion 
Which  would  have  rendrcd  all  your  Life  unhappy. 

[Hermogenes  kneels. 
Toly.  Hermogenes,  you  bend  your  Knees  in  vain. 
My  Doom's  a>eady  paft. 

Her.  I  kneel  not  for  Falmyra,  for  I  know 
She  v/ill  not  need  my  P;  ay'rs ;  but  for  my  felf : 
With  a  feign'd  Tale  I  have  abus'd  your  Ears, 
And  therefore  merit  Death;  but  fince,  unforc'd, 
I  firft  accufe  my  felf,  I  hope  your  Mercy, 
Foly.  Hafte  to  explain  your  Meaning. 
Her.  Then,  in  few  words,  'PtUmyra  is  your  Daughter^ 
foly.  How  can  I  give  Belief  to  this  Impoftor? 
He  who  has  once  abus'd  me,  often  may. 
I'll  hear  no  more. 

Argtt. For  your  own  feke,  you  muft-. 

Her.  A  Parent's  Love  (for  I  confefs  my  Crime) 
Mov'd  me  to  fay,  Leomdus  was  yours  j 
But  when  I  heard  Palmyrx  was  to  die. 
The  fear  of  guiltlsfs  Blcod  &  ftung  my  Confcience> 
That  I  refolv'd,  ev'n  with  my  Shame,  to  fave 
Your  Daughter'is  Life. 

Foly.  But  how  can  I  be  certain,  but  that  Intereft, 
Which  mov'd  you  firft  to  iay  your  Son  was  mine. 
Does  not  now  move  you  too,  to  lave  your  Daughter  ? 

Her.  You  had  but  then  my  Word ;  I  bring  you  now 
Authentick  Teftimonies.    Sir,  in  fhort, 

[Delkers  on  his  Knees  a,  Jewel,  «nd  a  Lettvt^ 
If  this  wiH  not  convince  you,  let  me  fufier. 

Foly.  I  know  tiis  Jewel  well  j  'twas  once  my  Mother's, 
[Lookmg  firjl  on  the  Jentl. 
Which,  marrying,  I  prefented  to  my  Wife. 
And  this,  O  this,  is  my  Ettdocia's  Hand. 
This  was  the  fledge  of  Love  given  to  Eudocia,  ^Reads. 

Who,  dying,  to  ker young  Palmyra  Uines  it : 
.dr.d  this  when  ye:*,  my  dearefi  Lord,  receiie, 
Qm:  lor,  Ar.d  ih'nk  ea  me-  a  tt"  Ei-doci^. 

T-te 
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Take  it ;  'tis  well  there  is  no  more  to  read,       [To  Arga. 
My  Eyes  grow  full,  and  fwim  in  their  own  Light. 

{He  ewbracei  Palmyra,  > 
?alm.  I  fear.  Sir,  this  is  your  intended  Pageant. 
You  fport  your  felf  at  poor  Pahnyra^s  coftj 
But  if  you  think  to  make  me  proud, 
Indeed  I  cannot  be  fo :  I  was  born 
With  humble  Thoughts,  and  lowly,  like  my  Birth. 
A  real  Fortune  could  not  make  me  haughty,  i 

Much  Icfs  a  feign'd. 

Toly. This  was  her  Mother's  Temper. 

I  have  too  much  deferv'd  thou  fhouldfl:  fufpedl 
That  I  am  not  thy  Father  i  but  my  Love 
Shall  henceforth  fhow  I  am.    Behold  my  Eyes, 
And  fee  a  Father  there  begin  to  flow : 
This  is  not  feign'd.  Palmyra. 

Palm.  I  doubt  no  longer.  Sir ;  you  are  a  King, 
And  cannot  lie :  Falftiood's  a  Vice  too  bafe 
To  find  a  Room  in  any  Royal  Breaft ; 
I  know,  in  fpight  of  my  Unworthinefs, 
I  am  your  Child;  for  when  you  would  have  kill'd  me, 
Methought  I  lov'd  you  then. 

Arga.  Sir,  we  forget  the  Prince  Leonilas, 
His  Greatnefs  fhould  not  ftand  neglefted  tliu?. 

Poly.  Guards,you  may  now  retire:  Give  him  his  Swor^ 
And  leave  him  free. 

Leon.  Then  the  firft  Ufe  I  make  of  Liberty 
Shall  be,  with  your  Permiflion,  mighty  Siri 
To  j)ay  that  Reverence  to  which  Nature  binds  me. 

[Kneels  to  Hermogenc^, 
A-ga.  Sure  you  forget  your  Birth,  thus  to  mJjTp^^e 
This  Aft  of  your  Obedience;  you  fhould  kneel 
To  nothing  but  to  Heav'n,  and  to  a  King. 

Leon.  I  never  fhall  forget  what  Nature  owes. 
Nor  be  afham'd  to  pay  U;  though  my  Father 
Be  not  a  King,  I  know  him  brave  and  honeli. 
And  well-defer ving  of  a  worthier  Son. 
Poly.  He  bears  it  gallantly. 
Leon.  Why  would  you  not  inftru*^  me,  Sif,  before, 

[To  Herm, 
"Whsre  I  fhould  place  iixy  Duty?  From 
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From  which,  if  Ignorance  have  made  me  fwcrve, 
I  beg  your  Pardon  for  an  erring  Son. 

Talm.  I  almofl:  grieve  I  am  a  Princefi,  iince 
It  «iakes  him  lofe  a  Crown. 

Lecn.  And  next,  to  you,  my  King,  thus  low  I  kncel» 
T*  implore  your  Mercy;  if  in  that  fmall  time 
■  I  liad  the  Honour  to  be  thought  your  Son, 
I  paid  not  9in€i  Obedience  to  your  Will; 
I  thought,  indeed,  I  fliould  not  be  comptlJ'd, 
But  thought  it  as  your  Son ;  fo  what  I  took 
In  Duty  from  you,  I  reftor'd  in  Courage  j 
Becaufe  your  Son  fhould  not  be  forc'd. 

Toly.  You  have  my  Pardon  for  it. 

Leon.  To  you,  fair  Princefs,  I  congratulate 
Your  Birth ;  of  which  I  ever  thought  you  worthy : 
And  give  me  leave  to  add,  that  I  am  proud 
The  Gods  have  pick'd  me  out  to  be  the  Man 
By  whofe  dejedled  Fate  yours  is  to  rife; 
Becaufe  no  Man  could  more  defire  your  Fortune, 
Or  franklier  Part  with  his  to  make  you  great. 

Falm.  I  know  the  King,  tho'  you  are  not  his  Son^ 
Will  ftill  regard  you  as  my  Fofter-brother, 
And  fo  conduft  you  downward  from  a  Throne, 
By  flow  degices,  fo  unperceiv'd  and  foft. 
That  it  may  fecm  no  Fall:  Or,  if  it  be. 
May  Fortune  lay  a  Bed  of  Down  beneath  you. 

loly.  He  ft:all  be  rank'd  with  my  Nobiuty, 
And  kept  from  Scorn  by  a  large  Pcnfion  giv'n  him. 

Leon.  You  are  all  Great  and  Royal  in  your  Gifts ; 

But  at  the  Donor*s  Feet  I  lay  'em  down : 

Should  I  take  Riches  from  you,  it  would  fccm 

As  I  did  want  a  Soul  to  bear  that  Poverty 

To  which  the  Gods  defign'd  my  humble  Birth : 

And  Ihould  I  take  your  Honours  without  Merit, 

It  would  appear,  I  wanted  manly  Courage 

To  hope  'em,  in  your  Service,  from  my  Sword. 

toly.  Still  brave,  and  like  your  felf. 
The  Court  ihall  fhine  this  Night  in  its  full  Splendor, 
And  celebrate  this  new  Difcovery. 
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jfrgitleon,  lead  my  Daughter :  As  wc  go 

I  (hall  have  time  to  give  her  my  Commands, 

In  \vhich  you  are  conccm'd.      {Exeunt  all  but  Leotiidas. 

'Leon.  Methinks  I  do  not  want 
That  huge  long  Train  of  fawning  Followers, 
That  fwept  a  Furlong  after  me. 
'Tis  true,  I  am  alone  j 

So  was  the  Godhead  e'er  he  made  the  World, 
And  better  ferv'd  himfelf,  than  ferv'd  by  Nature. 
And  yet  I  have  a  Soul 

Above  this  humble  Fate.    I  could  command. 
Love  to  do  good  J  give  largely  to  true  Merit; 
All  that  a  Kmg  fhould  do  :  But  tho'  thefe  are  not 
My  Province,  I  have  Scene  enough  within 
To  excrcife  my  Virtue. 
All  that  a  Heart,  fo  fix'd  as  mine,  can  move. 
Is,  thai:  my  niggard  Fortune  ftarves  my  Love.        [Exit. 

SCENE    II. 

Palamede  md  Doralice  meet :  She  with  a  Btok  in  her  Ha?iJ, 
feems  to  fiart  at  the  fight  of  him. 

Dor.  'Tis  a  ftrange  thing  that  no  Warning  will  ferve 
your  turn ;  and  that  no  Retirement  will  fecure  me  from 
your  impertinent  Addrefles !  Did  not  I  tell  you,  that  I 
was  to  be  private  here  at  my  Devotions? 

Pala.  Yes ;  and  you  fee  I  have  obferv'd  my  Cue  ex- 
adiiy :  I  am  come  to  relieve  you  from  them.  Come, 
Ihut  up,  fhut  up  your  Book  j  the  Man's  come  who  is  to 
liipply  all  vour  Neceflities. 

Dor.  Then,  it  feems,  you  are  fo  impudent  to  think  it 
was  an  Aflignation?  This,  I  warrant,  was  your  lewd 
Interpretation  of  my  innocent  meaning. 

Pala.  Venus  forbid  that  I  fliould  harbour  fo  unrcafona- 
ble  a  thought  of  a  fair  young  Lady,  that  you  Ihould  lead 
me  hither  into  Temptation.  I  confefs  I  might  think 
indeed  it  was  a  kind  of  honourable  Challenge,  to  meet 
privately  without  Seconds,  and  decide  the  difference  be- 
twixt the  two  Sexes  j  but  Heav'n  forgive  me  if  I  thought 
amifs* 

D«r. 
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Dor.  You  thought  too,  I'iJ  lay  my  Life  on't,  that 
you  might  as  well  make  love  to  me,  as  my  Husband 
does  to  your  Miftrefs. 

tala.  I  was  fo  qnreafbnable  to  think  £0  too. 

Dor.  And  then  you  wickedly  inferr'd,  that  there  was 
fome  Juftice  in  the  Revenge  of  it :  Or  at  legft  but  little 
Injury ;  for  a  Man  to  endeavour  to  enjoy  that,  which 
he  accounts  a  BleiTmo;,  and  which  is  not  valu'd  as  it 
ought  by  the  dull  Pofleffor.  Confefs  your  Wickednels, 
did  you  not  think  fo  ? 

?dn.  I  confefs  I  was  thinking  fb,  as  faft  as  I  could; 
but  you  think  fo  pjuch  before  ine,  tha,t  you  will  let  me 
think  nothing. 

Dor.  Tis  the  very  thing  that  I  defign'd:  I  have  forc- 
flall  d  all  your  Arguments,  and  left  you  without  a  Wovd 
more,  to  plead  for  Mercy.  If  you  have  any  thing  far- 
ther to  offer,  t're  Sentence  pafs Poor  Animal,   I 

brought  you  hither  only  for  my  Diver/ion. 

Falfi.  That  you  may  have,  if  you'll  make  ufe  of  me 
the  right  Way  j  but  1  tell  thee,  Wonuq,  I  ^m  now  paft 
talking. 

Dor.  But  it  may  be,  I  came  hither  to  hear  what  fine 
things  you  could  fay  for  your  felf. 

V^a.  You  would  be  very  angiy,  to  my  Knowledge, 
if  I  fl^ould  lofc  fo  much  time  to  fay  many  of 'em — f 
By  this  Hand  you  would : 

Dor.  Fie,  Valamede,  I  am  a  "Woman  of  Honour. 

faU.  I  fee  you  arej  you  have  kept  touch  with  your 
Aflignation :  And  before  we  part,  you  fhall  find  th^t  I 

am  a  Man  of  Honour- yet  I  have  One  Scrupk  of 

Confcience 

Dor.  I  warrant  you  will  not  want  fome  iiaughty  Ar- 
gument, or  other  to  fatisfie  your  felf  ■  I  hope  you 
are  afraid  of  betraying  your  Friend  ? 

Void.  Of  betraying  my  Friend!  I  am  more  afraid  of 
being  betray'd  by  you  to  my  Friend.  You  Women  now 
are  got  into  the  way  of  telling  firft  your  felves :  A  Man 
who  has  any  care  of  lys  Reputation,  will  be  loaUi  to  truft 
it  with  you. 

Dir. 
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Dor.  O  you  charge  your  Faults  upon  our  Sex:  You 
Men  are  like  Cocks,  you  never  make  love,  but  you  clap 
your  Wings,  and  crow  when  you  have  done. 

Fala.  Nay,  rather  you  Women  are  like  Hens  ;  ypy 
nether  lay,  but  you  cackle  an-  Hour  after,  to  difcovcr 
your  Neft But  Til  venture  it  for  once. 

Dor.  To  convince  you  that  you  are  in  the  Wrong, 
1*11  retire  into  the  dark  Grotto,  to  my  Devotion,  and 
make  fo  little  Nolle,  that  it  fl-,all  b?  impollible  for  you 
to  find  me. 

Fala.  But  if  I  find  you 

Dor.  Ay,  if  you  find  me  ■  'But  I'll  put  you  to 
fearch  in  more  Corners  than  you  imagine. 

■   [She  rtms  in,  and  he  after  her. 
"Enter  Rhodophil  hid  Mclantha. 

Mel.  Let  me  die,  but  this  Solitude,  and  that  Grotto 
are  fcandalous;  I'll  go  no  further  j  befides,  you  have  a 
fweet  Lady  of  your  own. 

Bho.  But  a  fweet  Millrefs,  now  and  then,  makes  my 
fweet  Lady  fo  much  more  fweet. 

Mel.  I  hope  you  ■vyiU  not  force  me  ? 

Rho.  But  I  will,  if  you  defire  it. 

Fda.  Pflthin.  Where  the  Devil  are  you.  Madam? 
S'death,  I  begin  to  be  weary  of  this  hide  apd  feck :  If 
you  ftay  a  little  longer,  till  the  Fit's  over,  I'll  hide  in  my 
Turn,  and  put  you  to  the  finding  me.  [ii?  enters,  and 
fees  Rhodophil  and  Melantha.J  How !  Rhodofhil  and  my 
Miflrefs! 

Mel.  My  Servant  to  apprehend  me !  this  is  Sur^ren/mt 
<?«  dermer. 

Rho.  I  muft  on  j  there's  nothing  bu|:  Impudence  can 
help  me  out. 

PnU.  RlxdophU,  how  came  you  hither  in  fo  good 
Company  ? 

Rho.  As  you  fee,  Falamede;  an  effeft  of  pure  Friend- 
ship j  I  was  not  able  to  live  without  you. 

tala.  But  what  makes  my  Miftrefs  with  you? 

Rho.  Why,  I  heard  you  were  here  alone,  and-  coul4 
liot  ^n  Civility  but  brin^  her  tp  you. 

Mel. 
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Mei  You'll  pardon  the  Efie<a;s  of  a  Paflion  wKich  I 
may  now  avow  for  you,  if  it  tranfported  me  beyond 
the  Rules  of  6ien  feance. 

Fala.  But,  who  told  you  I  was  here  ?  they  that  told 
you  that,  may  tell  you  more,  for  ought  I  know. 

Rho.  O,  for  that  matter,  we  had  Intelligence. 

Pala.  But  let  me  tell  you,  we  came  hither  Co  very 
privately,  that  you  could  not  trace  us. 

Rho.  Us  ?  what  us  ?  you  are  alone. 

P«/<».Us!theDeviI*3inmcfor  miftaking.  me,  I  meant. 
Or  us;  that  is,  you  are  me,  or  I  you,  as  we  are  Friends : 
That's  us. 

Dor.  Talamede,  fdamede.  [fVithin. 

Rho.  I  fhould  know  that  Voice?  who's  within  there, 
that  calls  you  ?  • 

Pala.  Faith  I  can't  imagine;  I  believe  the  Place  is 
haunted. 

Dor.  PalameJe,  Vidamede,  All-cocks  hidden.      [PVithin. 

Tala.  Lord,  Lord,  what  fl^all  I  do?  Well,  dear  Friend, 
to  let  you  fee  I  fcorn  to  be  jealous,  and  that  I  dare  truft 
my  Miftrefs  with  you,  take  her  back,  for  I  would  not 
willingly  have  her  frighted,  and  I  am  refolv'd  to  fee 
who's  there ;  I'll  not  be  daunted  with  a  Bug-bear,  that's 
certain :  Pret^ee  difpute  it  nor,  it  fhall  be  fo ;  nay,  do  not 
put  me  to  fwear,  but  go  quickly :  There's  an  Effedl  of 
pure  Friendfhip  for  you  now. 

Enter  Doralice,  and  looks  amax.*d,  feeing  them. 

Rho.  Doralice!  I  am  Thunder- ftruck  to  fee  you  here, 

taht.  So  am  I!  quite  Thunder-ftruck.  Was  it  you 
that  call'd  me  within  ?  (I  mull  be  Impudent.) 

Rho.  How  came  you  hither,  Spoule  ? 

Tda.  Ay,  how  came  you  hither?  And,  which  is  more, 
how  could  you  be  here  without  my  Knowledge  ? 

Dor.  to  her  Husband.  O,  Gentleman,  have  1  caught  you 
i'Faith!  have  I  broke  forth  in  ambufli  upon  you!  I 
thought  my  Sufpicions  would  prove  true. 

Rho.  Sulpicions !  this  is  very  fine,  Spoufe!  Prethee 
trhat  Sufpicions  ? 

Dor.  O,  you  feign  Ignorance :  Why,  of  you  and  Ide- 
hmtha ;  here  have  I  flaw  thefe  two  Hours,  waiting  with 

all 
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all  the  Rage  of  a  pafllonate,  loving  Wife,  but  infinitely 
Jealous,  to  take  you  two  in  the  manner;  for  hither.  I 
was  certain  you  would  come. 

Kho.  But  you  are  miflaken,  Spoufe,  in  the  Occaiion; 
for  we  came  hither  on  purpofe  to  find  Palamede,  on  In- 
telligence he  was  gone  before. 

Pala.  I'll  be  hang'd  then,  if  the  iame  Party  who  gave 
you  Intelligence,  I  was  here,  did  not  tell  your  Wife  you 
would  come  hither ;  Now  I  fmell  the  Malice  on't  on 
both  fides. 

Dor.  Was  it  fo,  think  you  ?  nay,  then,  I'll  confefs  my 
Part  of  the  Malice  too.  As  loon  as  ever  I  ipy'd  my  Hut 
band  and  Melantha  come  together,  I  had  a  ftrange  Temp- 
tation to  make  him  jealous  in  revenge;  and  that  made  me 
call  PaUtmede,  Palamede,  as  though  there  had  been  an 
Intrigue  between  us. 

Mel.  Nay,  I  avow,  there  was  an  Appearance  of  an 
Intrigue  between  us  too. 

Tata.  To  fee  how  things  will  come  about ! 

R^.  And  was  it  only  thus,  my  dear  Doralice  ? 

[Embraces. 

Dor.  And  did  I  wrong  n'own  Rhodophil,  with  a  falle 
Sufpicion  ?  [Embrtucmg  him. 

Fala.  afide.  Now  am  I  confident  we  had  all  four  the 
fame  Dclign;  'Tis  a  pretty  odd  kind  of  Game  this,  where 
each  of  us  Plays  for  double  Stakes :  This  is  juft  Thruft 
and  Parry  with  the  fame  Motion ;  I  am  to  get  his  Wife, 
and  yet  to  guard  my  own  Miftrefs.  But  I  am  vilely 
Sufpicious,  that,  while  I  conquer  in  the  Right  Wing,  I 
fliall  be  routed  in  the  Left :  For  both  our  Women  will 
certainly  betray  their  Party,  becaufe  they  are  each  of 
them  for  gaining  of  two,  as  well  as  wej  and  I  muchi 
fear. 

If  their  Nccefllties  and  ours  were  known, 

They  have  more  need  of  two,  than  we  of  one. 

[Exeunt,  ern(>rMmg  ont  amher. 
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A  C  T  IV.    S  C  E  N  E  I. 

Enter  Leonidas  mufing^  Am^LlthcufollowiPtg  him. 

^fmaL\7 OndcT  he  is,  and  I  muft  ipeak,  or  die; 

1    And  yet  'tis  Death  to  fpeak ;  yet  he  muft  know 
I  have  a  Paflion  for  him,  and  may  know  it 
With  a  lefs  Blufli ;  becaufe  to  offer  it 
To  his  low  Fortunes,  (hows  I  lov'd  before. 
His  Perfon,  not  his  Greatnefs. 

Lerni.  Firft  fcorn'd,  and  now  commanded  from  the  Court  \ 
The  King  is  good;  but  he  is  wrought  to  this 
By  proud  Argaleon^s  Malice. 
\Vhat  more  Difgrace  can  Love  and  Fortune  join 
T'infliift  upon  one  Man?  I  cannot  now 
Behold  my  dear  Palmyra:  She,  perhaps,  too 
Is  grown  afham'd  of  a  mean  ill-plac'd  Love. 

^mal.  Aflill  me,  Venus,  for  I  tremble  when       l^^dt. 
I  am  to  fpeak,  but  I  muft  force  my  felf. 
Sir,  I  would  crave  but  one  fhort  Minute  with  you, 

ITo  him. 
And  &nie  few  Words. 

Leon.  — I The  proud  Afgcdearis  Sifter !  S^Afiie. 

Amd.  Alas,  it  will  not  out;  ftiame  ftops  my  Mouth. 

Pardon  my  Error,  Sir,  I  was  miftakcn. 
And  took  you  for  another. 

Lton.  Infpight  of  all  his  Guards,  I'll  fee  ?aImyra;[AjiJt. 
Though  meanly  born,  I  have  a  Kingly  Soul  yet. 

uimal.  I'ftand  upon  a  Precipice,  where  fain       \_A[ide. 
I  would  retire,  but  Love  ftill  thrufts  me  on : 
Now  I  grow  bolder,  and  will  fpeak  to  him. 
Sir,  'tis  indeed  to  you  that  I  would  Ipeak,  \To  him. , 

And  if 

l-eon.  O,  you  are  fent  to  fcorn  my  Fortunes ; 
Your  Fcx  and  Beauty  are  your  Priviledge; 

But 
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But  fhould  your  Brother 

Amal.  Now  he  looks  Angry,  and  I  dare  not  i^eak. 
I  had  fomc  Bufinefs  with  you,  Sir, 
But  'tis  not  worth  your  Knowledge. 

Lton.  Then  'twill  be  Charity  to  let  me  moiirn 
My  Griefs  alone,  fcr  I  am  much  diforder'd. 

Arnal.  'Twill  be  more  Charity  to  mourn  *em  with  yott : 
Her",'n  knows  1  pity  you. 

Lion.  Your  Pity,  Madam, 
,ls  generous,  but  'tis  unavailable. 

j^meil.  You  know  not  till  'tis  try'd. 
Your  Sorrows  are  no  Secret ;  you  have  loft 
A  Crown,  and  Miftrels. 

Leon.  Are  not  theie  enough  ? 

Hang  two  flich  Weights  on  any  other  SouJ, 
And  fee  if  it  can  bear  'cm. 

Amdl.  More;  you  are  banifli'd,  by  my  Brother's  mcafis. 
And  ne'er  muft  hope  again  to  fee  your  Princefsj 
Except  as  Pris'ncrs  view  fair  Walks  and  Streets, 
And  carelcfs  Pafiengers  going  by  their  Grates, 
To  make  'em  feel  Sie  want  of  Liberty. 
But,  worfe  than  all. 

The  King  this  Morning  Jias  injoin'd  his  Daughter 
T' accept  my  Brother's  Love. 

Leon. Is  this  your  Pity  ? 

You  aggravate  my  Griefs,  and  print  'em  deeper 
In  new  and  heavier  Stamps. 

Amd.  *Tis  as  Phyficians  (how  the  dclperatc  lU 
T'mdear  their  Art,  by  mitigating  Pains 
They  cannot  wholly  cure  :  When  you  dcfpair 
Of  all  you  wi(h,  Ibme  part  of  it,  becaufe 
Unhop'd  for,  may  be  grateful  j  and  fome  other—— 

Lean.  What  other  ? 

Amal.  Some  other  may— — — 
My  Shame  again  has  feiz'd  me,  and  I  can  go        [A^Je. 
No  farther——— 

Leon.  Thefe  often  failing  Sighs,  and  Interruptions, 
Make  me  imagine  you  Jiave  Grief  like  mine . 
Have  you  ne'er  lov'd  ? 

1  Am/U. 
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jimal.  I  ?  never :  *Tis  in  vain ; 

I  muft  defpair  in  Silence.  \/tftde. 

Leon.  You  come  as  I  fiifpe<f^cd  then,  to  mock, 
At  leaft  obfcrve  my  Griefs :  Take  it  not  ill 
That  I  muft  leave  you.  [7f  going. 

Amal.  You  muft  not  go  with  thefc  unjuft  Opinions. 
Command  my  Life  and  Fortunes;  you  are  wile. 
Think,  and  think  well,  what  I  can  do  to  lerve  you;  ' 

Leon.  I  have  but  one  thing  in  my  Thoughts  and  Wiihes: 
If  by  your  Means  I  can  obtain  the  Sight 
Of  my  adcr'd  Palmyra;  or,  what's  harder. 
One  Minute's  time,  to  tell  her,  I  die  hers.  [She  fiarts  bdck. 
I  fee  I  am  not  to  expeft  it  from  you ; 
Nor  could,  indeed,  with  realbn. 

Amd.  Nairie  any  other  thing:  Is  Amahhea 
So  defpicable,  (he  can  ferve  your  Wiihes 
In  this  alone  ? 

Leon.  If  I  fhould  ask  of  Heav'n, 
I  have  no  other  Suit. 

Amal.  To  ftiow  you,  then,  I  can  deny  you  nothing, 
Though  'tis  more  hard  to  me  than  any  omer, 
Yet  I  will  do't  for  you.  [Angel. 

Leon.  Name  quiddy,  name  the  Means,  {peak  my  good 

Amal.  Be  not  fb  much  o'erjoy'd;  for,  if  you  are» 
I'll  rather  die  than  do't.    This  Night  the  Court 
Will  be  in  Mafquerade ; 
You  (hall  attend  on  me;  in  that  Difguife 
You  may  both  fee  and  Ipcak  to  her. 
If  you  dare  venture  it. 

Leon.  Yes,  were  a  God  her  Guardian, 
And  bore  in  each  Hand  Thunder,  I  would  venture. 

Amal.  Fare  wel  then  j  two  Hours  hence  I  will  expeft  you  : 
My  Heart's  fo  full,  that  I  can  ftay  no  longer.  [Exif. 

Leon.  Already  it  grows  dusky ;  I'll  prepare 
With  hafte  for  my  Difguife.    But  who  are  thefc .' 
Enter  Hermogenes  aTul  Eubulus. 

Her.  *Tis  he;  we  need  not  fear  to  fpcak  to  him. 

Eui.  Leonidas. 

Leon. Sure  I  have  known  that  Voice, 

.Her» 
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Her.  You  have  fome  reafon,  Sir  j  'tis  Zubulus, 
Who  bred  you  with  the  Princefs  j  and,  departing, 
Bcqueath'd  you  to  my  Care. 

Leon.  My  Foftcr  Father !  let  my  Knees  exprefs  [K'w//«tf, 
My  Joys  for  your  Return! 
Etdt.  Rife,  Sir,  you  muft  not  Icneel. 
Leon.  E'er  fince  you  left  me, 

I  have  been  wandring  in  a  maze  of  Fate, 
Led  by  falfe  Fires  of  a  fantaftick  Glory, 
And  the  vain  Luftre  of  imagin'd  Crowns. 
But,  ah!  why  would  you  leave  me?  or  Jiow  couid  yoa 
Abfent  your  felf  fo  long  ? 

Eub.  I'll  give  you  a  moft  juft  Account  of  both: 
And  fbmething  more  I  have  to  tell  you,  which 
I  know  muft  caufc  your  Wonder ;  but  this  place. 
Though  almoft  hid  in  Darknefs,  is  not  fafe. 
Already  I  difccrn  fome  coming  towards  xi%\Torcbe$npft(ir. 
With  lights,  who  may  difcover  me.  Hermojenes, 
Your  Lodgings  are  hard  by,  and  much  more  private. 
Her.  There  you  may  freely  ipeak. 
Lem.  Let  us  make  hafte; 

For  fome  Affairs,  and  of  no  fmall  Importance, 
Call  me  another  way.  \Exeunt. 

Enter  Palamedc  and  Rhodophil,    with  Vizor  Mafques  in 
their  Hands,  and  Torches  before  'em. 
Vda.  We  fhall  have  noble  Sport  to  Night,  Rhodophil  j 
this  Mafquerading  is  a  moft  glorious  Invention. 

Rho.  I  believe  it  was  invented  firft  by  fome  jealous 
Lover,  to  difcover  the  Haunts  of  his  Jilting  Miftrefsj  or, 
perhaps,  by  fome  diftreffed  Servant,  to  gain  an  Oppor- 
tunity with  a  jealous  Man's  Wife. 

Tala.  No,  it  muft  be  the  'nvention  of  a  Woman,  it 
has  fo  much  of  Subtiky  and  Love  in  it. 

Rho,  I  am  fure  'tis  extreamly  plealant;  for  to  go  un- 
known, is  the  next  Degree  to  going  invifible. 

Pala.  What  with  our  antick  Habits,  and  feign  d  Voices, 
do  you  know  me?  and  I  know  you?  Merhinks  wc 
move  and  talk  juft  like  fo  many  over-grown  Puppets. 

Rho.  Mafqueradc  is  only  Vizor-mask  improv'd,  a 
heightning  of  the  fame  Falhion. 
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TaJa.  No  j  Mafquerade  is  Vixor-mask  in  debauch  j  an  J 
I  like  it  the  better  for't :  For,  with  a  Vizor-mask,   we 
fool  our  fclves  into  Courtfliip,  for  the  fake  of  an  Eye 
that  glanc'dj  or  a  Hand  that  llole  it  feJf  out  of  the  Glove 
fometimes,  to  give  us  a  Sample  of  the  Skin:   Btit  in 
Mafquerade  there  is  nothing  to  be  known,  fhe's  all  Terra 
incognita,  and  the  bold  Difcoverer  leaps  Afhoar,  and  takes 
his  Lot  cmong  the  wild  Iruiims  and  Salvages,    without 
the  vile  Coniidcration  of  Saiety  to  his  Perfon,  or  of 
Beauty,  or  Wholefomcncfs  in  his  Miftrcfs. 
Enter  Beliza. 
'Rho.  Belizjt,  what  make  you  here? 
Bel.  Sir,  my  Lady  fcnt  me  after  you,  to  let  you  know, 
{he  finds  her  felf  a  little  indiipos'd,  I'o  that  fhe  cannot  be 
at  Court,  but  is  rctir'd  to  reft,  in  her  own  Apartment, 
•  where  Ihe  fhall  want  the  Happineis  of  your  dear  Em- 
braces to  Night. 

Rho.  A  very  fine  Phrale,  BelUa,  to  let  me  know  my 
Wife  defires  to  lye  alone. 

Pala.  1  doubt,  Rhotlophil,  you  take  the  Pains  fome^ 
times  to  inflruA  your  Wife's  Woman  in  thefc  Elegan-» 
cies. 

Rho.  Tell  my  dear  Lady,  that  fince  I  muft  be  fo  un- 
happy as  not  to  wait  oil  her  to  Night,  I  will  lament 
bitterly  for  her  Abfence.  *Tis  true,  I  fhalJ  be  at  Court, 
but  I  will  take  no  divertifement  there  j  and  when  I  re- 
turn to  my  folitary  Bed,  if  I  am  fo  forgetful  of  my 
Paflion  as  to  fleep,  I  will  dream  of  herj  and  betwixt 
fleep  and  waking,  put  out  my  Foot  towards  her  fide, 
for  Mid-nigh't  conwlationj  and  not  finding  her,  I  will 
figh,  and  imagine  my  felf  a  moft  defolate  Widower. 
Bel.  I  Iball  do  your  Commands,  Sir.  [Exit. 

Rho.  [Afide.']  She's  fick  as  aptly  for  my  Purpole,  as 
if  (he  had  contriv'd  it  fo :  Well,  if  ever  Woman  was  a 
Help-meet  for  Man,  my  Spoufe  is  io;  for  within  this 
Hour  I  receiv'd  a  Note  from  MeUmha,  that  fl:e  would 
meet  me  this  Evening  in  Mafquerade  in  Boys  habit,  to 
rejoice  with  me  before  fhe  entred  into  Fetters;  For  I 
find  fhe  Loves  me  better  than  Palamede, only  bccaufe  he's 
to  be  tcr  Husband.    There's  fomcthing  of  Antipathy  in 

the 
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the  word  Marriage  to  the  Nature  of  Lovc;  Marriage  is 
the  meer  Ladle  of  Affection,  that  cools  it  when  'tis  never 
lb  fiercely  boiKng  over. 

PaU.  Dear  Rhodo^hil,  I  muft  needs  beg  your  Pardon ; 
there  is  an  Dccafion  fall'n  out  which  I  had  forgot :  I 
cannot  be  at  Court  to  Night. 

Rho.  Dear  Palamede,  I  am  forry  we  fliall  not  have  one 
Courfe  together  at  the  Herdj  but  I  find  your  Game 
lyes  fingle :    Good  Fortune  to  you  with  your  Miftreis. 

[Exit, 

Vala.  He  has  wifh'd  me  good  Fortune  with  his  Wife: 
There's  no  Sin  in  this  then,  there's  fair  Leave  given. 
Well,  I  muft  go  viiit  the  Sickj  I  cannot  refift  the 
Temptations  of  my  Charity.  O  what  a  Difference  will 
(he  find  betwixt  a  dull  rcfty  Husband,  and  a  quick  vigo- 
rous Lover!  he  fets  out  like  a  Carrier's  Horfc,  plodding 
on,  becauie  he  knows  he  muft,  with  the  Bells  of  Matri- 
mony chiming  fo  mebncholy  about  his  Neck,  in  pain 
till  he's  at  his  Journey's  End,  and  defpairing  to  get  thi- 
ther, he  is  fain  to  for  tifie  Imagination  with  the  Thoughts 
of  another  Woman :  I  take  heat  after  heat,  like  a  well- 

breath'd  Courier,  and But  hark,  what  Noife  is  that  ? 

'  Swords !  [CUJhmg  of  Sivtrds  ■within.']  Nay,  then  have 
with  you.  [TExit  Pala. 

Re-enter  Palamede,  with  Rhodophil :  uind  Doralice  in 
lAmis  Habit. 

'Rho.  Friend,  your  Relief  was  very  timely,  otherwise 
I  had  been  opprefs'd. 

tola.  What  was  the  Quarrel? 

Rho.  What  I  did,  was  m  refcue  of  this  Youth. 

tain.  What  caufe  could  he  give  'em  ? 

Bar.  The  Caufe  was  nothing  but  only  the  common 
Caufe  of  fighting  in  Mafquerades:  They  were  drunk, 
and  I  was  Ibber. 

Rho.  Have  they  not  hurt  you  ? 

Dor.  No  i  but  I  am  exceeding  111,  with  the  fright 
on'r. 

tdit.  Let's  lead  him  to  fome  place  where  he  may  re- 
frcfh  himfelf. 

Rho.  fio  you  conduct  him  then. 
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Bala.  \_Ajide'\  How  crofs  this  happens  to  my  Defign 
of  going  to  Doralice !  for  I  am  confident  flic  was  iick  on 
purpole  that  I  fliould  vilit  her.  Hark  you,  RhoJophil, 
could  not  you  take  care  of  the  Stripling.'  I  am  partly 
engag'd  to  Night. 

Rho.  You  know  I  have  Buiinefs:  But  come,  Youth,  if 
it  muft  be  fo. 

Dor.  to  RhoJothil.  No,  good  Sir,  do  rot  give  your  felf 
that  trouble 3  I  fliall  be  fafer,  and  better  pleas'd  with  }our 
Friend  here. 

Rho.  FaiewcU  then;  once  more  I  wifh  you  a  good 
Adventure. 

Fala.  Damn  this  Kindnefs !  now  muft  I  be  troubled 
with  this  young  Rogue,and  mils  my  Opportunity  with 
Dor/ilice. 

[Exit  Rhoiophil  /»/*»«,  Palamede  vith  Doralice. 

SCENE    II. 

JBMer  Polydamas. 

Poly,  jlrgaleon  counfel'd  well  to  banifh  him. 

He  has,  I  know  not  what. 

Of  Grcatncfs  in  his  Looks,  and  of  high  Fate, 

That  almoft  awes  me ;  but  I  fear  my  Daughter, 
"■^ho  hourly  moves  me  for  him,  and  I  mark'd 

She  figh'd  when  I  but  nam'd  Argtdcon  to  her. 

But  fee,  the  Maskers :  Hence  my  Cares,  this  Night, 

At  leaft  take  Truce,  and  find  me  on  my  Pillow. 

Enter  the  Triniefs  in  Ma^ueraJe,  with  Ladies :  At  the  other 
end,  Argaleon  and  Gentl  men  in  Mafjuerade ;  Then  Leo- 
nidas /e;w»Kg^  Amalthea.    The  King  Jits.    A  Dance.  Af- 
ter the  Dance, 
Amd.  to  Leonidas.  That's  the  Princcfs ; 

I  faw  the  Habit  e'er  fhe  put  it  on. 
Leon.  I  know  her  by  a  thoufand  other  Signs, 

She  cannot  hide  fo  much  Divinity. 

Dii'guis'd,  and  filent,  yet  fome  graceful  Motion 

Breaks  from  her,  and  fl-;ines  round  her  like  a  Glory. 

[Goes  to  Palmyra. 
Amal.  Thus  (he  reveals  her  felf,  and  knows  it  not : 

Like  Love's  Dark-ianthorQ  I  dired  his  Steps, 

And 
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And  yet  he  fees  not  that  which  gives  hita  Light. 

Palm.  I  know  you ;  but,  alas,  Leomdas,    \To  Leonidas. 
Why  {hould  you  tempt  this  Danger  on  your  felf  ? 

Lem.  Madam,  you  know  me  not,  if  you  believe 
I  wouki  not  hazard  greater  for  your  fake. 
But  you,  I  fear,  are  chang'd. 

Talm.  No,  I  am  ftill  the  fame; 
But  there  arc  many  things  became  Falmyra, 
Which  ill  become  the  Princefs. 

]jon.  .1  ask  nothing 

Which  Honour  will  not  give  you  Leave  to  grant : 
One  Hour's  fliort  Audience,  at  my  Father's  Houfe, 
You  cannot  fure  refufc  me. 

Falm.  Perhaps  I  (hould,  did  I  confult  ftri<£t  Virtue} 
But  fomething  muft  be  given  to  Love  and  you. 
When  would  you  I  fhould  come? 

Lem.  This  Evening,  with  the  fpeedieft  Opportunity. 
I  have  a  Secret  to  difcover  to  you. 
Which  will  furprize,  and  pleafe  you. 

Palm. 'Tis  enough. 

Go  now;  for  we  may  be  obferv'd  and  known. 
I  truft  your  Honour ;  give  me  not  occafien 
To  blame  my  felf,  or  you. 

Lmt.  You  never  (hall  repent  your  good  Opinion. 

[Kifes  her  Ea)id,  and  Exit. 

Arga.  I  cannot  be  deceived  5  that  is  the  Princefs  ; 
One  of  her  Maids  betray 'd  the  Habit  to  mej 
But  who  was  he  with  whom  flie  held  difcourft? 
'Tis  one  fhe  favours,  for  he  kifs'd  her  Hand. 
Our  Shapes  are  like,  our  Habits  near  the  fame : 
She  may  miftake,  and  fpcak  to  me  for  him. 
I  am  refolv'd,  I'll  iatisfie  my  Doubts, 
Though  to  be  more  tormented.  XBxit. 

SONG. 

Whilfi  Alexis  lay  preji 

In  her  Arms  he  lov'd  bejl. 
With  his  Hands  round  her  Neck, 
And  his  Head  on  her  Breafl, 
Vol.  III.  L  ^-i 
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He  found  the  fierce  Vleafure  too  hnjly  to  flay. 
And  his  Soul  In  the  Tempeft  jujl  flying  aypM. 

When  Cvelia  farv  this. 

With  a  Sigh,  and  aKifs, 

She  cry'd.  Oh  my  Dear,  J  dm  robbed  of  my  Blifs; ' 

Tis  unkind  to  your  Love,  and  unfaithfully  done, 

T«  leave  'f»e  behind  you,  and  die  all  alone. 

111. 
The  Youth,  though  in  hafle, 
And  breathing  his  lafi, 

tn  pity  dy'd  Jtowly,  while  fhe  dy*d  more  fafl ; 
Till  at  length  fhe  cr/d.  Now,  my  'Dear,  now  let  us  go, 
t&w  die,  my  Alexis,  and  I  will  die  too. 

IV. 
Thus  intranc'd  they  did  lie, 
'Till  Alexis  did  try 

lo  recover  new  Breath,  that  again  he  might  die : 
Then  often  they  dy'd;  but  the  more  they  did  fo. 
The  Nymph  dy'd  more  quick,  and  the  Shepherd  more  flow. 

Another  Dance.    After  it,  Argaleon  re-enters,  and  flands  by 
the  Princefs. 

Palm.  Leonidas,  what  means  this  quick  return  ?{^7&Arga. 

Arga.  O  Heav'n!  'tis  what  I  fear'd. 

Talm.  Is  ought  of  Moment  happen 'd'fince  you  went? 

Arga.  No.  Madam,  but  I  underftood  not  folly 
Yo  jr  kft  Commands. 

Palm. And  yet  you  anfwer'd  to  'em. 

Retire;  you  are  too  indifcreet  a  Lover: 

I'll  meet  you  where  I  promis'd.  [Txit. 

Arga.  O  my  curfl:  Fortune !  what  have  I  difcovcr'd? 
But  I  will  be  reveng'd.  [IVhiJpers  to  the  King. 

Foly.  But  are  you  certain  you  are  not  deceived  ? 

Arga.  Upon  my  Life. 

foly^ Her  Honour  is  conccrn'd. 

Somewhat  I'll  do;  but  I  am  yet  di toadied. 
And  know  not  where  to  fix.    I  wifli'd  a  Child, 
And  Heav'n,  in  Anger,  granted  my  Rcqucft. 


I 
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So  bUod  we  are,  our  WifVtcs  arc  fo  vain, 

That  what  wc  moft  defire,  proves  moft  our  Pain. 

[^Exiunt  omnes. 

SCENE    III. 

Aii  Eating-houfi.    Bottles  of  IV me  on  the  TjU/le.  Palamedcj 
and  Doralice  in  Man's  Habit. 

'Dor.  \_jipde^  Now  cannot  I  find  in  my  Heart  to  difco 
vcr  my  fclf,  though  I  long  he  fhould  know  me. 

Tala.  I  tell  thee.  Boy,  now  I  have  fccn  thee  fsfe,  I 
muft  be  gone:  I  have  no  Icifure  to  throw  away  on  thy 
raw  Converfation :  I  am  a  Perfon  that  undcri>ands  better 
things,  I. 

T)9r.  Were  I  a  Woman,  Oh  how  yon'd  admire  me!  . 
crv  up  every  Word  I  iaid,  and  fcrue  your  Face  into  a 
fubmi-flrv-e  Stnile;  ss  I  have  fcen  a  dull  Gallant  aft  Wit, 
and  counterfeit  Pieafantnefs,  when  he  Whifpers  to  a  great 
Pcvfon  in  a  Play-houfe;  fmile,  and  look  briskly,  when 
the  other  anfwers,  as  if  foraething  of  Extraordinary  had 
paft  betwixt  'em,  when,  Heav'u  knows,  there  was  no- 
thing elfc  but.  What  a  Clock  docs  your  LordlTiip  think 
it  is?  And  my  l.o\d:i  repartee  is,  'Tis  almoft  Park-time: 
Or,  at  moil,  Shall  we  out  of  the  Pit,  and  go  behind  the 
Sceiies  for  an  Aft  or  two  ?  And  yet  fuch  fine  things  as 
thcfe,  would  be  Wit  in  a  Miftrds's  Mouth. 

Vala.  Ay,  Boy;  there's  Dame  Nature  in  the  Cafe:  He 
who  cannot  find  Wit  in  a  Miflreis,  delerves  to  find'  no- 
thing elfe.  Boy.  But  thefe  are  Riddles  to  thee.  Child, 
and  1  have  not  leiiure  to  inlb-udl  thee;  I  have  Affairs  to 
difpatch,  great"  Affairs  5  1  am  a  Man  of  Bufinefs. 

Dor.  Come,  you  fi-.all  noc  go:  Youlhave  no  Affairs  but 
what  you  may  difpatch  here,  to  my  Knowledge. 

Tala.  I  find  now,  thou  art  a  Boy  of  more  underftand- 
ing  than  I  thought  thee;  a  very  lev^rd  wicked  Boy  :  O* 
my  Confcience  thou  w-ouldft  debauch  me,  and  haft  fome 
evil  Defigrs  upon  my  Peri'on. 

Bor.  You  are  miftakcn.  Sir;  I  would  only  have  you 

(how  me  a  more  lawful  Reafon  whyyou  would  leave  me 
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tliati  I  can  why  you  fliould  not,  and  I'Jl  not  ftay  you ; 
for  I  am  not  fo  young,  but  I  undcrftand  the  NcceHlties 
of  Flefli  and  Blood,  and  the  preiTmg  Occalions  of  Man- 
kind, as  well  as  you. 

Pala.  A  very  forward  and  underftanding  Boy!  thou 
art  in  great  danger  of  a  Page's  Wit,  to  be  brisk  at  four- 
teen, and  dull  at  twenty.  But  I'll  give  thee  no  further 
account;  I  muft,  and  will  go. 

Dor.  My  Life  on't,  your  Miftreis  is  not  at  home. 

Fala.  This  Imp  will  make  me  very  angry.  I  tell  thee, 
young  Sir,  Ihe  is  at  home ;  and  at  home  for  me  i  and 
which  is  more,  (he  is  a-bed  for  me,  and  fick  for  me. 

Dor.  For  you  only  ? 

Pala.  Ay,  for  me  only. 

Dor.  But  how  do  you  know  (he's  ilck  a-bed  ? 

Tola.  She  fent  her  Husband  word  fo. 

Dor.  And  are  you  fuch  a  Novice  in  Love,  to  believe  a 
:W'ife's  Meflage  to  her  Husband  ? 

Pala.  Why,  what  the  Devil  fliould  be  her  Meaning 

elfe? 

Dor.  It  may  be,  to  go  in  Mafquerades  as  well  as  you  j 
to  obierve  your  Haunts,  and  keep  you  Company  without 
your  Knowledge. 

Pala.  Nay,  I'll  truft  her  for  that:  She  loves  me  too 
well,  to  <lifguiie  her  felf  from  me. 

Dor.  If  I  were  ftie,  I  would  difguiie  on  purpofe  to 
try  your  Wit ;  and  come  to  my  Servant  like  a  Riddle, 
Read  me,  and  take  me. 

Pala.  I  could  know  her  in  any  Shape :  My  good  Ge- 
mus  would  prompt  me  to  find  out  a  handlbme  Woman : 
There's  fonicthirg  that  would  attract  me  to  her  with- 
out my  Knowledge.  ,..n     r 

Dor.  Then  you  make  a  Load-done  of  your  Millrels .' 

Pala.  Yes,  and  I  carry  Steel  about  me,  which  has  been 
fo  often  louchd,  tliat  it  never  fails  to  point  to  the  North 

Pole.  ,  , 

Dor.  Yet  fliil  my  Mind  gives  mc,  that  you  have  met 
her  diieuis'd  to  Ni^ht,  and  have  not  known  her. 

Pala   This  is  the  moll  pragmatical  conceited  little  Fd- 

^W   he  will  needs  undcrftand  my  Bufmefs  better  than 

'  my 
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my  felf.    I  tell  thee,  once  more,  thou  doft  not  know 
my  Miftrefs. 

Dor.  And  I  tell  you,  once  more,  that  I  know  her  bet- 
ter than  you  do,  ' 

Pala.  The  Boy's  refolv'd  to  have  the  laft  word.  I  find 
I  muft  go  without  reply.  rExit. 

Dor.  Ah  Mifchief,  I  have  loft  him  with  my  fooling, 
Talamede,  Talainede. 

He  returns.    She  plucks  of  her  Perruke,  and  puts  it  on 
agMn  when  he  biovcs  her. 

Pala.  O  Hcav'ns !  is  it  you.  Madam  ? 

Dor.  Now,  where  was  your  good  Genius,  that  would 
prompt  you  to  find  me  out  ? 

Pala.  Why,  you  fee  I  was  not  decciv'dj  you,  your  felf, 
were  my  good  Genius. 

Dor.  But  where  was  the  Steel,  that  knew  the  Load- 
ftone?  Ha? 

Pala.  The  truth  is.  Madam,  the  Steel  has  loft  its  Vir- 
tue ;  and  therefore,  if  you  pleafe,  we'll  new  touch  it. 
Enter  Rhodophil ;  and  Melantha  in  Bofs  Hxbit.  Rhodophil 
fees  Palamede  kijjing  Doralice'j  Hand. 

Riro.  Palamede  again]  am  I  fairn  into  your  Quarters? 
What  ?  Ingaging  with  a  Boy  ?  Is  all  Honourable  ? 

Pala.  O,  very  Honourable  on  my  fide.  I  was  juft 
chaftifing  this  young  Villain;  he  was  running  away, 
without  paying  his  fhare  of  the  Reckoning. 

Rho.  Then  I  find  I  was  decciv'd  in  him. 

Pida.  Yes,  you  are  deceiv'd  in  him :  *Tis  the  archeft 
Rogue,  if  you  did  but  know  him. 

Mel.  Good  Rhodophil,  let  us  get  off  al-a  derobbet,  for 
fear  I  fhould  be  difcover'd.  : 

Rho.  There's  no  retiring  now;  I  warrant  you  for  di- 
fcovery :  Now  have  I  the  oddeft  thought,  to  entertain 
you  before  your  Servant's  Face,  and  he  never  the  wiferj 
'twill  be  the  prettieft  juggling  Trick  to  cheat  him  when 
he  looks  upon  us. 

Mel.  This  is  the  ftrangeft  Caprice  in  you. 

Pala.  \To  Doralice.]  This  Rhodophil's  the  unluckieft  FcU 

low  to  me !  this  is  now  the  fecond  time  he  has  barr'd 

L  3  the 
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the  Dice  when  we  were  juft  ready  to  have  nick'd  him> 
but  if  ever  I  get  the  Box  again 

Dor.  Do  you  think  he  will  not  know  me  ?  Am  I  Hkc 
my  fclf  ? 

rala.  No  more  than  a  Pifture  in  the  Hangings. 

Dor.  Nay,  then  he  can  never  difcover  nie,  now  the 
wrong  fide  of  the  Arras  is  turn'd  towards  him. 

PaU.  At  leafl,  'twill  l->e  fome  pleafure  to  me,  to  enjoy 
what  freedom  I  can  while  he  looks  on ;  I  will  ftorm  the 
Out- works  of  Matrimony  even  before  his  Face. 

Rho.  What  Wine  have  you  there,  PAlameJe  ? 

Pala.  Old  Chios,  or  the  Rogue's  damu'd  tliat  drew  it. 

Rho.  Come,  To  the  moft  conftant  of  Miilreflbs,  that  I 
believe  is  yours,  Palamede. 

Dor.  Pray  fparc  your  Seconds ;  for  my  part  I  am  but 
a  weak  Brother. 

Pda.  Now, to  the  trueft  of  Turtles}  that  is  your  Wife, 
Jihe^ophU,  that  lies  fick  at  Home  in  the  Bed  of  Honour. 

BJjs.  Now  let's  liave  one  common  Health,  and  {o  have 
done. 

Dor.  Then,  for  once,  I'll  begin  it.  Here's  to  him  that 
has  the  faireft  Lady  of  Sicily  in  Masquerade  to  Night. 

Pala.  This  is  fuch  an  obliging,  Health,  I'il  kiis  thee, 
dear  Rogue,  for  thy  Invention.  [-^{^^  ^^• 

Rho.  He  who  has  this  Lady,  is  a  happy  Man,  without 
difpute,- I'na  moil  concem'd  in  this,  I  am  fuie. 

Paia.  Was  it  not  well  found  out,  Bhodophd? 

Mel.  Ay,  this  was  hien  trouvee  indeed. 

Dor.  [w  Melantha.]  ).  fuppofe  I  fliail  do  you  a  Kind- 
ncfs,  to  enquire  if  you  have  not  been  in  prance.  Sir  ? 

A/e/.  To  do  you  fervice.  Sir.  ^ 

Dor.  O,  Monlievur,  votre  zalet  bitn  humble.  [Sa'tttini^  her. 

Mel.  Voire  ejclaze,  Monjieur,  cle  tout  tnon.  Coeur. 

[Returning  the  Salute. 

Dor.  I  fuppofe,  fwcet  Sir,  you  arc  the  hope  and  joy  of 
fome  thriving  Citizen,  who  las  pinch 'd  himfelf  at  home, 
to  breed  you  abroad,  where  you  have  leavn'd  your  Exer- 
cifcs,  as  it  appears  moft  aukwardly,^  and  are  returned 
with  the  Addition  of  ^  ncw-lac'd  Bolbm  and  a  Clap,  to 

your 
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your  good  old  Father,  who  looks  at  you.  with  his  Mouth* 
while  you  fpout  French  with  your  Man  ^lorijieur. 

Fala.  Let  me  kifs  thee  again  for  that,  dear  Rogue. 

Mel.  And  you,  I  imagine,  arc  my  young  Maftcr,  whom 
your  Mother  durft  not  trufl:  upon  Salt-water,  but  left 
you  to  be  your  own  Tutor  at  fourteen,  to  be  very  brisk 
and  entreprer.ctnt,  to  cntlcavour  to  be  debauch'd  e're  you 
have  Icarn'd  the  knack  on't,  to  value  your  felf  upon  a 
Glap  before  you  can  get  it,  and  tc)  make  it  the  height  of 
your  Ambition  to  get  a  Player  for  your  Miftrefs. 

Rho.  [embracbig  Melantha]  O  dear  young  Bully,  thou 
haft  tickled  him  with  a  repartee  i'faith. 

Mel.  You  are  one  of  thofe  that  applaud  our  Country 
Plays,  where  Drums,  and  Trumpets,  and  Blood,  and 
"Wounds,  are  Wit. 

vJjo.  Again,  my  Boy?  Let  me  kifs,  thee  moil  abua- 
dantly. 

Bor.  You  are  an  Admirer  of  the  dull  French  Poetry,, 
which  is  lo  thin,  that  it  is  the  very  Leaf-gold  of  Wit, 
the  very  Wafers  and  whip'd  Cream  of  Senfe,  for  which 
a  Man  opens  hjj  Mouth  and  gapes  to  fwallow  nothing ; 
And  to  be  an  Admirer  of  fuch  profound  Dulnefs,  one 
muft  be  endow'd  with  a  great  Perfeftion  of  Impudence 
and  Ignorance, 

Tata.  Let  me  embrace  thee  moft  vehemently. 

Mel.  rUlacrificemy  Life  for I^TCTw^ Poetry.  [Advmcin^. 

Dor.  rU  die  upon  the  Spot  for  our  Country  Wit. 

Rho.  [to  Melantha.j  Hold,  hold,  young  Mars  :  Fala- 
mede,  draw  back  your  Hero. 

Fala.  'Tis  time;  I  fliall  be  drawn  in  for  a  Second  elfe 
tt  the  wrong  Weapon. 

Mel.  O  that  I  were  a  Man  for  thy  {ake ! 

Dor.  You'll  he  a  Man  as  foon  as  I  fliali. 
Enter  a  Mejfenger  to  Rhodophil. 

Mejf.  Sir,  the  King  has  inftant  Bufinels  with  you. 
I  (aw  the  Guard  drawn  up  by  your  Lieutenant 
Before  the  Palace-gate,  ready  to  march. 

Rho.  'Tis  Ibraewliat  fuddeuj  fay  that  I  am  comin^. 

[Exit  Mejfenger. 
L  ^  Now^ 
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Now,  Tetlamede,  what  think  you  of  this  Sport  ? 
This  is  feme  fudden  Tumult :  Will  you  along  ? 

Tala.  Yes,  ye:,  I  will  goj  but  the  Devil  take  me  if  e- 
ver  I  was  lefvfn  Humour.  Why,  the  Pox,  could  they 
not  have  ftaid  their  Tumult  'till  to  Morrow?  Then  I  had 
done  my  Bulinefs,  and  been  ready  for  'em.  Truth  is, 
I  had  a  little  tranfitory  Crime  to  have  committed  firft; 
and  I  am  the  worft  Man  in  the  World  at  repenting,  'till 
a  Sin  be  thoroughly  done :  But  what  (hall  we  do  with  the 
two  Boys? 

'Rho.  Let  them  take  a  Lodging  in  the  Houfe,  'till  the 
Bufinefs  be  over. 

Dor.  What,  lie  with  a  Boy  ?  For  my  part,  I  own  it,  I 
cannot  endure  to  lie  with  a  Boy. 

FaU.  The  more's  my  Sorrow,  I  cannot  accomnwdate 
you  with  a  better  Bed- Fellow. 

Mel.  Let  me  die,  if  I  enter  into  a  Pair  of  Sheets  with 
Jbim  that  hates  the  French. 

Dor.  Pifh,  take  no  care  for  us,  but  leave  us  in  the 
Streets  3  I  warrant  you,  as  late  as  it  is,  I'll  find  my  Lodg- 
ing as  well  as  any  drunken  Bully  of  'em  all. 

Rho.  I'll  fight  in  meer  Revenge,  and  wreak  my  Paflion 
On  all  that  ipoii  this  hopeful  Aflignation.  [/ijide, 

Fala.  I'm  fure  we  fight  in  a  good  Quarrel: 
Rogues  may  pretend  Religion,  and  the  Lawsj 
But  a  kind  Miilrefs  is  the  Good  old  Cmfe.  [ExtHttt, 

S  C  E  N  E    IV. 

Ijraer  Palmyra,  Eubulus,  and  Hermogencs. 

Tulm.  You  tell  me  Wonders ;  that  Leonidas 
Is  Prince  Theagenes,  the  late  King's  Son. 

Eul>.  It  feem'd  as  ftrange  to  him,  as  now  to  you. 
Before  I  had  convinc'd  him ;  but,  befides 
His  great  Refemblance  to  the  King  his  Father, 
The  Queen  his  Mother  lives,  fccur'd  by  me 
In  a  Religious  Houfe ;  to  whom  ench  Year 
I  brought  the  News  of  his  increafmg  Virtues. 
My  laft  long  Abfcnce  from  you  both,  was  caus'd 

By 
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By  Wounds  which,  in  my  Journey,  I  receiv'cj, 
when  fet  upon  by  Thieves  ;  I  loft  thofe  Jewels 
And  Letters,  which  your  dying  Mother  left. 

Herm.  The  fame  he  means,  which,  fince,  brought  to  the- 
Made  him  firft  know  he  had  a  Child  alive :  [King, 

*Twas  then  my  care  of  Prince  Leonidus 
Caus'd  me  to  iay  he  was  th'  Ufuipcr's  Son ; 
'Till,  after  forc'a  by  your  apparent  Danger, 
I  made  the  true  Difcovery  of  your  Birth, 
And  once  more  hid  my  Prince's. 

Enter  Leonidas. 

Leon.  Hermogenes,  and  EHbulus,  retire  ^ 
Thofe  of  our  Party,  whom  I  left  without, 
Expe£t  your  Aid  and  Counfcl.  [Exeu.-tt  amh.  • 

Falm.  I  fhould,  LeomJas,  congratulate 
This  happy  Change  of  your  exalted  Fatcj 
Bur,  as  my  Joy,  io  you  my  Wonder  move; 
Your  Looks  have  more  of  Buiinefs,  than  of  Love  : 
And  your  laft  Words  fome  great  Defign  did  fhow. 

Lem.  I  frame  not  any  to  be  hid  from  you. 
You,  in  my  Love,  all  my  Defigns  may  fee; 
But  what  have  Love  and  you  dcfign'd  for  me  ? 
Fortune,  once  more,  has  fet  the  Baliance  right : 
Firft,  equall'd  us,  in  Lownefs ;  then,  in  Height. 
Both  of  us  have  fo  long,  like  Gamefterr,  thrown, 
*Till  Fate  comes  round,  and  gives  to  each  his  own, 
As  Fate  is  equal,  fo  may  Love  appear ; 
Tell  me,  at  leaft,  what  Imuft  hope,  or  fear. 

Pabn.  After  fo  many  Proofs,  how  can  you  call 
My  Love  in  Doubt?  Fear  nothing;  and  Hope  all. 
Think  what  a  Prince,  with  Honour,  may  receive. 
Or  I  may  give,  without  a  Parent's  Leave. 

Lcoij.  You  give,  and  then  reftrain  the  Grace  you  fliow  j 
As  oftentatious  Priefts,  when  Souls  they  wooe, 
Promife  their  Hcav'n  to  all,  but  grant  to  few. 
But  do  for  me,  what  I  have  dar'd  for  you  = 
I  did  no  Argument  from  Duty  bring : 
Duty's  a  Name;  and  Love's  a  real  thing. 

Palm.  Man's  Love  may,  like  wild  Torrents,  over-flow i 
Woman's  as  deep,  but  in  its  Banks  niuft  go, 

L  f  My 
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My  Love  is  mine;  and  that  I  can  impart; 
But  cannot  give  my  Perfon,  with  my  Heart. 

Leon.  Your  Love  is  then  no  Gift: 
For  when  the  Perfon  it  does  not  convey, 
'Tis  to  give  Gold,  and  not  to  ^ve  the  Key. 

falm.  Then  ask  my  Father. 

Leon. He  detains  my  Throne: 

Who  holds  back  mine,  will  hardly  give  his  own. 

Palm.  What  then  remains? 

Leon.  That  I  muft  have  recourfc 

To  Arms ;  and  take  my  Love  and  Crown,  by  force. 
Hermogenes  is  forming  the  Defign  5 
And  with  him,  all  the  Brave  and  Loyal  join. 

VfUm.  And  is  it  thus  you  court  Palmyra's  Bed  ? 
Can  fi.e  the  Murd'rer  of  her  Parent  wed  ? 
Defift  from  Force :  So  much  you  well  may  give 
To  Love,  and  Me,  to  let  my  Father  live. 

Leon.  Each  Aft  of  mine  my  Love  to  you  has  fhown ; 
But  you,  who  tax  my  want  of  it,  have  none. 
You  bid  me  part  with  you,  and  \ct  him  live; 
But  they  fl:ould  nothing  ask,  who  nothing  give. 

Palm.  1  give  what  Virtue  and  what  Duty  can, 
la  vowing  ne'er  to  wed  another  Man, 

Leon.  You  will  be  forc'd  to  be  Argaleorh  Wife. 

Palm,  ril  keep  my  Promife,  tho'  I  lofe  my  Life. 

Leon.  Then  you  lofe  Love,  for  which  webothcomendj 
Tor  Life  is  but  the  Means,  but  LoveV.  the  End. 

Palm.  Our  Souls  fnall  Love  laereafter. 

Leon.  I  much  fear. 

That  Soul  which  could  deny  the  Body  here 
To  tafte  of  Love,  would  be  a  Niggard  there. 

Palm.  Then  'tis  pafl:  Hope :  Our  cruel  Fate,  I  fee, 
WiU  make  a  fad  Divorce  'twixt  you  and  me. 
For,  if  you  Force  employ,  by  Heav'n  I  fwcar. 
And  all  blcfs'd  Beings, 

Leon. Your  rafti  Oath  forbear. 

Palm.  I  never 

Leon.  ' Hold  once  more.    But,  yet,  as  he 

Who  fcapcs  a  dang'rous  Leap,  looks  back  to  iecj 

So 
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So  I  defire,  now  I  am  pad  my  Fear, 

To  know  what  was  that  Oath  you  meant  to  fwcar. 

Palm.  I  meant  that  if  you  hazarded  y€>ur  Life, 
Or  ibught  my  Father's,  ne'er  to  be  your  Wife. 

Leon.  See  now,  PalmyrA,  how  unkind  you  prove ! 
Could  you.  with  fo  much  eafe,  forfwear  my  Love  ? 

Palm.  You  force  me  with  your  ruinous  Delign. 

Leon.  Your  Father's  Life  is  more  your  Care,  than  mine. 

Palm.  You  wrong  me:  'Tis  noti  tho'  it  ought  to  bej 
You  arc  my  Care,  Heav'n  knows,  as  well  as  he. 

Leoa,  If  now  the  Execution  I  delay. 
My  Honour,  and  my  Subjects,  I  betray. 
All  is  prepar'd  for  the  juft  Enterprixcj 
And  the  whole  City  will  to  Morrow  rife. 
The  Leaders  of  the  Party  are  within, 
And  Euiwlus  has  fworn  that  he  will  bring, 
To  head  their  Arms,  the  Perfbn  of  their  King. 

Palm.  In  tellin;;  this,  you  make  me  guilty  too ; 
I  therefore  muft  difcover  what  I  know ; 
What  Honour  bids  you  do,  Nature  bids  rae  prevent ; 
But  kill  me  firft,  aad  then  purfue  your  black  Intent, 

Leon.  Palmyra,  no;  you  Ihali  not  need  to  die j 
Yet  I'll  not  trull:  fo  ftrici  a  Piety. 
Within  there. 

Enter  Eubulus. 

— Euitilus,  a  Guard  prepare; 

Here,  I  commit  this  Pris'ner  to  your  Care. 

iKi/fes  Palmyra'i  Handi  il^en  gives  it  to  Eubulus, 

Palm.  Leonidas,  I  never  thought  theic  Bands 
Could  e'er  be  giv'n  me  by  a  Lover's  Hands. 

Leon.  Palmyroy  thus  your  Judge  himfelf  arraigns i 

:  xi'iee'iazl 
He  who  impos'd  thefe  Bands,  ftiU  wears  your  Chains : 
When  you  to  Love  or  Duty  faiic  muft  be. 
Or  to  your  Father  guilty,  or  to  me, 
Thefe  Chains,  alone,  remain  to  fet  you  free. 

[Noifi  of  Swords  clajlil>.g, 

Idy.  {withiiK]  Secure  thefe,  firft;  then  fearch  the  inner 
Room. 

Itm,  From  whence  do  thefe  tvunultuous  Clamours  co  ne  > 

Etttff 
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Enter  Hermogenes,  haftily. 
Herm.  We  are  betray'd  -,  and  there  remains  alone 
This  Comfort,  that  your  Perfbn  is  not  known. 
JE/aer  the  King,  Argaleon,  Rhodophil,  Palamede,  Guards^ 
feme  like  Citizens  as  Prifoners. 
Toly.  What  mean  thefe  Midnight-confultations  here, 
"Where  I,  like  an  unfummon'd  Gueft,  appear  ? 
Leon.  Sir— — — 

jirga. There  needs  no  excufe;  'tis  undcrftood; 

You  were  all  watching,  for  your  Prince's  good. 

Toly.  My  reverend  City-Friends,  you  are  well  met ! 
On  what  great  Work  were  your  grave  Wifdoms  fet  ? 
Which  of  my  Aftions  were  you  banning  here  ? 
what  French  Invafion  have  you  found  to  fear  ? 

Leon.  They  are  my  Friends ;  and  come,  Sir,  with  intent 
To  take  their  Leaves  before  my  Bani/hment. 

Foly.  Your  Exile,  in  both  Sexes,  Friends  can  find : 
J  fee  the  Ladies,  like  the  Men,  are  kind.  [Seeing  PalmvTa. 

Falm.  Alas,  I  came  but >  [Kneeling, 

Tely.  Add  not  to  your  Crime 

A  Lie :  Til  hear  you  fpcak  fomc  other  time. 
How  ?  Euindus !  nor  Time,  nor  thy  Difguife,- 
Can  keep  thee,  undifcover'd,  from  my  Eyes. 
A  Guard  there  j  feize  'em  all. 

Hho.  Yield,  Sir ;  what  ufe  of  Valour  can  be  fhown  ? 
Tola.  One,  and  unarm'd,  againft  a  Multitude ! 
Oh  tpr  a  Sword! 

[He  reaches  at  one  of  the  Gtutrds  Halberds, 
and  is  feizfd  behind. 
1  wo'not  lofe  my  Breath' 
In  firuitlefs  Pray'rs ;  but  beg  a  fpeedy  Death. 
Palm.  O  fpare  Leonidas,  and  punifh  me. 
Toly.  Mean  Girl,  thou  want'ft  an  Advocate  for  thcc. 
Now  the  myfterious  knot  will  be  unty'd; 
.Whether  the  young  King  lives,  or  where  he  dy'd: 
To  Morrow's  dawn  {hall  the  dark  Riddle  ciear ; 
Crown  all  my  Joysj  and  diflipate  my  Fear. 

[Exeunt  wm$. 
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A  C  T    V.     S  C  E  N  E    I. 

Palamede,  Straton.    Palamede  with  a  Letter  in 
his  Hand. 


fd. 


THIS  Evening,  fay'ft  thou?  will  they  both  be 
here? 

Strn.  Yes,  Sir;  both  my  old  Matter, and  your  Miftrefs's 
Father :  The  old  Gentlemen  ride  hard  this  Journey ;  they 
lay,  it  fliall  be  the  laft  time  they  will  lee  the  Town  j  and 
both  of  'em  are  fo  pleas'd  with  this  Marriage,  which 
they  have  concluded  for  you,  that  I  am  afraid  they  will 
live  fome  Years  longer  to  trouble  you,  with  the  Joy 
of  it. 

Tal.  But  this  is  luch  an  unrealbnable  Thing,  to  impole 
upon  me  to  be  marry'd  to  morrow ;  'tis  hurrying  a  Man 
-to  Execution,  without  giving  him  time  to  fay  his 
Pray'rs. 

Stra.  Yet,  if  I  might  advife  you,  Sir,  you  fhould  not 
delay  it:  for  your  younger  Brother  comes  up  with  'era, 
and  is  got  already  into  their  Favours.  He  has  gain'd 
much  upon  my  old  Matter,  by  finding  Fault  with  Inn- 
keepers Bills,  and  by  ftarving  u's,  and  our  Horfes,  to  ttiow 
his  Frugality;  and  he  is  very  well  with  your  Miftrefs's 
Father,  by  giving  him  Receipts  for  the  Spleen,  Gout  and 
Scurvy,  and  other  Infirmities  of  old  Age. 

fal.  I'll  rout  him,  and  his  Country  Education;  Pox, 
on  him,  I  remember  him  before  I  travelld,  he  had  no- 
thing in  him  but  meer  Jocky ;  us'd  to  talk  loud,  and 
make  Matches,  and  was  all  for  the  Crack  of  the  Field  : 
Senfe  and  Wit  were  as  much  banitti'd  from  his  Difcourfe, 
as  they  arc  when  the  Court  goes  out  of  Town  to  a 
Horfe-race.  Go  now  and  provide  your  Matter's  Lodg- 
ings. 

Stra.  I  go.  Sir.  {Exit.. 

FaL 
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Pal.  It  vexes  me  to  the  Heart,  to  leave  all  my  Defigns 
with  Doraiice  unfinifh'd ;  to  liave  flown  her  ib  often  to 
a  Mark,  and  ftiil  to  bebobb'd  at  retrieve:  If  I  had  but  once 
enjoy'd  her,  thoiigh  I  could  not  have  fatisfy'd  my  Sto- 
macn  with  the  Feaft,  at  leail  I  fhouJd  have  relifh'd  my 

Mouth  a  little  i  but  now 

Enter  Philotis, 

Thil.  Oh,  Sir,  you  are  happily,  met  3  I  was  coming  to 
find  you. 

Pa/.  From  your  Lady,  I  hope. 

Thil.  Partly  from  her;  but  more  cfpcc'ally  from  my 
felf:  She  has  juft  now  receiv'd  a  Letter  from  her  Father, 
with  aa  abfolute  Command  to  diipofc  her  fcl£  to  marry 
you  to  morrow. 

Fal,  y\nd  {he  takes  it  to  the  Death  ? 

Fhil.  Quire  contrary:  The  Letter  could  never  have 
come  in  a  more  lucky  Minute j  for  it  found  her  in.  an 
ill  Humour  with  a  Rival  of  jours,  that  fhall  be  nameleis, 
about  the  Pronunciation  of  a  trench  word. 

Pal.  CxaxaX.  SjjoJopJ^iil;  never  Diiguife  it,  I  know  the 
uitnour :  But  I  hope  you  took  the  OccaTiou  to  ilrike  io 
for  me  ? 

Vhil.  It  was  my  good  Fortune  to  do  you  fome  (mail 
Service  in  it  j  for  your  lake  I  difcoromended  him  all  o- 
ver:  Cloaths,  Perfon,  Humour,  Behaviour,  every  thing j 
and  to  fum  up  all,  told  her,  it  was  impoUlble  to  find  a 
ciarry'd  Man  that  was  other  wife  j  for  rhey  were  all  {o 
rr.ortify'd  at  home  with  their  Wives  ill  Humours,  that 
they  could  never  recover  themfelves  to  be  Company  ar 
broad. 

Pal.  Moft  divinely  urg'd ! 

Phil.  Then  I  took  occalion  to  commend  your  good 
Qualities:  As,  the  fweetnefs  of  your  Humour,  thecomc- 
linefs  of  your  P^r&n,  your  good  Mcin,  your  Valour  j 
but,  above  all,  your  Liberality. 

Pal.  I  vow  to  Gad  I  had  like  to  have  forgot  that  good 
Quality  in  my  Iclf,  if  thou  had'ft  not  rcuiembev'd  m« 
on't :  Here  are  five  Pieces  for  thee. 

Phil,  Lord,  you  have  the  fofteft  Hand,  Sir!  it  would 
do  a  Woman  good  to  touch  it :  Count  PJjedo^hih  is  not 

half 
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half  fo  fbft  J  for  I  remember  I  felt  it  once,  when  he  gave 
me  ten  Pieces  for  my  New-years-gift. 

Pal.  O,  I  underftand  you,  Madam ;  you  ffiall  find  my 
Hand  as  foft  again  as  Count  Rhodophil's ;  There  arc  twen- 
ty Pieces  for  you.  The  former  was  but  a  Retaining  Fee  j 
now  I  hope  you'll  plead  for  me. 

Phil.  Your  own  Merits  fpeak  enough.  Be  fure  only 
to  ply  her  with  French  words,  and  I'll  warrant  you'll  do 
your  Buiinels.  Here  are  a  Lift  of  her  Phraies  for  this 
Day ;  Ufe  'em  to  her  upon  all  Occaiions,  and  foil  her  at 
her  own  Weapon;  for  fhe's  Lke  one  of  the  old  Amaz.ons, 
flie'll  never  marry,  except  it  be  the  Man  who  has  firft 
conquer'd  her. 

Pm.  I'll  be  fure  to  follow  your  Advice :  But  you'll  for- 
get to  further  my  Deiign. 

Phil.  "What,  do  you  tnink  I'll  be  ungrateful?- 

But,  however,  if  you  diftruft  my  Memory,  put  fome 
Token  on  my  Finger  to  remember  it  by ;  That  Diamond 
there  would  do  admirably. 

P/»/.  There  'cisj  and  I  ask  your  Pardon  heartily  for 
calling  your  Memory  into  Queftion:  I  allure  you  I'li 
truft  It  another  time,  without  putting  you  to  the  trou- 
ble of  another  Token. 

Enter  Palmyra  md  Artemis. 

uiirt.  Madam,  this  way  the  Prifoners  are  to  paft  j 
Here  you  may  iec  Lemidas. 

Pavn.  Then  here  I'll  ftay,  and  follow  him  to  death. 
Enter  Melantha  hajiily. 

Meht.  O,  here's  her  Highnefs !  Now  is  my  Time  to 
introduce  my  felf,  and  to  make  my  Court  to  her,  in  my 

new  French  Phrafes.  Stay,  let  me  read  my  Catalogue • 

Suitte,  Figure,  Chagrin,  Naivete,  and  let  me  die  tor  the 
Parenthelis  of  all. 

Pal.  lAjtde.']  Do,  Perfecute  hetj  and  I'll  Persecute  thee 
as  faft  in  thy  own  Dialedt. 

Mel.  Madam,  the  Princefs!  let  me  die,  but  this  is  a 
moft  horrid  Spedacle,  to  fee  a  Perfon  who  makes  fb 

frand  a  Figure  in  the  Court,  without  the  Suitte  of  a 
rinccfs,  and  entertaining  your  Chagrin  all  alone  >  (Nai- 

%tt9 
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"vete  fliould  have  been  there,  but  the  dif-obedient  Word 
would  not  come  in.) 

Falm.  What  is  {he,  Artemis  f 

Art.  An  impertinent  Lady,  Madam  j  very  ambitious 
of  being  known  to  your  Highnefs. 

Tedd.  \To  MeloHtha.']  Let  me  dye.  Madam  ;  if  I  have 
not  waited  you  here  theft  two  long  Hours,  without  fo 
much  as  the  Suitte  of  a  fingle  Servant  to  attend  mej  en- 
tertaining my  felf  with  my  own  Chagrin,  till  I  had  the 
Honour  to  fee  your  Ladyfhip,  who  are  a  Perfon  that 
makes  fo  confiderable  a  Figure  in  the  Court. 

Mel.  Truce  with  your  Douceurs,  good  Servant;  you 
fee  I  am  addrefling  to  the  Princefs ;  pray  do  not  'Embar- 
rfifs  me  Embarrafs  mc!  what  a   delicious  Trench 

word  do  i you  make  me  lofe  upon  you  too!  [To 

the  Trincejs]  Your  Highnefs,  Madam,  will  pleafc  to  par- 
don the  Beveue  w^hich  I  made,  in  not  fooner  finding 
you  out  to  be  a  Princefs :  But  let  me  die  if  this  Eclm- 
cijfement  which  is  made  this  Day  of  your  Quality,  does 
not  ravifh  mc;  and  give  me  leave  to  tell  ydu 

TaUt.  But  firft  give  me  leave  to  tell  you,  Madam,  that 
I  have  fo  great  a  Tender  for  your  Perfon,  and  fuch  a 
Pmchant  to  do  you  Service,  that 

Mel.  What,  muft  I  ftill  be  troubled  with  your  Sottifes  ? 
(There's  another  word  loft,  that  I  meant  for  the  FYin- 
cefs,  with  a  Mifchief  to  you)  But  your  Highnefs,  Madam— 

Fala.  But  your  Ladyfhip,  Madam 

Enter  Leonidas  guarded,  and  led  over  the  Stage. 

Mel.  Out  upon  him,  how  he  looks.  Madam !  now 
he's  found  no  Prince,  he  is  the  ftrangeft  Figure  of  a 
Man;  how  could  I  make  that  Cou^  d'Etourdy  to  think 
him  one? 

tftlm.  Away,  Impertinent My  dear  Leonidas ! 

Leon.  My  dear  VMmyrnl 

falm.  Death  fhall  never  part  us;  my  Deftiny  is  yours; 
[He  is  Ud  off;  /Ije  follows. 

Mel.  Impertinent!  Oh  I  am  the  moft  unfortunate 
Perfon  this  Day  breathing:  Thar  the  Princefs  fliould 
thus  Rompre  en  Vifiere,  wimout-  Occafion.-  Let  mc  die, 
but  rJl  follow  her  to  Death,  till  I  make  my  Peace. 

ffd. 
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FaU.  [Holding  her.']  And  let  me  die,  but  Til  follow  you 
to  the  Infernals  till  you  pity  me. 

Mel.  {Turning  townrds  him  angrily^  Ay,  'tis  long  of 
you  that  this  Malheur  is  fall'n  upon  me;  your  Imperti- 
nence has  put  me  out  of  the  good  Graces  of  the  Prin- 
cefs,  and  all  that,  which  has  ruin'd  me  and  all  that,  and 
therefore  let  me  die,  but  I'll  be  reveng'd,  and  all  that. 

Pal.  Fafon,  Faftm,  you  muft  and  fliall  love  me,  and  all 
that;  for  my  old  Man  is  coming  up,  and  all  that;  and  I 
am  defefpere  au  dernier,  and  will  not  be  difinherited,  and 
all  that. 

Mel.  How  durft  you  interrupt  me  fo  mal  (t  propos, 
when  you  knew  I  was  addreffing  to  the  Princefs? 

Pal.  But  why  would  you  addrefs  your  fclf  Co  much  a 
Contretemps  then .? 

Mel.  Ah  malpejle! 

Td.  Ah  femage ! 

Phil.  Radtucijfez,  vous,  de  grace,  Madame  i  vout  etes  hien 
tn  colere  pour  peu  de  chofe.  Vous  rfentendez.  pas  U  raillerie 
gallante. 

Mel.  Ad*  tuitres,  ad'autres:  He  mocks  himfelf  of  me/ 
he  Abufes  me :  Ah  me  Unfortunate !  [Cries, 

Phil.  You  miftake  him.  Madam,  he  does  but  accom- 
modate his  Phrafe  to  your  refin'd  Language.  Ah,  qu'il 
tfl  un  Cavalier  accomply !  purfue  your  Point,  Sir— — — ^ 

[To  him. 

Tut.  Ah  qu'il  fait  beau  dans  ces  boccages;  {SingingP[  Ah 
que  U  del  dome  un  beau  jour!  There  I  was  with  you, 
with  a  Minouet. 

Mel.  Let  me  die  now,  but  this  fingtng  is  fine,  and 
cxtreamly  French  in  him :  [Laughs.']  But  then,  that  he 
fhould  me  my  own  Words,  as  it  were  in  contempt  of 
me,  I  cannot  bear  it.  [Crying. 

Pal.  Ces  beaux  fejours,  ces  doux  ramages [^''tging' 

Mel.  Ces  beaux  fsjours,  ces  doux  ramages,  [Singing  af- 
ter him.]  Ces  beaux  fejours,  nous  invitent  a  I' amour  I  Let 
me  die,  but  he  fings  ert  Cavalier,  and  fo  humours  the 
Cadence.  [Laughing. 

Pal.  Voy,  ma  Clymene,  voy  foubs  ce  chefne,  [Singing  a- 
gain.]  S'entrebaifer  ces  Oifeaux  amoreux !  Let  me  die  now, 

but 
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but  that  was  fine.  Ah,  now,  for  three  or  four  brisk 
Frenchmen,  to  be  put  into  Masking  Habits,  and  to  fing 
it  on  a  Theater,  how  witty  it  would  be !  and  then  to 
dance  helter  Skelter  to  a  Chmfon  a  bo'tre:  Tmte  la  Ttrrt, 
toute  la  terre  efi  a  moy !  what's  matter  though  it  were 
made  and  fung,  two  or  three  Years  ago  inCMarets,  how 
it  would  attract  the  Admiration,  efpecially  of  every  one 
that's  an  Zreilk! 

Mel.  Well;  I  begin  to  have  a  tender  for  you;  but  yet, 

upon  Condition,  that when  we  are  marry'd,  you — 

[Pal./'»g;,  while  flje  f^etUci. 

Thil.  You  muft  drown  her  Voice:  If  {he  makes  her 
French  Conditions,  you  are  a  Slave  for  ever. 

Mel.  Firft,  will  you  engage that 

Fal.  Fa,  la,  la,  la,  (^c.  [Louder. 

Mel.  Will  you  hear  the  Conditions? 

Pal.  No  J  I  will  hear  no  Conditions;  I  am  rcfolv'd  to 
win  you  en  'Fratifois:  To  be  very  Aiery,  with  abundance 
of  Noiie,  and  no  Senfc :  Fa,  la,  la,  la,  ^. 

Mel  Hold,  hold:  I  am  vanquifh'd  with  your  gi^ete 
d'effrit.  I  am  yours,  and  will  be  yours,  fiuis  nuUe  re^ 
fervet  ny  condition:  And  let  me  die,  if  I  do  not  think  mjp 
fclf  the  happieft  Nymph  in  Sk'il'j  ■  •  ■  My  dear  French 
Dear,  ftay  but  a  minnite,  till  I  racrcommode  my  ielf  with 
the  Prinoefs ;  and  then  I  am  yours,  jufy'  a  U  mm. 
Aliens  done. {Exeunt  Mel.  Philot. 

VaX.  \Solust  faming  himfelf  vith  his  Hat.}  I  never 
thought  before  that  wooing  was  fb  laborious  an  Exer- 
cile;  if  fhe  were  worth  a  Million,  I  have  deferv'd  her  ; 
and  now,  methinks  too*  with  taking  all  this  Pains  for 
her,  I  begin  to  like  her.  'Tis  fo;  1  laave  known  many, 
who  never  (ar'd  for  Hare  nor  Partridge,  but  thole  they 
caught  themfelvcs,  would  eat  heartily :  The  Pains,  and 
the  Story  a  Man  tells  of  the  taking  of  'em,  makes  the 
Meat  go  down  more  plealantly.  Belides,  laft  Night  I 
had  a  Iweet  Dream  of  her,  and.  Gad,  fhe  I  have  once. 
dream'd  of,  I  am  fiark  mad  till  I  enjoy  her,  let  her  be 
never  ib  ugly. 

Efiter  Doralice. 
Dor.  Who's  that  you  are  ib  xnad  to  enjojr,  falamede  f 


Marriage  A -la-Mode,     zf^ 

Tal.  You  may  eafily  imagine  that,  fweet  Doralice. 
'Dor.  More  eafily  than  you  think  I  can  :  I  met  juft 
now  with  a  certain  Man,  who  came  to  you  with  Let-' 
tcrs,  from  a  certain  old  Gentleman,  y'clcpcd  your   Fa- 
ther; whereby  I  am  given  to  underftand,  that  to  mor*- 
row  you  are  to  take  an  Oath  in  the  Church  to  be  grave 
henceforward,  to  go  ill-drefs'd  and  flovenly,  to  get  Heirs 
for  your  Eftate,  and  to  dandle  'em  for  your  Diverfion  ; 
and,  in  fhort,  that  Love  andCourtfhip  are  to  be  no  more, 
Fal.  Now  have  I  lb  much  fhame  to  be  thus  appre- 
hended in  the  Manner,  that  I  can  neither  fpeak  nor  look 
upon  you  j   I  have  abundance  of  Grace  in  me,  that  I 
find:  But  if  you  have  any  Spark  of  true  Friendftiip  in 
you,  retire  a  little  with  me  to  the  next  Room,  that  has 
a  Couch  or  Bed  in't,  and  beftow  your  Charity  upon  a 
poor  dying  Man :  A  little  Comfort  from  a  Miftrefs,  be- 
fore a  Man' is  going  to  give  himfelf  in  Marriage,  is  as 
good  as  a  lufty  Dofe  of  Strong-water  to  a  dying  Male^ 
taftor;  it  takes  away  the  Senfc  of  Hell,   and  hanging 
from  him. 

Dor.  No,  good  Pdamede,  I  muft  not  be  fo  injurious 
to  your  Bride :  'Tis  ill  drawing  from  the  Bank  to  Day, 
whea  all  your  ready  Money  is  payable  to  morrow. 

P«/.  A  Wife  is  only  to  have  the  lipe  Fruit,  tiat 
falls  of  it  felf  j  but  a  wife  Man  will  always  preferve  a 
fhaking  for  a  Miftrels. 

Bor.  But  a  Wife  for  the  firft  Qiiarter  is  a  Miftrefs. 
Tal.  But  when  the  fecond  comes. 
Dw.  When  it  does  come,  you  are  fo  given  to  Variety, 
that  you  would  make  a  Wife  of  mc  in  another  Quar- 
ter. 

?dl.  No,  never,  except  I  were  married  to  you :  Mar- 
ry'd  People  can  never  oblige  one  another;  for  all  they 
do  is  Duty,  and  confequcntly  there  can  be  no  Thanks  : 
But  Love  is  more  frank  and  generous  than  he  is  honeft ; 
he's  a  liberal  Giver,  but  a  curled  Pay-mafter. 

Dor.  I  declare  I  wiil  have  no  Gallant;  but,  if  I  would, 
he  Ihould  never  be  a  marry'd  Man;  a  marry'd  Man  is 
but  a  Millrefs's  half-lervant,  as  a  Clergy-man  is  tut  the 
King's  half-fubje6l :  For  a  Man  to  conve  to  me  that 

frncUs 
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ftnells  o'th'  Wife !  *s  life,  I  would  as  foon  wear  her  old 
Gown  after  her,  as  her  Husband, 

Pal.  Yet  'tis  a  kind  of  Fafhion  to  wear  a  Princefs's  caft 
Shoes,  y9u  fee  the  Country  Ladies  buy  'em  to  be  fine  in 
them. 

Dor.  Yes,  a  Princefs's  Shooes  may  be  worn  after  her, 
becaufe  they  keep  their  Fafhion,  by  being  fo  very  little 
us'd }  but  generally  a  marry'd  Man  is  the  Creature  of  the 
World  the  moft  out  of  Fafhion  j  his  Behaviour  is  dum- 
pifli,  his  Difcourfe,  his  Wife  and  Family ;  his  Habit  fo 
much  negledled,  it  looks  as  if  that  were  marry'd  too  j 
his  Hat  is  marry'd,  his  Perruke  is  marry'd,  his  Breeches 
are  marry'd,  and  if  we  could  look  within  his  Breeches, 
we  Ihould  find  him  marry'd  there  too. 

Pal.  Am  I  then  to  be  difcardcd  for  ever  ?  pray  do  but 
mark  how  terrible  that  word  founds j  for  ever!  it  has  a 
very  damn'd  found,  Doraltce. 

Dor.  Ay,  for  ever '  "t  founds  as  helliflily  to  me,  as  it 
can  do  to  you,  but  tl     ^'s  no  help  for't. 

Pd.  Yet  if  we  haci  u„t  once  cnjoy'd  one  another ;  but 
then  once  only,  is  worfe  than  not  at  all:  It  leaves  a 
Man  with  fuch  a  ling-  ing  after  it. 

Dor.  Fcr  ought  I  tiic."/^  'tis  better  that  we  have  not ; 
we  might  upon  tryal  a-ive  lik'd  each  other  lefs,  as  many 
a  Man  and  Woman,  that  have  lov'd  as  defperately  as  we, 
and  yet  when  they  came  to  PolTeflion,  have  figh'd  and 
cry'd  to  themfelves.  Is  this  all  ? 

Pal.  That  is  only,  if  the  Servant  were  not  found  a 
Man  of  this  World  j  but  if,  upon  tryal,  we  had  not  lik'd 
each  other,  we  had  certainly  left  loving;  and  faith,  that's 
the  greater  Happinels  of  the  two. 

Dor.  'Tis  better  as  'tis ;  we  have  drawn  off  already  as 
much  of  our  Love  ar.  would  run  clear ;  after  poflelTing, 
the  reft  is  but  Jealoulics,  and  Dilquiets,  and  Quarrelling 
and  Piecing. 

Pal.  Nay,  after  one  great  Quarrel,  there's  never  any 
fi)und  Piecing  J  the  Love  is  apt  to  break  in  the  fame 
place  again. 

Dor.  I  declare  I  would  never  renew  a  Love;  that's 
Lke  him,  who  trims  an  old  Coach  for  ten  Years  toge- 
ther, he  might  buy  a  new  one  better  cheap. 
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Pal.  Well,  Madam,  I  am  convinc'd,  that  'tis  bcft  for 
us  not  to  have  enjoy'd ;  but  Gad,  the  flrongeft  Reaibn 
is,  becaufe  I  can't  help  it. 

Dor.  The  only  way  to  keep  us  new  to  one  another, 
is  never  to  enjoy,  as  they  keep  Grapes ;  by  hanging  'em 
uvpn  a  Line,  they  muft  touch  nothing,  if  you  would  pre- 
fer vc  'em  frefh. 

Pal.  But  then  they  wither,  and  grow  dry  in  the  very 
keeping ;  however  I  fhall  have  a  Warmth  for  you,  and 
an  Eagernefs,  every  time  I  fee  youj  and  if  I  chance  to 
out-live  Melmtha- 


Dor.  And  if  I  chance  to  out-live  Pjiodofhil- 


Pal.  Well,  I'll  cherifh  my  Body  as  much  as  I  can  up- 
on that  hope.  'Tis  true,  I  would  not  direftly  murder 
the  Wife  of  my  Bofom ;  but  to  kill  her  civilly,  by  the 
way  of  kindnefs,  I'll  put  as  fair  as  another  Man :  I'll  be- 
gin to  morrow  Night,  and  be  very  wrathful  with  her, 
that's  refolv'd  on. 

Bor.  Well,  Palamede,  here's  my  Hand,  I'll  venture  to 
be  your  fecond  Wife,  for  all  your  Threatnings. 

Pd.  In  the  mean  time  I'll  vv'atch  you  hourly,  as  I 
would  the  Ripenefs  of  a  Melon,  and  I  hope  you'll  give 
me  leave  now  and  then  to  look  on  you,  and  to  fee  if 
you  are  not  ready  to  be  cut  yet. 

Dor.  No,  no,  that  muft  not  be,  FaUmede,  for  fear  the 
Gardener  fhould  come  and  catch  you  taking  up  the  Glafs. 
'Enter  Rhodophil. 

Hho.  \^Afde?[  Billing  fo  fweetly!  now  I  am  confirm'd 
in  my  Suipicions ;  I  muft  put  an  end  to  this,  e'er  it  'go 

further \To  Doralice.']   Cry   you  Mercy,  Spoufe  ; 

I  fear  I  have  interrupted  your  Recreations. 

Dor.  What  Recreations? 
'  Rho.  Nay,  no  Excufes,  good  Spoufe;  I  faw  fair  Hand 
convey 'd  to  Lip,  and  preft,  as  though  you  load  been  fqueei- 
ing  foft  Wax  together  for  an  Indenture.  Palamede,  you 
and  I  muft  clear  this  Reckoning;  why  would  you  have 
feduc'd  my  Wife? 

Pal.  Why  would  you  have  debauch'd  my  Miftrefs  ? 

Rho.  What  do  you  think  of  that  civil  Couple,  that 
play'd  at  a  Game  call'd.  Hide  and  Seek,  laft  Evening,  in 
the  Grotto  ? 

Pal. 
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Pala.  What  do  you  think  of  that  innocent  Pair,  who 
made  it  their  Pretence  to  feek  for  others,  but  came,  in- 
deed, to  hide  tbcmi'elvcs  there? 

Rho.  All  things  confidei'd,  I  begin  vehemently  to  fu- 
fpe(k,  that  the  young  Gentleman  I  found  in  your  Com- 
pany laft  Night,  was  a  certain  Youth  of  my  Acquain- 
tance. 

Tala.  And  I  have  an  odd  Imagination,  that  you  could 
never  have  fufpefted  my  fmall  Gallant,  if  your  little  vil- 
lainous FreKC^w^w' had  not  been  a  falfe  Brother. 

Rho.  Farther  Arguments  are  ncedlefs;  draw  offj  I.il,all 
(peak  to  you  now  oy  the  way  oi  Bilbo. 

[Clap  his  Hand  to  his  Sword. 

TaU.  Arid  I  (hall  anfwcr  you  by  the  way  of  Dangcr- 
fidd.  [Claps  his  Hand  on  his. 

Dor.  Hold,  holdj  are  not  you  two  a  couple  of  mad 
'fighting  Fools,  to  cut  one  another's  Throats  for  nothing? 

Fala.  How.  for  nothipg?  He  courts  the  Woman  I  muft 
marry. 

Rho.  And  he  courts  yon  whom  I  have  marry'd. 

Dw.  But  you  -can  neither  of  you  be  jealous  of  vfrhat 
you  Love  not. 

Rho.  Faith  I  am  jealous,  and  that  makes  mc  partly  Si- 
fpe£t  that  I  Love  you  better  than  I  thought. 

Dor.  Pifh!  a  mcer  Jealoufic  of  Honour. 

Rho.  Gad  I  am  afraid  there's  fomething  eUe  in'tj  for 
Talamede  has  Wit,  and  if  he  Loves  you,  there's  fomething 
more  in  ye  than  I  have  found :  Some  rich  Mine,  for 
ought  I  know,  that  I  have  not  yet  difcover'd. 

Pala.  'Slife,  what's  this?  Here's  an  Argument  for  me 
to  love  Melantha ;  for  he  has  loy'd  her,  and  he  lias  wit 
■  too,  and,  for  ought  I  know,  there  may  be  a  Mine :  But, 
if  there  be,  I  am  refolv'd  I'll  dig  for't. 

Dor.  [to  Rhoilophil.']  Then  I  have  found  my  account  in 
raiflng  your  Jealoulie:  O!  'tis  the  moft  delicate  fliarp 
Sawce  to  a  cloy'd  Stomach  j  it  will  give  you  a  new  edge, 
Rhodophil. 

Rho.  And  a  new  Point  too,  DorsUce,  if  I  couU  be  furc 
thou  art  honcft. 

Dor, 
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Ber.lf  yoxi  ate  wife,  believe  me  for  your  own  fake  -. 
Love  and  Rdigion  have  but  one  thing  to  truft  to ;  that's 
a  good  found  Faith.  Confider,  if  I  have  play 'd  falfe,  you 
can  never  find  it  out  by  any  Experiment  you  can  make 
upon  me. 

UAo.  No?  Why,  fuppofe  I  had  a  delicate  fcrew'd  Gun, 
if  I  left  her  dean,  and  found  her  foul,  I  fhould  difcover, 
to  my  coft,  fhc  had  been  iliot  in. 

Dor.  But  if  you  left  her  clean,  and  found  her  only 
rufty,  you  would  difcover  to  your  fhame,  fhc  was.  only 
£0  for  want  of  fhooting. 

P/ila.  Rhodophil,  you  know  me  too  well,  to  imagine' I 
fpeak  for  fearj  and  therefore  in,  ConHderation  or  our 
paft  Friendfliip,  I  will  tell  you,  arid  bind  it' by  all  things 
holy,  that  Doralice  is  innocent. 

Rho.  Friend,  I  will  believe  vou,  and  vow  the  fame  for 
your  Melanth.i;  hnt  the  Devil  on't  is,  how  we  fhall  keep 
'em  r©. 

Pala.  What  doft  thrrtkof  a  blefled  Community  betwixt 
us  four,  for  the  Solace  of  the  Women,  and  Relief  of  the 
Men?  Methinks  it  would  be  a  pleafant  kind  of  Life: 
Wife  and  Husband  for  the  Handing  Difli,  and  Millrcfs 
and  Gallant  for  the  Defert. 

BJ;o.  But  fuppofe  the  Wife  and  the  Mifh-efs  {hould  both 
long  for  the  Handing  Difh,  how  fhould  they  be  fatisfy'd 
together  f 

Paid.  In  fuch  a  cafe  they  muft  draw  Lots :  And  yet 
that  would  not  do  neither  j  for  they  would  both  be 
wifhing  for  the  longeft  out. 

Rho.  Then  I  think,  Pa'amede,  we  had  as  good  make  a 
firm  League,  not  to  invade  each  other's  Propriety. 

Pata.  Cofitent,  lay  I.  From  henceforth  let  all  A6ls  of 
Hoftility  ceale  betwixt  us ;  and  that  in  the  ufual  Form 
of  Treaties,  as  well  by  Sea  as  by  Land,  and  in  all  frcfli 
Waters. 

Dor.  I  will  add  but  one  Provifo,  That  who  ever  breaks 
the  League,  either  by  War  abro^,  or  by  Negleft  at 
home,  botli  the  Women  Ihall  revenge  themfelves,  by  ihe 
help  of  the  other  Party. 

Rho. 
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Rho.  That's  but  reafonable.    Come  away,  DoraUcei  I 
have  a  great  Temptation  to  be  iealing  Ai  ricley  in  private. 
Pala.  Hafl:  thou  fo  ?  [Claps  him  Ott  the  ShouUer. 

Fall  on,  Macdttf, 
And  curft  be  he  that  firfl:  cries.  Hold,  enough. 

Enter  Polydamas,  Palmyra,  Artemis,  Argaleon :  ylfter 

them,  Eubulus,  anti  Hermogenes,  guarded. 
Talm.  Sir,  on  mv  Knees  I  beg  you. 
Toly.  Away,  I'll  near  no  more. 

Talm.  For  my  dead  Mother's  fake  J  you  fiyyoulov'dkcr. 
And  tell  me  I  relemble  her.    Thus  flie 
Had  begg'd. 

Foly.   -      And  thus  had  I  deny'd  her. 
Talm.  You  muft  be  merciful. 
Arga.  You  muft  be  conifant. 

Toty.  Go,  bear  em  to  the  Torture;  you  have  boafted 
You  have  a  King  to  head  you :  I  would  know 
To  whom  I  muft  refign, 

Zub.  This  is  our  Recompcnce 

For  ferving  thy  dead  Queen. 

Hgrm.  And  Education 

Of  thy  Daughter. 

.^ga.  You  are  too  modeft,  in  not  naming  all 
His  Obligations  to  you:  Why  did  you 
Omit  his  Son,  the  Prince  Lemidas  ? 

?oly.  That  Impofture 
I  had  forgot;  their  Tortures  {hall  be  doubled. 
Herm.  You  pleafe  me,  I  (ball  die  the  fooner. 
I.ub.  No ;  could  I  live  an  Age,  and  ftiU  be  rack'd, 
I  ftill  would  keep  the  Secret.  [-4f  they  are  going  of, 

litter  Leonidas,  guarded. 
Leon.  Oh  whither  do  you  hurry  Innocence! 
If  you  have  any  Juftice,  ipare  their  Lives  5 
Or'  li  I  cannot  make  you  juft,  at  leaft 
I'll  teach  you  to  more  Purpore  to  be  cruel. 

P/j/w.  Alas,  what  does  he  feek !  _ 

Leon.  Make  me  the  Objefl:  of  your  Hate  and  Vengeance ! 
Are  thefe  decrepid  rodies  worn  to  Ruin, 
Juft  ready,  of  themfelves,  to  fall  afunder. 
And  to  let  drop  the  Soul, 

Are 
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Are  thefe  fit  Subjeds  for  a  Rack,  and  Tortures? 

Where  would  you  faften  any  Hold  upon  'em  ? 

Place  Pains  on  me ;  united  fix  *em  here  j 

I  have  both  Youth,  and  Strength,  and  Soul  to  bear  'cm: 

And  if  they  merit  Death,  then  I  much  morcj 

Since  'tis  for  me  they  fiiffer. 

Herm. Heav'n  forbid 

We  fhould  redeem  our  Pains,  or  worthlefs  Lives, 
By  our  expofing  yours. 

Euh.  Away  with  us :  Farewel,  Sir. 
I  only  fuffcr  in  my  Fears  for  you'. 

Arga.  So  much  concern'd  for  him  ?  Then  my   ijf^de: 
Sufpicion's  true.  \JVhiffers  the  King^ 

TMtn.  Hear  yet  my  lafl:  Requcft,  for  poor  Lemidssi 
Or  take  my  Life  with  his. 

Arga.  Reft  fatisfy'd  j  Leonidas  is  he.  [To  the  Kiae: 

Toly.  I  am  amaz'd :  What  muft  be  done  ? 
jirga.  Command  his  Execution  inftantly; 
Give  him  not  leifure  to  difcover  itj 
He  may  corrupt  the  Soldiers. 

Foly.  Hence  with  that  Traitor;  bear  him  to  his  Death; 
Hafte  there,  and  fee  my  Will  perform'd. 
Leon.  Nay,  then  I'll  die  like  him  the  Gods  have  made  me 

Hold",  Gentlemen;  I  am [Argaleon/«i/.x  his  Mouth. 

Arga.  Thou  art  a  Traitor;  'tis  not  fit  to  hear  thee 

Leon.  I  fay  I  am  the {Getting  loofe  «  little. 

Arga,.  So;  gag  him,  and  lead  him  off. 

{Agtm  flowing  his  M>uthi 
[Leonidas,  Hermogenes,  Eubulus,  led  ofi 
Polydamas  and  Argaleon  follow. 
Falm.  Duty  and  Love,  by  turns,  poflefs  my  Soul, 
And  ftruggle  for  a  fatal  Vittory : 
I  will  discover  he's  the  Kingj  Ah,  no: 
That  will  perhaps  fave  him ; 
But  tlien  I  am  guilty  of  a  Father's  Ruin.' 
What  Ihall  I  do,  or  not  do  ?  Either  way 
I  muft  deftroy  a  Parent,  or  a  Lover. 
Break  Heart;  for  that's  the  leaft  of  Iljs  to  mc: 
And  Death  the  only  Cure.  r?.»vM^.' 

Arte.  Help,  help  the  Priftccft.  ^ 

Vol.  III.  —-'  M  u,. 
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Rho.  Bear  her  gently  hence,  where  flie  may 
Have  more  Succour.        [She  is  horn  off,  Arte .  follows  her. 
{Shouts  vpiihin,  tmd  clajlmg  of  Swords. 

Tala.  What  Noife  is  tliat  ? 

Enter  Amalihea,  rurming. 

Amal.  Oh,  Gentlemen,  if  you  have  Loyalty, 
Or  Courage,  {how  it  now :  Leonidas 
Broke  on  the  fudden  from  his  Guards,  and  fnatching 
A  Sword  fiom  one,  his  Back  againft  the  ScaiFold, 
Bravely  defends  himfelfj  and  owns  alcud 
He  is  our  long  loft  King,  found  for  this  Moment; 
But,  if  your  Valours  help  not,  loft  for  ever. 
Two  of  his  Guards,  mov'd  by  the  Senfc  of  Virtue, 
Are  turn'd  for  him,  and  there  they  ftand  at  Bay 
Againft  an  Hoft  of  Foes. 

Rho. Madam,  no  more; 

We  lofc  time ;  My  Command,  or  my  Example, 

May  move  the  Soldiers  to  the  better  Caufe. 

You'll  iccond  me?  \T»  Pal. 

Fdn.  Or  die  with  you  :  No  Subjc£b  e'er  can  meet 
A  nobler  Fate,  tlian  at  his  Sovereign's  Feet.         [Exetmt. 
[Clafl^hig  of  Swords  vithin,  and  Shouts. 
Inter  Leonidas,  Rhodophil,  Palamcde,  Eubulus,  Kcrmo- 

genes.  And  their  Tarty,  i  informs.    Polydamas  twd  Ar- 

galeon,  difarm'd. 

Leon.  That  I  furvive  the  Dangers  of  this  Day, 
Next  to  the  Gods,  brave  Friends,  be  yours  the  Honour. 
And  let  Heav'n  witnefs  for  me,  that  my  Joy 
Is  not  more  great  for  this  my  Right  reftoi  'd. 
Than  'tis,  that  I  have  Power  to  recompcncc 
Your  Loyalty  and  Valour.     Let  mean  Princes 
Of  abje^  Souls,  fear  to  reward  great  Aftions; 
I  mean  to  fhow, 

That  whatfoe'er  Subjefts,  like  you,  dare  merit, 
A  King,  like  me,  dares  give 

BJ:o.  You  make  us  blufh,  we  have  deferv*d  fo  little. 

Pala.  And  yet  inRrudt  us  how  to  merit  more. 

Leon.  And  as  I  would  be  juft  in  my  Rewards, 
So  fhouki  I  in  my  Punifi  mcntsj  thefe  two, 
Yhis  the  Ufurpcr  of  my  Qovvn,  the  other 
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Of  my  Palmyra's  Love,  deferve  that  Death 
Which  both  defign'd  for  me. 

Poly. And  we  expe£l  it. 

y^rga.  I  have  too  long  been  happy  to  live  wretched. 

Poly.  And  1  too  long  have  govern'd,  to  dcfirc 
A  Life  without  an  Empire. 
'  Leon.  You  are  Palmyra's  Father ;  and  as  fuch, 
Tho'  not  a  King,  fliall  have  Obedience  paid 
From  him  who  is  one.    Father,  in  that  Name 
All  Injuries  forgot,  and  Duty  own'd.  [Embraces  him. 

Poly.  O,  had  I  known  you  could  have  been  this  King, 
Thus  God-like,  great  and  good,  I  fhould  have  wifli'd 
T'  have  been  dethron'd  before.     'Tis  now  I  live. 
And  more  than  reign  j  now  all  my  Joys  flow  pure, 
Uranix'd  with  Cares,  and  undifturb'd  by  Confciencc. 

Enter  Palmyra,   Amalthea,  Artemis,  Doralice,  and 
Mclantha. 

Leon.  See,  my  Palmyra  comes !  the  frighted  Blood  - 
Scarce  yet  rccall'd  to  her  pale  Cheeks, 
Like  the  firft  ftreaks  of  Light  broke  loofe  from  Darknefs, 
And  dawning  into  BIuiTies. — Sir,  you  {aid,  \To  Poly. 

Your  Joys  were  full ;  Oh,  would  you  make  mine  lb ! 
I  am  but  half-rcftor'd  without  this  Blefnng. 

Poly.  The  Gods,  and  my  Palmyra,  make  you  happy. 
As  you  make  me.  [Gives  her  Hand  to  Leonidas, 

Palm.  Now  all  my  Prayers  are  heard: 

I  may  be  dutiful,  and  yet  may  love. 

Virtue,  and  Patience,  have  at  length  unravell'd 

The  Knots  which  Fortune  ty'd. 

Mel.  Let  me  die,  but  1 11  congratulate  his  Majcfty :  How 
admirably  well  his  Royalty  becomes  him!  Becomes! 
that  is  luy  fed,  but  our  damn'd  Language  expreflcs  no- 
thing. 

Pala.  How  ?  Does  it  become  him  already  ?  *Twas  but 
juft  now  you  faid,  he  was  fuch  a  Figure  ot  a  Man, 

Mel.  True,  n^y  Dear,  when  he  was  a  private  Man  he 
was  a  Figure  5  but  lince  he  is  a  King,  methinks  he  has 
affum'd  another  Figure :  He  looks  fo  Grand,  and  fo  Au- 
gwft.  [Going  t0  the  King. 

M  a  Tala'. 
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Fftla.  Stay,  ftay;  I'll  prefent  you  when  it  is  more  con- 
venient. I  find  I  muft  get  her  a  Place  at  Court  5  and 
when  fl'iC  is  once  there,  fhe  can  he  no  longer  ridiculous ; 
for  Itc  is  young  eneugh,  and  pretty  enough,  and  Fool  e- 
pough,  and  French  enough,  to  bring  up  a  Failiion  there 
to  be  affcftcd. 

Lem.  IfoRhJ^phil.']  Did  flic  then  lead  yaa  to  this  brave 
Attempt? 
'^To  Amalrhea.J  To  you,  fair  Amaltheay  what  I  am, 
And  what  allthcfc,  from  me,  we  jointly  owe: 
Fiift,  therefore,  to  your  threat  Defert,  we  give 
"V-our  Brother's  Life 3  but  keep  him  under  Guard, 
Till  our  new  Power  be  fettled.    What  more  Grace 
He  may  receive,  fhall  from  his  future  Carriage 
Be  given,  as  he  dcfcrves, 

Arga.  I  neither  now  defire,  nor  will  deferve  itj 
My  Lofs  is  fuch  as  cannot  be  repair'd, 
And  to  the  Wretched,  Life  can  be  no  M^cy. 

Leon.  Then  be  a  Prifoiurr  always :  Thy  ill  Fate 
And  Pride  will  have  it  fo:  But  lince,  in  this  I  canivot, 
Inftrudi  me,  generous  Amakhea,  how 
A  King  may  lerve  you. 

j,jr,iil\ 1  luve  all  I  hope. 

And  all  I  now  muft  will);  I  lee  you  happy. 

Thofe  Hours  I  have  to  live,  which  Hcav'n  in  Pity 

Will  n-fcke  but  few,  I  vow  to  fpend  with  Vellals : 

The  greateft  Part,  in  Pray'rs  for  you ;  the  reft 

In  mourning  my  Unworthinefs. 

Frcfs  me  not  farther  to  explain  my  felf  j 

Twill  not  become  me,  and  may  caufe  y-our  Tr«(uJ>Ie, 

Leon.  Too  well  I  underftand  her  fcact  Grief,     [Afide. 
But  dare  not  fecm  to  know  it. — Come        [To  Palmyra, 
my  faircft, 

Beycnd  my  Crown,  I  have  ofic  Joy  in  ftore; 

To  give  th^t  Crown  to  her. whom  I  adore. 

[E>;enr)f  omits. 
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THUS  have  my  Spoufe  md  I  Informed  the  Natiott, 
And  led  you  all  the  way  to  'Reformation. 
Not  m(h  dull  Morals,  gravely  writ,  like  thofs. 
Which  Men  of  eafie  Thlegme,  with  Care  compofe: 
Your  Foets  of  fliff  Words,  and  limber  Senfe, 
Born  on  the  Cortfines  of  Indijference. 
But  by  Examples  drawn,  1  dare  to  fay, 
From  moft  of  you,  who  hear,  and  fee  the  Play, 
There  are  mere  Rhodophils  in  this  Theatre, 
More  Palamedes,  and  fome  feiv  Wives,  1  fear. 
But  yet  too  far  our  Poet  would  not  run, 
Tho   twas  well  ojferd,  there  was  nothing  ding. 
He  would  not  quite  the  Woman's  Frailty  bare, 
Sut  Jiript  'em  to  the  waifi,  and  left  'em  there. 
And  tke  Men's  Faults  are  left  fettrtly  Jhown, 
For  he  eonjidtrs  that  himfelf  is  me,      ' 
Somefiaboin^  Wits,  to  blooJy  Satyr  bent, 
Would  treat  both  Sexes  with  lefs  Comb'imertt  ; 
Would  lay  the  Scene  at  home ;  of  Hufoands  tell. 
For  Wenches,  taking  up  their  Wives  i'th'  Mell; 
And  a  brisk  Bout,  rchich  each  of  them  did  want. 
Made  by  miflake  of  Miflrefs  and  Gallant. 
Our  modefi  Author,  thought  it  was  enough 
To  cut  you  off  a  Sample  of  the  Stuff: 
He  Jpar'd  my  Shame,  which  you,  I'm  fun,  would  not. 
For  you  were  all  for  driving  on  the  Plot: 
Touflgh'd  when  I  came  in  to  break  the  Sport, 
And  fet  your  Teeth  when  each  Defign  fell  fhort. 
To  Wives  ami  Servants  all  good  Wifhes  lend. 
But  the  poor  Cuckold  feldom  finds  a  Friend. 
Since  therefore  Court  and  Town  will  take  no  Pity, 
I  humbly  caji  my  felf  upon  the  City. 
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To  my  Moft  Honour'd  Friend, 


Sir   Charles  Sedlejy    Bar'. 


SIR, 

jHE  Defigu  of  Dedicating  Plays^  is 
as  common  and  unjult,  as  that  of 
deiiring  Seconds  in  a  Duel.  'Tis  en- 
gaging our  Friends  (it  may  be)  in  a 
fenfelefs  Quarrel,  where  they  have 
much  to  venture,  without  any  Gon- 
cemment  of  their  own.  I  have  declar'd  thus 
much  before-hand,  to  prevent  You  from  Sufpi- 
cion,  that  I  intend  to  Intereft  either  your  Judg- 
ment or  your  Kindnefs,  in  defending  the  Errors 
of  this  Comedy.  It  fucceeded  ill  in  the  Repre- 
fentation,  againft  the  Opinion  of  many  the  beft 
Judges  of  our  Age,  to  whom  you  know  I  read 
it,  e'reit  was  prefented  piiblicKiy.  Whether  the 
Fault  was  in  the  Play  it  felf,  or  in  the  Lamenefs 
Ms  ^^ 
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ofthe  A(Sion,  or  in  the  Number  of  its  Enemies, 
who  came  refolv'd  to  damn  it  for  the  Title,  I 
Tvill  not  now  difpute :  That  wou'd  be  too  like 
the  little  Satisfadion  which  an  unlucky  Gamefter 
finds  in  the  Relation  of  every  Call  by  which  he 
came  to  lofe  his  Money.  1  have  had  formerly 
fo  much  Succefs,  that  the  Mifcarriage  of  this  Play 
was  only  my  giving  Fortune  her  Revenge  :  I 
ow'd  it  her;  and  (he  was  indulgent  that  flie  ex- 
afied  not  the  Payment  long  before.  I  will 
therefore  deal  more  reafonably  with  you,  than  any 
Poet  has  ever  done  with  any  Patron:  I  do  not 
fo  much  as  oblige  you  for  my  fake  to  pafs  two 
ill  Hours  in  reading  of  my  Play.  Think,  if  you 
pleale,  that  this  Dedication  is  only  an  Occafion  I 
have  taken  to  do  my  felf  the  greatefl  Honour  ima- 
ginable with  Poftcrity ;  that  is,  to  be  recorded  in 
the  Number  of  thofe  Men  whom  you  have  fa« 
vour'd  with  your  Friendfhip  and  Efteem.  For,  I 
am  well  afTur'd,  that  befides  the  prefent  Satista- 
ftion  I  have,  it  will  gain  me  the  greatefl  part  of 
my  Reputation  with  After-ages,  when  they  l"hall 
find  me  valuing  my  felf  on  your  Kindnefs  to  me: 
I  may  have  Reafon  to  fufped  my  own  Credit 
with  them,  but  I  have  none  to  doubt  of  yours. 
And  they  who,  perhaps,  wouM  forget  me  in  my 
Poems,  wou'd  remember  me  in  this  EplJlle. 

This  was  the  courfc  which  has  formerly  been 
pra6^is'd  by  the  Poets  of  that  Nation  who  were 
Mailers  of  the  Univerfe.  Horace  and  Ovid^  who 
had  little  Reafon  to  diilruft  their  Immortality ;  yet 
t-iok  occafion  to  fpeak  with  Honour  of  FirgH^ 
Varius^  TJbullus^  and  Propcrtius^  their  Contempo- 
raries :  As  if  they  fought  in  the  Teflimony  of 
their  Friendfliip  a  farther  Evidence  of  their  Fame. 

Foi 
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For  my  own  part,  I,  who  am  the  lead  amongft- 
the  Poets,  have  yet  the  Fortune  to  be  honoar'd' 
with  the  beft  Patron,  and  the  beft  Friend.  For, 
(to  omit  fome  great  Perfons  of  our  Court,  to 
whom  I  am  many  ways  oblig'd,  and  who  have 
taken  care  of  me,  even  amidfl  the  Exigences  of  a 
War.)  I  can  make  my  boaft  to  have  found  a 
better  M<ccenas  in  the  Pcrfon  of  my  Lord  Trea- 
furer  Clifford^  and  a  more  Elegant  Tibullus  in 
that  of  Sir  Charles  Sedley.  I  have  chofen  that  Poet 
to  whom  I  would  reiemble  yt)u,  not  only  bc- 
caufe  I  think  him  at  lead  equal,  if  not  fuperior  to 
Ovid  in  his  Elegies  :  Nor  becaufc  of  his  Quality, 
for  he  was  (you  know)  a  Roman  Knight,  as  well 
as  Ovid:  But  for  his  Candor,  his  Wealth, his  way 
of  Living,  and  particularly  becaufe  of  this  Tefti- 
mony  which  is  given  him  by  Horace^  which  I 
have  a  thoufand  times  in  my  Mind  apply'd  to 
you. 

Non  tu  Corpus  eras  fine  feSiore  ;  Dii  tibi  formamy 
Dii  tihi  dtvitias  dederunt^  artemq\  frucndi. 
Quid  voveat  dulci  Nutricula  majus  Alumno^ 
Quamfapere^  ^  fariut  pojfit  quafentiat^  (^  cut 
Gratia^  fama^  valetudo  contingat  abunde ; 
£^  mundus  villus ^  non  deficients  crumena  ? 

Certainly  the  Poets  of  that  Age  enjoy'd  much 
Happinefs  in  the  Convcrfation  and  Fric  ndfhip  of 
one  another.  They  imitated  the  beft  way  of  Li- 
ving, which  was  to  purfue  an  innocent  and  in- 
offenfive  Plealure ;  that  which  one  of  the  Anci- 
ents called  Eruditari:  vuiuptate.n.  We  have,  like 
them,  our  Genial  Nights ;  where  our  Difcourie 
is -neither  too  ferious,  nor  too  light;. but  always 

pleafant, 
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pleafant,  and,  for  the  moft  part,  inftru6live  :  The 
Raillery  neither  too  Iharp  upon  the  Prefent,  nor 
too  cenforious  on  the  Abfent ;  and  the  Cups  only 
fuch  as  will  raife  the  Convcrfation  of  the  Night, 
without  difturbing  the  Bufinefs  of  the  Morrow. 
And  thus  far  not  only  the  Philofophers,  but  the 
Fathers  of  the  Church  have  gone,  without  lefTen- 
ing  their  Reputation  of  good  Manners,  or  of  Pie- 
ty. For  this  reafon  I  have  often  laugh'd  at  the 
ignorant  and  ridiculous  Defcriptions  which  fomc 
Pedants  have  given  of  the  Wits  (as  they  are 
pleasM  to  call  them :)  Which  are  a  Generation  of 
Men  as  unknown  to  them,  as  the  People  of  T^r- 
iary,  or  the  terra  Aujlralis  are  to  us.  And  there- 
fore as  we  draw  Giants  and  Anthropophagi  in 
thofe  Vacancies  of  our  Maps^  where  we  have  not 
travell'd  to  difcover  better;  fo  thofe  Wretches 
paint  Lewdnefs,  Athcilm,  Folly,  ill-Reafoning, 
and  all  manner  of  Extravagances  amongft  us,  for 
want  of  Underftanding  what  we  are.  Oftentimes 
it  fo  falls  out,  that  they  have  a  particular  Picque 
to  fomc  one  amongft  us;  and  then  they  immedi- 
ately intereft  Heaven  in  their  Quarrel :  As  'tis  an 
ufual  Trick  in  Courts ;  when  one  defigns  the  Ruiu 
of  his  Enemy,  to  difguife  his  Malice  with  fomc 
Concernment  of  the  King's:  And  to  revenge  his 
own  Caufe,  with  Pretence  of  vindicating  the  Ho- 
nour of  his  Mafter.  Such  Wits  as  they  defcribe, 
I  have  never  been  fo  unfortunate  to  meet  in  your 
Company :  But  have  often  heard  much  better  Rea- 
foning  at  your  Table,  than  I  have  cncounter'd  in 
their  Books.  The  Wits  they  defcribe,  are  the 
Fops  we  banifh :  For  [Blafphemy  and  Atheifm,  if 
they  were  neither  Sin  nor  ill  Manners,  are  Sub- 
je6ts  fo  very  common,  and  worn  fo  thread-bare, 

that 
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that  People  who  have  Senfe  avoid  them,  for  fear 
of  being  fufpeded  to  have  none.  It  calls  the 
good  Name  of  their  Wit  in  Queftion,  as  it  docs 
the  Credit  of  a  Citizen  when  his  Shop  is  fill'd 
with  Trumperies,  and  painted  Titles,  inftead  of 
Wares ;  We  conclude  them  Bankrupt  to  all  man- 
ner of  Underftanding ;  and,  that  to  ufe  Blafphc- 
my,  is  a  kind  of  applying  Pigeons  to  the  Soles 
of  the  Feet :  It  proclaims  their  Fancy,  as  well  as 
Judgment,  to  be  in  a  defperate  Condition.  I  am 
fure,  for  your  own  particular,  if  any  of  thefe 
Judges  had  once  the  Happinefs  to  converfe  with 
you,  to  hear  the  Candor  of  your  Opinions;  how 
freely  you  commend  that  Wit  in  others,  of  which 
you  have  fo  large  a  Portion  your  felf ;  how  unapt 
you  are  to  be  cenforious ;  with  how  much  Ea- 
finefs  you  fpeak  fo  many  things,  and  thofe  fo 
pointed,  that  no  other  Man  is  able  to  excel,  or 
perhaps  to  reach  by  Study;  they  wou'd,  inftead 
of  your  Accufers,  become  your  Profelytes.  They 
wou'd  reverence  fo  much  Senfe,  and  fo  much 
good  Nature  in  the  lame  Perfon:  And  come,  like 
t\\Q  Satyr,  to  warm  themfelves  at  that  Fire,  of 
which  they  were  ignorantly  afraid,  when  they 
flood  at  diftance.  But,  you  have  too  great  a  Re- 
putation to  be  wholly  free  from  Cenfure:  'Tis  a 
Fine  which  Fortune  fets  upon  all  extraordinary 
Perfons,  and  from  which  you  fhould  not  wifli  to 
be  deliver'd  'till  you  are  dead.  I  have  been  us'd 
by  my  Criticks  much  more  fevercly^  and  have 
more  Reafon  to  complain,  becaufe  1  am  deeper 
tax'd  for  a  lefs  Eftate.  I  am,  ridiculoufly  enough, 
accus'd  to  be  aContemner  of  Uiiiver(ities,that  is, 
in  other  Words,  an  Enemy  of  Learning :  With- 
out the  Foundation  of  which  I  am  fure  no  Man 

can 
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can  pretend  to  be  a  Poet.  And  if  this  be  not  enough, 
I  am  made  a  Detrador  from  my  Predecellbrs, 
whom  I  confefs  to  have  been  my  Mafters  in  the 
Art.  But  this  latter  was  the  Accufation  of  the 
bell  Judge,  and  almoft  thebeft  Poet,  in  the  Latin 
Tongue.  You  find  Horace  complaining,  that  for 
taxing  fome  Verfes  in  Lucilius^  he  himlelf  was 
blam'd  by  others,  though  his  Defign  was  no  o- 
ther  than  mine  now,  to  improve  the  Knowledge 
of  Poetry :  And  it  was  no  Defence  to  him,  a- 
mongft  his  Enemies,  any  more  than  it  is  for  me, 
that  he  prais'd  Lucilius  where  he  deferv'd  it^  Pn- 
gind  laudatur  eddem.  'Tis  for  this  reafon  I  will 
be  no  more  millaken  for  my  good  Meaning:  I 
know  I  Honour  Ben.  Jobnfon  more  than  my  lit- 
tle Criticks,  becaufe,  without  Vanity  I  may  own, 
I  underftand  him  better.  As  for  the  Errors  they 
pretend  to  find  in  me,  I  could  eafily  fliow  them 
that  the  greatefl:  part  of  them  are  Beauties :  And 
for  the  reft,  I  could  recriminate  upon  the  beft 
Poets  of  our  Nation,  if  I  could  refolvc  to  accufe 
another  of  little  Faults,  whom  at  the  fame  time 
I  admire  for  greater  Excellencies.  But  I  have 
neither  Concernment  enough  upon  me  to  write 
any  thing  in  my  own  Defence,  neither  will  I 
gratifie  the  Ambition  of  two  wretched  Scriblers, 
who  defire  nothing  more  than  to  be  anfwer'd.  1 
have  not  wanted  Friends,  even  amongft  Strangers, 
who  have  defended  me  more  ftrongly,  than  my 
contemptible  Pedant  cou'd  attack  me.  For  the 
other;  he  is  only  like  Fungofo  in  the  Play,  who 
follows  the  Fafhion  at  a  diftance,  and  adores  the 
Fiiflidius  Brisk  of  Oxford.  You  can  bear  me 
witnefs,  that  I  have  not  Conlideration  enough 
for  either  of  them  to  be  angry:  Let  Mtevius  and 

Bavins 
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Baiius  admire  each  other,  I  wifh  to  be  hated  by 
them  and  their  Fellows,  by  the  fame  Reafon  for 
which  I  defire  to  be  lov'd  by  you.  And  I  leave 
it  to  the  World,  whether  their  Judgment  of  my 
Poetry  ought  to  be  perferr'd  to  yours ;  though 
they  are  as  much  prejudic'd  by  their  Malice,  as  I 
defire  you  fhould  be  led  by  your  Kindnefs,  to  be 
partial  to, 


SIR, 

Tour  moft  Humble  and 

tnoji  Faithful  Servant , 


John  Dry  den. 


a^RO- 


PROLOGUE. 


PRologues,  like  Bells  to  Churches,  tout  you  in 
With  Chiming  Verfe ;  till  the  dull  Flays  begin : 
With  this  fad  diference  though,  of  Pit  and  P/tpj 
'Tou  damn  the  Poet,  6ut  the  Prieft  damns  you. 
But  Priejls  can  treat  you  at  your  oxen  Expence: 
And,  gravely,  call  you  Tools,  without  Offence. 
Poets,  poor  Devils,  haze  ne'&  your  Folly  /hewn. 
But,  to  their  Coft,  you  prov'd  it  was  their  own. 
Tor,  when  a  Fop's  prefented  on  the  Stage, 
Straight  all  the  Coxcombs  in  the  Town  mgage : 
Tor  his  Deliverance,  and  Revenge  they  join : 
And  grunt,  like  Hogs,  about  their  Captive  Swine.. 
Your  Poets  daily  fplit  upon  this  Shelf: 
Tou  mufi  have  Fools,  yet  none  will  have  himfelf. 
Or  if,  in  kindnefs,  you  that  Leave  would  give, 
Ko  Man  could  write  you  at  that  rate  you  live : 
Tor  fotne  of  you  grow  Tops  with  fi  much  hafle, 
tiiot  in  Nonfenfe,  and  cotnmit  fuch  wafle, 
Twould  ruin  Poets  fjjould  they  fpend  fo  fafl . 
He  who  made  this,  obferv'd  what  Tarces  hit. 
And  durfl  not  difoblige  you  now  with  Wit. 
But,  Gentlemen,  you  over-do  the  Mode  : 
Ton  mufl  harue  Fools  out  of  the  common  Rood.  / 

Th'  unnatural Jirain'd  Buffoon  is  only  taking: 
iioFop  canpleafe  y»u  now  ofQod's  owv  making. 
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Tar  Jon  our  Poet,  if  he /peaks  his  Mind; 

Xeu  coyne  to  Plays  with  your  own  Follies  lin'd: 

Small  Tools  fall  on  you,  like  fmall  Showers,  in  vain: 

Your  own  oil'd  Coats  keep  out  all  common  Rain. 

You  mufi  have  Mamamouchi,  fuch  a  Fop 

jis  would  appear  a  Monjler,  in  a  Shop  : 

He'll  fill  your  Pit  and  Boxes  to  the  Brim, 

Where,  ram'd  in  CroTwds,  you  fee  your  fehes  in  him. 

Sure  there's  fome  Spell  our  Poet  never  knew. 

In  Hullibabilah  de,  and  Chu,  chu,  chu. 

But  Marabaraji  fahem  moft  did  touch  you, 

That  is :  Oh  how  we  love  the  Mamamouchi ! 

Grimace  and  Habit  fent  you  ^pleas' d  away : 

You  damn'd  the  Poet,  and  cry'd  up  the  Play. 

This  Thought  had  made  our  Author  more  uneafie. 
But  that  he  hopes  I'm  Fool  enough  to  pUafeye: 
But  here* s  my  Grief;  though  Nature,  joirfd  with  Aft, 
Have  cut  me  out  to  aB  a  Tooling  Parti 
Yet,  to  your  Praife,  the  few  Wits  here  will  (ky, 
'Twm  imitating  yoH  taught  Hayncs  to  Play. 


Dramatis 


Dramatis  Perfonse. 

MEN. 

Duke  of  Mantua.  Major  Mohnn. 

Prince  Frederick^  his  Son.  Mr.  Kynajion. 

Aurelian.,  a  Roman  Gentleman.  Mr.  Hart. 

Camillo,  his  friend.  Mr.  Burt. 

Marioj  Governor  of  Rome.  Mr.  Cartwr'.ght. 

Afcanto,  Page  of  Honour  to  the?  *.  ^    r, 
J  r>  •         ^^  >  Mrs.  Reeve, 

Prince.  5 

Benito.,  Servant  to  Aurei'an.         Mr.  Haynes. 

Valerio.,  Confident  to  the  Duke. 

Fabioy  Servant  to  Mario. 

WOMEN. 

%W4   Abbefs  of  the  '^orr^^il^ii.s.  James. 

opecchi.  3  ^ 

hucretia,  a  Lady  defiga'd  to  be  i^y^^^  Mar  (hall 

a  Nun.  S  , 

Hippolita^  a  Nun.  Mrs.  Knep. 

^""""'a     (c-a       kt-      .   Tir    •  [Ux^-BowtelL 
and     >  Sifters,  Neices  to  M<7r/9-^ 

Fioletta^  lMx%.Cox. 
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hove  in  a  Nunnery. 


A    C    T     I.      S    C   E    N   E     I. 

SCENE  a  Room^  a  great  Glafs  flac'd. 

Enter  Benito,  with  a  Guittar  In  his  Hand. 

Benito,  bcnting  to  the  Glafs. 
I  AVE  you,  fweet  Signior  Benito ;   by  my 
Faith  I  am  glad  to  fee  you  look  fo  bonijy 
to  Day;   Gad,    Sir,  every  thing  becomes 
you   to  a  Miracle!    your    Peruke,     your 
Cloaths,  your  Hat,  your   Shoe-ties  5    and, 
^^  Gad,  Sir,  let  me  tell  you,  you  become  c- 
very  thing ;  you  walk  with  fuch  a  Grace,  and  you  bow 
fo  pliantly 
■^ur.  [tVith'm.']  Benito,  where  are  you,  Sirrah  ? 

Ben. 
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Ben.  Sirrah!  That  my  damn'dMafter  fhould  call  a  Man 
of  my  extraordinary  Indowments,  Sirrah!  A  Man  of  my 
Indowments?  Gad,  I  ask  my  own  Pardon,  I  mean,  a 
Pcrfon  of  my  Indowments  j  for  a  Man  of  my  Parts  and 
Talents,  though  he  be  but  a  Valet  de  Chambre,  is  a  Pcr- 
fon ;  and  let  me  tell  my  Matter  i  ■■  Gad,  I  frown  too, 
as  like  a  Perfon  as  any  Jack-Gentleman  of  'em  all ;  but. 
Gad,  when  I  do  not  frown,  I  am  an  abfolute  Beauty  ; 
whatever  this  Glafs  fays  to  the  contrary :  And,  if  this 
Glafs  deny  it,  'tis  a  bafe  lying  Glafs,  fo  I'll  tell  .it  to  its 
Face,  and  kick  it  down  into  the  Bargain, 

uiur.  [Withiij.']  Why  Benito,  how  long  fhall  we  ftay 
for  you? 

Ben.  I  come.  Sir.  What  the  Devil  would  he  have  ? 
But,  by  his  Favour,  I'll  firft  lurvey  my  Dancing,  and 
my  Singing.  [He  plays  on  the  Guittar,  tmd  Dances  and 
Sings  to  the  Glafs.]  I  thmk  that  was  not  amifs :  I  think  fo. 
Gad,  I  can  dance,  [Lays  dotm  the  Guittar.']  and  plav  no 
longer,  I  am  in  fuch  a  Rapture  with  my  fc!f.  Wnat  a 
villarious  bafe  Fate  have  1  ?  With  all  thefe  Excellwicies, 
and  a  profound  Wit,  and  yet  to  be  a  Serving-man! 
Enter  Aurelian  tmd  Cemillo. 

Aur,  Why,  you  Slave,  you  Dog,  you  Son  of  twenty 
Fathers,  am  I  td^be  ferv'd  at  this  rate  eternally  ?  A  Pox 
o'your  conceited  Coxcomb. 

<:am.  Nay,  prithee,  jfurelim,  be  not  angry. 

Aur.  You  do  not  know  this  Rogue,  as  I  do,  Camillo. 
Now,  by  this  Guittar,  and  that  great  Looking-glafs,  I 
am  certain  how  he  has  fpent  his  Time.  He  courts  him- 
felf  every  Morning  in  that  Glafs,  at  leaft  an  Hour :  There 
admires  his  own  Perfon,  and  his  Parts,  and  fludics  Po- 
ftures  and  Grimaces,  to  make  himfelf  yet  more  ridicu- 
lous, than  he  was  bom  to  be. 

Cam.  You  wrong  him  fure. 

Aur.  I  do;  for  he  is  yet  more  Fool  than  I  can  fpeak 
him :  I  never  fent  him  on  a  Meflage,  but  he  runs  firft 
to  that  Glafs,  to  praftife  how  he  may  become  his  Er- 
rand.   Speak,  is  this  a  Lye,  Sirrah? 

Sm.  I  cgnfcfs,  I  have  tome  Kindnefs  for  the  Mirrour. 

Aur. 
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Aur.  The  Mirrour !  there's  a  touch  of  his  Poetry  too, 
he  could  not  call  it  a  Glafs.  Then  the  Rogue  has  the 
Impudence,  to  make  Sonnets,  as  he  calls  'em;  and, 
which  is  a  greater  Impudence,  hefings  'em  too:  There's 
not  a  Street  in  all  Rowe  which  he  does  not  nightly  dif^ 
quiet  with  his  villanous  Serenades :  With  that  Guittar 
there,  the  younger  Brother  of  a  Cittern,  he  frights  a- 
way  the  Watch ;  and  for  his  Violin,  it  fqucaks  fo  lewd- 
ly, that  Sir  Tibtrt  in  the  Gutter  miftakes  him  for  his 
Miftrefs.  'Tis  a  meer  Cat-call. 
Cam.  Is  this  true,  Benito  I 

Bm.  to  Cam.  [^Afide^  My  Matter,  Sir,  may  lay  his 
Plcafurej  I  divert  my  lelf  fometimes  with  hearing  him : 
Alas,  good  Gentleman,  'tis  not  given  to  all  Periods  tQ 
penetrate  into  Mens  Parts  and  Qualities ;  but  I  look  o'ii^, 
you.  Sir,  as  a  Man  of  Judgment,  and  therefore  you  {hall,'.^^ 
here  me  play  and  ling.  {^He  takes-  up  the  Guittar  Mid  begins.    "^ 
Aur.  Why,    you   invincible  Sot   you,    will    nothing 

nccnd  you?  Lay'c  down,  or — • — : -. 

Ben.  to  Cam.  Do  ye  fee.  Sir,  this  Enemy  to  thcMufes? 
he  will  not  let  me  hold  forth  to  you.  '\_Lays  dorm  the 
Guittar?^  O  Envy,  and  Ignorance,  whither  will  you  \- — 
But,  Gad,  before  I'll  fuflcr  n^ .  Paiits  to  be  kept  in  ob- 

fcurity-— •  •/ 

Aur.  What  will  you  do,  Rafcal  ? 

Bm.  ril  take  up  the  Guittar,  and  fuffer  heroically. 

{He  flays,  Aur.  kicks. 
Aur.  What?  do  you  Mutiny? 

Ben.  Ay,  do,  kick  till  your  Toes  ake;  I'll  be  baifl'd  in 
my  MuHck  by  ne'er  a  Foot  in  Chriftendom. 

Aur.  V\\  put  you  out  of  your  Tune,  with  a  Venge- 
ance to  you.         [As  Aurelian  kicks  harder,  Benito  fings 
f after,  and  fometimes  cr^s  out. 
Cam.  holding  Aur.  Nay,  then  'tis  time  to  ftickle.  Hold, 
Attrelian,  prithee  fpare  Benito,  you  know  we  have  occa- 
f.on  for  him. 

Aur.  I  thipk  that  was  well  kick'd. 
.Ben.  .Acd  I  tjiink  that  was  well  fung  too 
Cam.  Enough,  AweUan. 

-    Bin 
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Ben.  No,  Sir;  let  him  proceed  to  difcourage  Virtue, 
r.rid  fce  what  will  come  on't. 

Cam.  Now  to  our  Bufinefs:  But  wc  muft  firftinftrxift 
Btntto. 

Aiir.  Be  rul'd  by  me,  and  do  not  truft  him :  I  Pro- 
phefie  he'll  fpoil  the  whole  Affair ;  he  has  a  Worm  in's 
Head  as  long  as  a  Conner,  a  Brain  fo  barren  of  all  Senfe, 
and  yet  fo  fruitful  of  foolifh  Plots,  that  if  he  does  not  all 
things  his  own  way,  yet  at  leaft  he'll  ever  be  mingling 
his  Dcfigns  with  yours,  and  go  halves  with  you,  fo  that 
w  hat  with  his  Ignorance,  what  with  his  Plotting,  he'll 
be  fare  to  ruin  you,  with  an  Intention  to  ferve  you  : 
For  my  Part,  I  had  turn'd  him  off  long  fince,  but  that 
my  wiie  Father  commanded  me  the  contrary. 

Cam.  Still  you  fpeak,  as  if  what  we  did  were  Choice, 
and  not  Necefl'ity :  You  know  their  Uncle  is  fufpicious 
of  me,  and  conlequently  jealous  of  all  my  Servants  j  but 
if  we  imploy  yours,  who  is  not  fufpefted,  bccaufc  you 
are  a  Stranger,  I  doubt  not  to  get  an  Affignation  with 
the  younger  Sifter.  •    "'" 

Aur.  Well,  ufc  your  own  way,  Cumillo:  But  if  itltyct 
fucceed,  with  his  Management  '      '       ""''• 

Cam.  You  muft  underftand  then,  Etnito,  that  tlAs  old 
Sienior  Mario  has  two  Neices,  with  one  of  which!  ahi 

delperately  in  Love,  and . 

Ben.  [Ajide  to  him.']  I  underftand  you  already,  Sir,  and 
you  defirc  Love  reciprocal :  Leave  your  Bufinefs  in  my 
Hands,  and,  if  it  fucceed  not,  think  me  no  wifer  than 
my  Maftcr. 

Cam.  Pray  take  mc  with  you.    Thefe  Siftei-s  are  great 

Beauties,   and  vaft  Fortunes ;  but,  by  a  Ciaufe  in  their 

Father's  Will,  if  they  man  y  without  their  Uncle's  Con- 

fent,  are  to  forfeit  all.     Their  Uncle,  who  is  Covetous, 

aed  bafo  to  the  laft  Degree,    takes  Advantage   of  this 

Clauie,  and,  under  preterce  of  not  finding  fit  Matches 

for  them,  denies  his  Confcnt  to  all  who  love  'em. 

Bm.  Denies  'em  Maniage :  Very  good,  Sir. 

Cm.  More  than  this,  he  refulcs  Accefs  to  any  Suitor, 

and  immures  'cm  in  a  mean  Apartment  on  the  Garden 

fide,  whcie  he  tarbaroufly  debars  'em  from  all  human 

Society.  Bm. 
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Ben.  Ufcs   them  moft   barbaroufiy  :  Still  better  and 
better. 

Cam.  The  younger  of  thefe  Sifters,  Violetta,  I  have 
ften  often  in  the  Garden,  from  tlie  Balcony  in  this 
Chamber,  which  looks  into  iti  have  divers  times  fhot 
Tickets  on  the  Point  of  an  Arrow,  which  fhe  has  taken; 
and,  by  the  Signs  flic  made  me,  I  find  they  were  not  ill 
receiv'd. 

Btn.  I'll  tell  you  now,  juft  fiich  an  Amour  as  this  had 

I  once  with  a  young  Lady,  that . 

Aht.  Quote  your  fclf  again,  you  Rogue,  and  my  Feet 
fball  renew  their  Acquaintance  with  your  Buttocks. 

Cafn.  Dear  Benito,  take  care  to  convey  this  Ticket  to 
Vwlctta:  I  faw  her  juft  now  go  by  to  the  next  Chappel; 
be  fure  to  ftand  ready  to  give  her  Holy-water,  and  flip 
the  Ticket  into  the  Hand  of  her  Woman  Beatrix ;  and 
take  care  the  elder  Sifter  Laura  fees  you  not,  for  fhe 
knows  nothing  of  our  Amour. 

Ben.  A  Word  to  the  Wife,  Have  you  no  Service  to 
Laura  f  [To  Aur. 

Aur.  None  that  I  fl-,all  trouble  you  withal :  I'll  fee  fii  ft 
what  returns  you  make  from  this  Voyage,  before  I  put 
in  my  Venture  with  you.  Away ;  be  gone,  Mr.  Mer- 
cury. 

Ben.  I  fly,  Mr.  Jupiter.  [Exit. 

Aw.  This  Lady  Laura  I  have  feen  from  your  Balcony, 
and  was  feen  by  her :  Methought,  too,  llie  lookt  with  a 
languifliing  Eye  upon  me,  as  who  fliould  fay,  Are  you  a 
Man,  and  have  no  Pity  for  a  poor  diftrefled  Virgin?  For 
■my  Part,  I  never  found  fo  much  Difpofition  in  my  felf 
to  love  any  Woman  at  firft  Sight:  Handfome  fhe  is, 
of  that  I  am  certain. 

Cetm.  And  has  Wit,  I  dare  afTure  you;  but  I  have  not 
h:ard  fl.e  has  admitted  of  any  Gallantry. 

Aur.  Her  Hour  is  not  come  yet;  flic  has  not  met 
with  a  Man  to  love :  When  that  happens  (as  I  am  re- 
folv'd  to  pafh  my  Fortune)  you  fliall  fee  that,  as  her 
Love  warms,  her  Virtue  will  melt  down,  and  difTolve  in 
it;  for  there's  no  fuch  Bawd  to  a  Woman,  as  her  own 
Wit  is. 

Cam, 
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Cam.  I  look  upon  the  Affignation,  as  certaih:  Will 
you  promife  mc  to  go  ?  You  and  Beruto  (hall  walk  in  the 
Garden,  while  I  fcarch  the  Nymph  within  the  Shade  } 
one  thing  I  had  forgot  to  tell  you,  that  our  General  of 
the  Church,  the  Duke  of  Mantua,  and  ti^  Prince  his 
Son,  are  juft  approaching  the  Gates  of  Rome:  Will  you 
go  fee  the  Ceremony  of  their  Entrance  ? 

jinr.  With  all  my  Heart.  They  fay  he  has  behav'd 
himfelf  gallantly  againft  the  French,  'at  their  return  from 
Naples  :  Befides,  I  have  a  particular  Knowledge  of  young 
Prince  Frederick,  ever  fince  he  was  laft  at  our  Venetian 
Carnivals. 

Cam.  Away,  then,  quickly ;  leafl:  we  miis  the  Solem- 
nity. [Exeunt. 
Enter   Laura  and  Violetta  firiving  about  a  Letter,  which 
Laura  holds. 

V'.o.  Let  it  go,  I  fay. 

Lau.  I  fay,  let  you  go. 

Vio.  Nay,  fweet  Sifter  Laura. 

Lau.  Nay,  dear  Violetta,  'tis  in  vain  to  contend,  I  am 
rcfolv'd  I'll  fee  it.  [Plucks  the  Paper  from  Violetta. 

Vio.  But  lam  rcfolv'd  you  flaall  not  read  it.  I  know  not 
what  Authority  this  is  which  you  aflume,  or  what  Pri- 
vilege a  Year  or  two  can  give  you,  to  ufe  this  Sove- 
reignty over  me. 

•  Lau,  Do  you  rebel,  young  Gentlewoman?  I'll  make 
you  know  I  have  a  doutsle  Righl  over  you :  One,  as  I 
have  more  Years;  and  the  other,  as  I  have  more  Wit. 

Vio.  Though  I  am  not  all  Air  and  Fire,  as  you  are, 
yet  that  little  Wit  I  have,  will  ferve  to  conduit  my  Af- 
fairs, without  a  Governefs. 

Lau.  No,  Gentlewoman,  but  it  fhall  not  -.  Are  you  fit 
at  Fifteen  to  be  trufted  with  a  Maidenhead?  'Tis  as  much 
as  your  Betters  can  manage  at  full  twenty. 

For  'tis  of  a  Nature  fo  fubtil, 

That,  if  tis  not  Luted  with  Care, 
The  Spirit  will  work  through  the  Jiott4i 

4nd  vmijh  away  int$  ^r. 
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To  keep  it,  there  notlmg  fo  hard  is, 

'Twill  go  betveixt  waking  and  fieepngi 
The  Simple  too  weak  for  a  Guard  is. 

And  no  Wit  reoiild  be  flagu'd  with  the  keeping.  •, 

Vio.  For  ought  I  fee,  you  are  as  little  to  be  trufted  witFi 
your  Maclnefs,  as  I  with  my  Simplicity  j  and  therefore 
pray  rePiore  my  Letter.  .  ' 

Lm.  [Reading  it.}  What's  here?  An  humble  Petition 
for  a  private  Meeting  ?  Arc  you  twittering  at  that  Sport 
a iiead y,  Miftrefs  Novice/ 

Fio.  How!  I  a  Novice,  at  ripe  Fifteen?  I  would  have 
you  to  know,  that  I  luve  kill'd  my  Man  before  I  was 
Fourteen,  and  now  am  ready  for  another  Execution. 

Lau.  A  very  forward  Rofe-Bud:  You  open  apace/ 
Gentlewoman.  I  find  indeed  your  Defires  are  quick  e- 
nough ;  but  where  will  you  have  Cunning  to  carry  on 
your  Bufinefs  with  Decency  and  Seaecy  ?  Secrecy,  I  fiy, 
which  is  a  main  Part  of  Chaftity  in  our  Sex.  Where 
Wit,  to  be  fenfible  of  the  Delicacies  of  Love  ?  the  Ten- 
derncfs  of  a  Farewel-figh  for  an  Abience?  the  Joy  of  a 
Return?  the  7,eal  of  a  prefllng  Hand?  the  Swectnefs  of  .. 
little  Quarrels,  caus'd,  and  cur'd,  by  the  Exceis  of  Love  ? 
and,  in  (hort,  the  plcafing  Diiquiets  of  the  Soul,  always- 
reftlefs,  and  wandring  up  and  down  io  a  Paradife  of 
Thought,  of  its  own  making  ? 

Vio.  If  I  underftood  not  thus  much  before,  I  find  you 
are  an  excellent  Inftruflei',  and  that  argues  y«u  have  had 
a  feeling  of  the  Caufe  in  your  Time  too,  Siller. 

Lau.  What  have  I  confefs'd  before  I  was. aware!  She'll 
find  out  m-y  Inclination  to  that  Stranger,  whom  I  have 

only  leen,  and  to  whom  I  have  never  fpoken [-^j'ldf. 

No.  good  Vieletta,  I  never  was  in  Lovcj  all  ray  Experi- 
ence is  from  Plays  and  Romances :  But  who  is  this  Man, 
to  whom  you  have  promis'd  an  Affignatiou  ? 

Vio.  You'll  tell  my  Uncle. 

Lati.  I  hate  my  Uncle  more  than  you  do. 

Vio.  You  know  the  Man,  'tis  Signior  Camillo:  His 
Birth  and  Fortunes  arc  equal  to  what  I  can  expedij  and 
he  tcUs  me  his  Intentions  arc  Honourable, 

Vol.  III.  N  i^. 
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Lau.  Have  I  not  feen  him  lately  in  his  Balcony,  which 
looks  into  our  Garden,  with  another  handfome  Gentle- 
man in  his  Company,  who  feems  a  Strano-er? 

V'to.  They  are  the  fame.    Do  you  think  it  a  reafonablc 
''thing,  dear  Laura,  that  my  Uncle  ftiould  keep  us  up  fo 
flriftly,  that  we  muft  be  beholden  to  hearfay,  to  know 
a  young  Gallant  is  in  the  next  Houfe  to  us? 

Lau.  'Tis'hard,  indeed,  to  be  mew'd  like  Hawks,  and 
never  mann'd :  To  be  Icck'd  in  like  Nuns  here. 

V'to.  They  that  look  for  Nuns  Flefh  in  me  fhall  be 
miftaken. 

Lau.  Well,  what  Anfwer  have  you  rcturn'd  to  this 
Letter  ? 

Vio.  That  I  would  meet  him  at  eight  this  Evening,  in 
the  clofe  Walk  in  the  Garden,  attenocd  only  by  Beatrix, 
my  Woman. 

Lau.  Who  comes  with  him  ? 

Vio.  Only  his  Friend's  Man,  Benito  ;  the  fame  who 
brought  me  the  Letter  which  you  took  from  me. 

Lau.  Stay,  let  me  think  a  little.  Do  Camillo,  or  this 
Benito,  know  your  Maid  Beatrix  ? 

Vio.  They  have  never  talk'd  with  her ;  but  only  feen 
her. 

Lau.  'Tis  concluded  then;  you  Ihall  meet  your  Ser- 
vant, but  ril  be  your  Beatrix :  I'll  go  inftead  of  her,  and 
Counterfeit  your  Waiting- woman :  In  the  Dark  I  may 
eafily  pafs  for  her :  By  this  means  I  ftiall  be  prefent  to 
inftruft  you,  for  you  are  yet  a  Callow  Maid ;  I  muft 
teach  you  to  Peck  a  little,  you  may  come  to  Prey  for 
your  felf  in  time. 

Vio.  A  little  teaching  will  ferve  my  turn :  If  the  old 
one  left  me  to  my  felt,  I  could  go  near  to  get  my  Living. 

Lau.  I  find  you  are  eager,  and  baiting  to  be  gone  sJ- 
ready,  and  I'll  not  hinder  you  when  your  Hour  ap- 
proaches. In  the  mean  time  go  in,  and  figh,  and  think 
fondly,  and  ignorantly  of  your  approching  Pleafures : 

Love,  in  young  Hearts,  is  like  the  Muft  of  Winej 
Tis  fweeteft  then;  but  elder  'tis  more  fine,     [pctunt. 

ACT 
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ACT    II.    SCENE    f. 

SCENE     The  Front  of  a   Nunnery. 

Trince  Frederick,  Aurelian,  Camilla,   and  Afcanio  the 
Prince's  Page. 

Fred.  \  yf  Y  Father's  ancient,  and  may  repole  himfeif, 
IV  1  if  he  pleafes,  after  the  Ceremony  of  his  En- 
trance ;  but  vvc,  who  are  younger,  {hould  think  it  a  Sin, 
to  fpend  any  part  of  Day-light  m  a  Chamber.  What  arc 
your  ways  of  living  here  ? 

CAm.  Why  Sir,  we  pafs  our  time,  either  in  Converfa- 
tion  alone,  or  in  Love  alone,  or  in  Love  and  Converfati- 
on  together. 

Tr^.  Come,  explain,  explain,  my  Counfel  learned  in 
the  Laws  of  Living. 

Cam.  For  Converfetion  alone;  that's  either  in  goin» 
to  Court,  with  a  Face  of  Bufmefs,  and  there  difcourfing 
of  the  Affairs  of  Europe,  of  whicli  Rome,  you  know,  is 
the  publick  Mart;  or,  at  beft,  meeting  the  Vertuofi,  and 
there,  wearying  one  another  with  rehearfing  our  own 
Works,  in  Profc  and  Poetry. 

Fred.  Away  with  that  dry  Method,  I  will  have  none 
on't.    To  the  next. 

Cam.  Love  alone,  is  either  plain  Wenching,  where  e- 
very  Curtiz-an  is  your  Miftrefs,  and  every  Man  your  Ri- 
val; or  elfe,  what's  worfe,  plain  whining  after  one  Wo- 
man: That  is,  walking  before  her  Door  by  Day,  and 
haunting  her  Street  by  Night,  with  Guittars,  Dark-Lan- 
thorns,  and  Rondaches. 

Attr.  Which,  I  take  it,  is,  or  will  be  our  Cafe,  Ca- 
tffUlo. 

Fred.  Neither  of  thefe  will  fit  my  Humour :  If  your 
third  prove  not  more  pleafant,  I  {hall  flick  to  the  old  jil- 
trifun  Recreation ;  the  Divine  Bottle,  and  the  bounteous 
Glols,  that  tun'd  up  old  Horace  to  his  Od«}, 

N  2     .      '  ^f- 
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^ur.  You  fhall  need  to  have  no  recour/e  to  thatj  for 
Love,  and  Converlation  will  do  your  Bulmefs :  That  is. 
Sir,  a  moft  delicious  Curtizan,  I  do  not  mean  dov/n-right 
Punk,  but  Punk  of  more  than  ordinary  Senl'e  in  Con- 
verfation:  Punk  in  Ragou.Punk  who  plays  on  the  Lute, 
and  Sings;  and,  to  fum  up  all,  Punk  who  Cooks  and 
Drefles  up  her  fclf,  with  Poynant  Sawce,  to  become  a 
new  Difli  every  time  fhe  is  fcrv'd  up  to  you. 

Fred.  This  I  believe,  Aurelian,  is  your  method  of  li- 
ving, you  talk  of  it  £o  favorily. 

Aur.  There  is  yet  another  more  infipid  fort  of  Love 
and  Converfation :  As  for  Example,  look  you  there.  Sir ; 
the  Courtfliip  of  our  Nuns.  [Pointing  to  the  Ntai>iery.'] 
They  talk  prettily ;  but,  a  Pox  on  'em,  they  raife  our  Ap- 
petites, and  then  ftarve  us.  They  are  as  dangerous  as 
cold  Fruits  without  Wine,  and  are  never  to  be  us'd  but 
where  there  arc  abundance  of  Wenches  in  readinefs,  to 
qualifie  'em. 

Cam.  But  yet  they  arc  ever  at  hand,  and  eafie  to  come 
by ;  and  if  you'll  believe  an  experienc'd  Sinner,  ealinefs  in 
Love  is  more  than  half  the  Pleafiire  of  it. 

Ired.  This  way  of  chatting  pleafes  me ;  for  Debauche- 
ry, I  hate  it ;  and,  to  Love,  is  not  in  my  Nature,  except 
it  be  my  Friends.  Pray,  what  do  you  call  that  Nun- 
nery. 

Cam.  'Tis  a  Houfe  of  BmtdiBines,  call'd  the  lorn  di 
Sptcchi,  where  only  Ladies  of  the  beft  Quality  are  pro- 
fefs'd.  [Lucretia  and  Hippolita  appear  at  the  Crates. 

Aur.  Look  you  yonder.  Sir,  are  two  of  the  pretty 
jy^agpies,  in  white  and  black :  If  you  will  lull  your  lelf 
into  a  Piatonick  Dream  you  may :  But,  conllder  your 
Sport  will  be  dull,  when  you  play  without  Stakes. 

Fred.  No  matter;  I'll  fool  away  an  Hour  ofCourtftiip; 
for  I  never  was  engag'd  in  a  ferious  Love,  nor  I  believe 
can  be.  Farewcl,  Gentlemen;  at  this  time  I  ft^aft  di- 
fpence  with  your  Attendance :  Nay,  without  Ceremony, 
bccaufe  I  would  be  Incognito. 

Cam.  Come  then,  Attrelian,  to  our  own  Affairs. 

[Exeunt  Aurelian  and  Camillo. 
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The  Prince  and  Afcanio  appromch. 

Fred,  [to  Lucretia.]  For  what  Crime,  fair  Creatnre, 
were  you  condemn'd  to  tJiis  perpetual  Prifon  ? 

Luc.  For  Chaftity  and  Devotion,  and  two  or  three 
filth  melancholy  Virtues :  They  firlt  brought  me  hither, 
and  now  muft  keep  me  Company. 

Fred.  I  ihould  rather  have  guefs'd  it  had  been  Murder, 
and  that  you  are  veil'd,  for  fear  of  doing  more  Miibhref 
with  thofe  Eyes :  For,  indeed,  they  are  too  fharp  to  be 
trufted  out  of  the  Scabbard. 

Luc.  Ceale,  I  befeech  you,  to  accufe  my  Eyes,  'till  they 
have  done  fomc  Execution  on  your  Heart. 

Fred.  But  I  am  out  of  reach,  perhaps. 

Luc.  Truft  not  to  that;  they  may  fnoot  at  a  diftance, 
tho'  they  cannot  (hike  you  near  at  hand. 

Fred.  But  if  they  Ihould^kill,  you  are  ne'er  the  better: 
There's  a  Grate  bet^vixt  us,  and  you  cannot  fetch  in  the 
dead  Quarry. 

Lue.  i-rovided  we  deftroy  the  Enemy,  we  do  not  va- 
lue their  dead  Bodies :  But  you,  perhaps,  are  in  your  firft 
Error,  and  think  we  are  rather  Captives  than  Warriors; 
that  we  come  like  Prifoncrs  to  the  Grate,  to  beg  the 
Charity  of  Paflengers  for  their  Love. 

Fred,  [to  Afcanio^  Inquire  as  dext'roufly  as  you  can 
what  is  the  Name  and  Quality  of  this  charming  Crea- 
ture. 

Luc.  to  Hippolita.  Be  fure,  if  the  Page  approaches  you, 
to  get  out  of  him  his  Mafter's  Name, 

[The  Prince  and  Lucretia  fiem  to  talk. 
Hip.  to  Afcardo.  By  that  fhort  Whilper  which  I  obfer- 
vcd  you  took  with  your  Mafter,  I  imagine,  Mr.  P«g«, 
you  come  to  ask  a  certain  Qucftion  of  me. 

Afca.  By  this  thy  Queftion,  and  by  that  Whiiper  with 
thy  Lady,  (O  thou  Nymph  of  Devotion!)  I  find  I  am 
to  impart  a  Secret,  and  not  to  ask  one :  Therefore,  either 
confels  thou  art  yet  a  meer  Woman  under  that  Veil,  and, 
by  Conlequcnce,  moft  horribly  inquifitivc,  or  thou  (halt 
lofe  thy  longing,  and  know  nothing  of  my  Mailer. 
Hip.  By  my  Virginity,  you  fhall  tell  firft. 

N  3  ,  Hip. 
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•^fia.  You'll  break  your  Oath,  on  purpofe  to  make  the 
Forfeit. 

Hip.  Your  Mafter  is  call'd 

^fca.  Your  Lady  is  yclip'd • 

Hip.  For  Decency,  m  ail  Matters  of  Love,  the  Man 
fiiould  offer  firft,  you  krK)w. 

jifca.  That  needs  not,  when  the  Damfel  is  fb  willing. 

Hip.  But  I  have  fworn  not  to  difcover  firll,  that  her 
Name  is  Madam  Lt'xretia;  fair,  as  you  fee,  to  a  Miracle, 
and  of  a  moft  charming  Converfation ;  of  Royal  Blood, 
and  Niece  to  his  Holineisj  and,  if  fhe  were  not  efpous'd 
to  Heav'n,  a  Miftrefs  for  a  Sovereign  Prince. 

Afca.  After  thefe  Encomiums,  'twere  vain  for  me  to 
pra'lc  my  Mafter:  He  is  only  poor  Prince  Irederick,  o- 
therwife  cali'd  the  Prince  of  Mantua^  liberal,  and  valiant, 
difrrcet  and  handfom.e,  and,  in  my  fimple  Judgment,  a 
fitter  Servant  for  your  Lady,  than  his  old  Father,  who  is 
a  Sovereign. 

Hip.  Dare  you  make  all  this  good  you  have  faid  of 
your  Mafter  r 

-^fia.  Yes,  and  as  much  more  of  my  felf  to  you. 

Hip.  I  dcfie  you  upon't,  as  iny  Lady's  Second. 

yifca.  As  my  Mafter's,  I  accept  it.    The  Time? 

Hip.  Six  this  Evening. 

.A/ca.  The  Place? 

Hip.  At  this  Grate. 

^fcA.  The  Weapons? 

Hip.  Hands,  and  it  may  be  Lips, 

uifcit.  'Tis  enough :  Expert  to  hear  from  me. 

[They  mthdravo  ami  whifper  to  their  Principals . 
After  the  Whifper, 

Fred,  to  Lucretia.  Madam,  I  am  glad  I  know  my  Ene- 
my ;  for  iince  it  is  impoflible  to  fee,  and  not  admire 
you,  the  Name  of  Utcretia  is  the  beft  Excufe  for  my  de- 
feat. 

Luc.  Perfons,  like  Prince  Friderick,  ought  not  to  aflault 
Religious  Houfesj  or  to  purfue  Chaftity  and  Virtue  to 
their  laft  Retreat. 

Fred.  A  Monaftery  is  no  Retreat  for  Chaftity ;  'tis  only 
a  hiding  Place  for  bad  Faces,  where  they  aie  thruft  in 

Crowds 
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Crowds  together,  like  heaps  of  Rubbifh  out  of  the  way> 
that  the  World  may  not  be  peopl'd  with  dcform'd  Per- 
fons:  And  that  fuch  who  are  out  of  Play  themfelves, 
may  pray  for  a  BlefTmg  on  their  Endeavours,  who  are 
getting  handforae  Children,  and  carrying  on  the  Work 
for  publick  Benefit. 

Luc.  Then  you  would  put  off  Heav'n  with  your  Lea- 
vings, and  ufe  it  like  them  who  play  at  Cards  alorie,take 
the  Courts  for  your  felves,  and  give  the  Refufe  to  the 
Gentleman. 

Fred.  You  miftake  me,  Madam;  I  would  fo  contrive 
it,  that  Heav'n  and  we  might  be  ferv'd  at  once :  We 
have  occifion  for  Wit  and  Beauty ;  now  Piety  and  Ugli- 
nefs  will  do  as  well  for  Heav'n ;  that  plays  at  one  Game, 
and  we  at  another ;  and  therefore  Heav'n  may  make  its 
Hand  with  the  fame  Cirds  that  we  put  out.  U 

Luc,  I  could  eafily  convince  you  if  the  Argument  cort- 
cern'd  me;  but  I  am  one  of  thofe,  whom,  for  want  of 
Wit  and  Beauty,  you  have  condemn'd  to  Religion :  And 
therefore  am  your  humble  Servant  to  pray  for  your 
handfomc  Wife  and  Children. 

Fred.  Heav'n  forbid.  Madam,  that  I  fhould  condema 
you,  or  indeed  any  handlbme  Woman,  to  be  Religious, 
No,  Madam;  the  occafions  of  the  World  are  great  and 
urgent  for  fuch  as  you :  And,  for  my  part,  I  im  of  O- 
pinion,  that  it  is  as  great  a  Sin  for  a  Beauty  to  enter  into 
a  Nunnery,  as  for  an  ugly  Woman  to  ftay  out  of  it. 

Luc.  The  Cares  of  the  World  are  not  yet  upon  you  j 
r  but  as  foon  as  ever  you  come  to  be  affli6tcd  with  Sick- 
nefs,  or  viiited  with  a  Wife,  you'il  be  content  I  fhould 
pray  for  you. 

Fred.  Any  where,  rather  than  in  a  Cloyfler;  for,  truly 
I  fupppfe,  all  your  Prayers  there  will  be  how  to  get  out 
of  it;  and,  upon  that  Suppofition,  Madam,  I  am  come 
to  offer  you  my  Service  for  your  Redemption.  Come, 
Faith,  be  perfuaded,  the  Church  fhall  lofe  nothing  by  it : 
I'll  take  you  out,  and  put  in  two  or  three  crooked  Apo- 
files  in  your  place.  [Bell  rings  within. 

Luc.  Hark,  the  Bell  rings,  I  muft  leave  you:  'Tis  a 
Summons  to  our  Devotion. 

N  4  Fred. 
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Fred.  Will  you  leave  me  for  your  Prayers,  Madam' 
Tou  may  hfve  enough  of  them  at  any  time,  but  remem- 
ber you  cannot  have  a  Man  fo  eafily. 

Luc.  Well,  I'll  fay  my  Beads  for  you,  and  that's  but 
Charity  j  for  I  believe  I  leave  you  in  a  moft  deplorable 
Conditbn .  [  Exeunt  ff  "omen . 

fred.  Not  deplorable  neither,  but  a  little  alter'd :  If  I 
could  be  in  Love,  as  I  an  fure  I  cannot,  it  fhould  be 
with  her,  for  I  like  her  Converfation  foangely. 

AfcA.  Then,  as  young  as  I  am,  Sir,  I  am  before-hand 
with  you;  for  I  am  in  Love  already:  I  would  fain 
make  the  firfl  proof  of  my  Manhood  upon  a  Nun :  I 
find  I  have  a  mighty  grudging  to  Holy  Flefli. 

Fred.  I'li  ply  Lucretui  again,  as  foon  as  ever  her  Devo- 
tion's over.  Methinks  theie  Nuns  divide  their  time  moft 
admirably  :  From  Love  to  Prayers  ;  from  Prayers  to 
Love:. That  is,  juft  fo  much  Sin,  juft  fo  much Godlincfs. 

^JcA.  Then  I  can  claim  that  Sifter's  Love  by  Merit. 
Half  Man,  half  Boyj  for  her  half  Fle(b,  half  Spirit. 

lExeunt. 

SCENE    II.    >f  Sirta. 

Aurelian  and  Camillo. 

Aur.  I'll  proceed  no  farther,  if  Benito  goes :  I  know  his* 
Tolly  will  produce  fome  Mifchief. 

Cam.  But  Violetta  defir'd  me,  in  her  Note,  to  bring 
him,  on  purpofe  to  pafs  the  time  with  her  Woman  Bea- 
trix. 

Aur.  That  Obje(9:ion's  eafily  rcmov'd :  I'll  fupply  Be- 
nito's place  J  the  Darknefs  will  prevent  Difcovery;  and, 
for  my  Difcourfe,  I'll  imitate  the  half  Wit,  and  patch'd 
breeding  of  a  Vtilet  de  Chambre. 

Cam.  But  how  ft.all  we  get  rid  of  him  ? 

^r.  Let  me  alone  for  that. 

Enter  Benito. 

Ben.  Come,  are  we  ready.  Gallants?  The  Qock's  up- 
on the  ftroke  of  Eight. 

jinr.  But  we  have  alter'd  our  Rcfolution :  We  go  ano- 
ther way  to  Night. 

Ben. 
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Ben.  I  hope  y,ow  have  not  broke  my  Afllgnation. 

Aur,  Why  do  you  hope  fo  ? 

Ben.  Becaufe  my  ReputaMon  is  engag'd  in't;  I've  ftl- 
pulated  upon  my  Honour  that  you  {hall  come. 

Aur.  I  fhall  beat  you  if  you  follow  me.  Go,  Sirrah, 
and  adjourn  to  the  great  Looking-glafs,  and  let  me  hear 
no  more  from  you  'till  to  Morrow  Morning. 

Bm.  Sir,  my  Fidelity,  and,  if  I  may  be  fo  vain,  my 
Difcretion  may  ftand  you  in  fome  (lead. 

Aiir.  Well,  come  along  then,  they  are  brave  Fellows 
v^ho  have  challeng'd  us,  you  iliall  have  fighting  enough, 
Sir. 

Ben.  How,  Sir,  Fighting  ? 

Ai<r,  You  may  fcape  with  the  lofs  of  a  Leg,  or  an 
Arm,  or  fome  luch  tranfitory  Limb. 

Ben.  No,  Sir;  I  have  that  abfolute  Obedience  to  your 
Commands,  that  I  will  bridle  my  Courage,  and  ftay  ^t 
home.  \^x\t. 

Cam.  You  took  the  only  way  to  be  rid  of  him.  There's 
the  Wall:  Behind  yond  Pane  of  it  we'll  fct  up  the  Lad- 
der. [Exeimt. 

SCENE  III.    j1  Night-piece  of  a  Garden. 

Bmer  Laura  and  Violetta. 

Vio.  Remember  your  Waiting-woman's  Part,  L/turet. 

Lau.  I  warrant  you,  I'll  wait  on  you  by  Night,  as 
well  as  I  govern'd  you  by  Day.  -/ 

Vh.  Hark,  I  hear  Foot-ftepsj  and  now,  methinks,  I 
fee  fbmething  approaching  us. 

Lau.  They  are  certainly  the  Men  whom  we  expert. 
Enter  Aurelian  and  Camillo. 

Cam.  I  hear  Womcns  Voices. 

jiur.  We  are  right,  I  warrant  you. 

Cam.  Violetta,  my  Love! 

Vio.  My  dear  Camillo  ! 

Cam.  Speak  thoie  Words  again;  my  own  Name  never 
founded  lb  fwcetly  to  me,  as  when  you  fpoke  it,  and 
made  me  happy  by  adding  Dear  to  it. 

N  f  Vio, 


2p8       'the  Assignation:  Or, 

Vlo.  Speak  fbftly  then,  I  have  ftol'n  thcfe  few  Minutes 
from  my  watchful  Uncle  and  my  Sifter ;  and  they  are  as 
full  of  Danger  as  they  are  of  Love,  Something  within 
me  checks  me  too,  and  lays,  I  was  too  forward  in  ven^ 
turing  thus  to  meet  you. 

Cum.  You  are  too  fearful  rather,  and  Fear's  the  greateft 
Enemy  to  Love. 

Vh.  But  Night  will  hide  my  Blufhes,  when  I  tell  you, 
I  love  you  much,  or  I  had  never  trufted  my  Virtue  and 
my  Perfon  in  your  Hands. 

Cmt.  The  one  is  facred,  and  the  other  fafej  but  this 
aufpicious  Minute  is  our  firft  of  near  Convcrfe.  May  I 
not  hope  that  Favour,  which  Strangers,  in  Civility  may 
claim  even  from  the  moft  rcferv'd?         V^ijf^s  f^o-  Hand. 

Via.  I  fear  you'll  cenfure  me. 

Cam.  Yes,  as  the  bleft  above  tax  Hcav'n  for  making 
them  fo  happy.  [They  walk  farther  off. 

Aur.  [Stepfin^  towards  Laura.']  Damfel  of  Darknefs,  ad- 
vance, and  meet  my  Flames. 

LoH.  [Stepping  forward.^  Right  trufty  Valet,  heard,  but 
yet  unfccn,  I  have  advanc'd  one  Step  on  Reputation. 

Aur.  Now,  by  laudable  Cuflom,  I  am  to  love  thee 
vrficmently. 

Lou.  We  fhould  do  well  to  fee  each  other  firft :  You 
know  'tis  ill  taking  Money  without  Light. 

uf«r.  O,  but  the  Coin  of  Love  is  known  by  the  weight 
only,  and  you  may  feel  it  in  the  dark  :  Befides,  you 
know  'tis  Prince-like  to  Love  without  feeing, 

Lmh.  Biiit  then  you  may  be  ferv'd  as  Princes  are  fbme- 
times, 

Aur.  Let  us  make  hafte  however,  and  difpatch  a  little 
Love  out  of  the  way ;  We  may  do  it  now  with  Eafe, 
and  fave  our  felves  a  great  deal  of  Trouble,  if  we  take  it 
in  time,  before  it  grows  too  faft  upon  our  Hands. 

LaH.  Fie,  no^  let  us  Love  difcreetly,  we  muft  manage 
our  PafTion,  and  not  Love  all  our  Love  out  at  one  Meet- 
ing, but  leave  iomt  for  another  time. 
•    Aur.  I  am  for  applying  the  Plaifter  whilft  the  Wound 
is  green,  'twiil  he^  the  better.       [Takes  her  by  her  Hand, 
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Lau.  Let  go  my  Hand:  What  Crime  has  the  poor 
Wretch  committed  that  you  preft  it  thus?  I  remember 
no  Mifchief  it  has  done  you. 

uiur.  O  'tis  a  heinous  Malcfnftor,  and  is  prefs'd  by 
Law,  beoaufe  it  will  confefs  nothing.  Come,  withdraw 
a  little  farther,  we  have  urgent  Bulinels  with  one  ano- 
ther. 

LoM.  'Twere  a  Shame  to  quit  my  Ground  upon  the 
firft  Charge;  yet  if  you  pleaie  to  take  Truce  a  little,  I 
will  confent  to  go  behind  the  Lovers,  and  liften  with 
you. 

jiur.  T  wonder  you  deferr'd  the  Propofition  Co  long. 
I  were  neither  true  Valet,  nor  you  true  Woman  if  we 
could  not  Eves-drop. 

\They  retire  behind  the  other  tUfOy  who  come 
forvard  upon  the  Stage. 
Cam.  [Kijpng  Violitta's  Hand.'}    Give  me  another  yet, 

and  then 

Vio.  And  then  will  you  be  (atisfy'd  ? 
Cam.  And  then  I'll  ask  a  thouland  more,  and  ne'er  be 
fatisfy'd.    Kifles  are  but  thin  Nourifhment,  they  are  to:> 
foon  digefted,  and  hungry  Love  craves  more. 
Vio.  You  feed  a  Wolf  within  you. 
Cam.  Then  feaft  my  Love  with  a  more  folid  Diet. 
He  makes  us  now  a  Mifer's  Feaft,  and  we  forbear  to 
take  our  fill.     The  filent  Night,  and  all  thefe  downy 
Hour  were  made  for  Lovers :  Gently  they  tread,  and 
fbftly  meafure  Time,  that  no  rude  Noife  may  fright  the 
tender  Maid,  from  giving  all  her  Soul  to  melting  Joys. 
Vio.  You  do  not  love  me;  if  you  did,  you  would  not 
Thus  urge  your  Satisfaction  in  my  Shame; 
At  beft,  I  fte  you  would  not  Love  me  long. 
For  they  who  plunder  do  not  mean  to  ftay. 
Cam.  I  hafte  to  take  Pofleirion^of  my  own. 
Vio.  E're  Heav'n  and  holy  Vo\i^s  have  made  it  fb  ? 
C^w.Then  witnels  Heav'n,  and  all  thefe  twinkling  Stars.— 
Vio.  Hold,  hold ;  you  are  diftemper'd  \vith  your  Love : 
Time,  Place,  and  ftrong  Defires  now  fwear,  not  you. 

Cam.  Is  not  Love  Love,  without  a  Prieft  and  Altars? 
The  Temples  are  inanimate,  and  know  not 

What 
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what  Vows  are  made  in  them ;  the  Prieft  ftands  ready 
For  his  Hire,  and  cares  not  what  Hearts  he  couples, 
Xove  alone  is  Marriage. 

Vio.  I  never  will  receive  thcfe  Mid-night  Vows ; 
But  when  I  come  hereafter  to  your  Arms, 
Vl\  bring  you  a  fincere,  fiill,  perfe£b  Blifs, 
Then  you  will  thank  me  that  I  kept  it  fb. 
And  truft  my  Faith  hereafter. 

Lau.  There's  your  Deftiny,  Lover  mine :  I  am  to  be 
honeft  by  Infedlion;  my  Lady  will  none  you,  fee. 

Aur.  Truth  is,  they  are  a  loft  Couple,  unlels  they 
learn  Grace  by  our  Example.  Come,  fliall  we  begin  firft, 
and  fliame  them  both  ?  {Takes  ktr  by  the  Hand  again. 

Lau.  You'll  never  be  warn'd  of  this  Hand,  Benito. 

Atir.  Oh,  'tis  fo  foft,  as  'twere  made  on  purpofe  to 
take  Hearts,  and  handle  them  without  hurting.  Theie 
taper  Fingers  too,  and  even  joints,  fb  fupple,  that  me- 
thinks  I  mould  'em  as  they  pafs  through  mine:  Nay,  in 
my  Confcience,  tho'  it  be  Nonfcnfe  to  fay  it,  your  Hand 
feels  white  too. 

Lau.  Methinks  yours  is  not  very  hard,  for  a  Serving- 
man's:  But  where,  in  the  name  of  Wonder,  have  you 
iearn'd  to  talk  fo  coiu-tJy?  You  are  a  ftrange  Valtt  de 
Ckamhre. 

Atir.  And  you  are  as  ftrange  a  Waiting- woman:  You 
have  fo  ftabb'd  me  with  your  Repartees  to  Night,  that  I 
ilioukl  be  glad  to  change  the  Weapon  to  be  reveng'd  on 
you. 

Latt.  "Thefe,  I  fuppofe,  are  Fragments  which  you  learn- 
ed from  your  wild  Mafter  Atirelim :  Many  a  poor  Wo- 
man has  pafs'd  thro'  his  Hands,  with  thefe  very  Words. 
You  treat  me  juft  Lke  a  Serving-man,  with  the  cold 
Meat  which  comes  from  your  Matter's  Table. 

Aur.  You  could  never  have  fuipc<Sed  me  for  itfng  my 
Matter's  Wit,  if  yow  had  not  been  guilty  of  purloining 
from  your  Lady.  I  am  told,  that  Latira,  your  Mittrefs^ 
Sitter,  Jus  Wit  enough  to  confound  a  bundled  Awelians. 

Lau.  I  ihall  do  your  Commendations  to  LtmrA  for 
your  Compliment. 

dttr 
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Aur.  And  I  {hall  not  fail  to  revenge  my  felf  by  in- 
forming AHreiian  of  yours. 

Enter  Benito  with  a  Gmttar. 

Sen.  The  poor  Souls  fliall  not  lofe  by  the  Bargain,  tho* 
my  foolifh  gadding  Mafters  have  d;fappointed  them. 
That  Ladder  of  Ropes  was  doubtlefs  left  there  by  the 
young  Lady  in  hope  of  them. 

Vio.  Hark,  I  hear  a  Noife  in  the  Garden. 

Lau.  I  fear  we  are  betray'd. 

Cam.  Fear  nothing,  Madam,  but  ftand  clofe. 

Ben.  Now,  Benite,  is  the  time  to  hold  forth  thy  Ta- 
lent, and  to  fet  up  for  thy  felf.  Yes,  Ladies,  you  fhall 
be  ferenaded,  and  when  I  have  difplay'd  my  Gifts,  I'll 
retire  in  Triumph  over  the-  Wall,  and  hug  my  felf  for 
the  Adventure.  [He  fums  on  the  Gutttar. 

Vio.  Let  us  make  hafte,  Sifter,  and  get  into  Covert, 
this  Mufick  will  raife  the  Houfc  upon  us  immediately. 

Lnu.  Alas,  we  cannot,  the  damn'd  Mufician  ftands  jxift 
in  the  Door  where  we  thould  pafs. 

Bgn.  Singing.    Eveillez  vous.  Belles  endormiesi 
Eieillex.  tohs  :  car  il  ejljour : 
Mettez  la  tete  a  U  fenejtre 
Vous  entenurex,  parler  d'amonr. 

Aur.  {Afide  to  Cam.']  Catnillo,  this  is  my  incorrigible 
Rogue ;  and  I  dare  not  call  him  Benito,  for  fear  of  difco- 
vering  my  felf  not  to  be  Be/Ato. 

Cam.  The  Alarm's  already  given  thro'  the  Houfe.  La- 
dies, you  mull  be  quick:  Secure  your  ielves,  and  leave 
us  to  fhift.  [Exeunt  Women. 

Within.  This  way,  this  way. 

jittr.  I  hear  'em  coming ;  and,  as  ill  Luck  will  hare  ity 
juft  by  that  Quarter  where  our  Ladder  is  plac'd. 

Cam.  Let  us  hide  in  the  daik  walk,  'tiL  ihey  are  pad:. 

Aar.  But  then  Benito  will  be  caught,  and  being  known 
to  be  my  Man,  will  betray  us. 

Ben.  I  hear  fome  in  the  Garden :  Sure  they  are  the  La- 
dies, that  are  taken  with  my  Melody.  To't  again  Benito  j 
this  time  I  will  abiblutely  inchaut  'em,         [Fumi  agam. 
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Aur.  He's  at  it  again.    Why  Benito^  are  you  mad  ? 
Ben.  Ah,  Madam!  are  you  there?  This  is  fuch  a  Fa- 
vour CO  your  poor  unworthy  Servant.  {_Smgs. 

Buijlill  Between  kijjmg  Amintas  did  fay. 

Fair  Phillis  look  up,  and  you'll  turn  Night  to  Day. 

Aur.  Come  away,  you  unflifTerable  Rafcal,  the  Houfe 
is  up,  and  will  be  upon  us  immediately. 

Ben.  O  Gemini,  is  it  you.  Sir  ? 

Within.  This  way;  jRjllow,  follow.  , 

Aur.  Leave  your  icraping  and  croaking,  and  ftep  with 
us  into  this  Arbour. 

Ben.  Scraping  and  croaking!  'Sfoot,  Sir,  either  grant  I 
fing  and  play,  to  a  Miiacle,  or  I'll  juftifie  my  Mufick, 
though  I  am  caught,  and  hang'd  for  t. 

'Enter  Mario  and  Servants. 

Mar.  "Where  is  this  ferenading  Rafcal  ?  If  I  find  him, 
I'll  make  him  an  Example  to  all  Midnight  Caterwaulers, 
of  which  this  Fiddler  is  the  lewdeit. 

Ben.  U  that  1  durft  but  Play  my  Tune  out  to  convince 
him !  Soul  of  Harmony !  Is  this  lewd  ? 

\Vlays  andjings  fiftly. 

Cam.  Peace,  dear  Benito:  We  rauft  flatter  him. 

Ben.  [Singing  fiftly.']  Mettez.  le  tete :  The  Notes  which 
follow  are  fo  fweet.  Sir,  I  muft  liiig  'em,  though  it  be 

■  my  ruin Parler  d'amour. 

[Laura  and  Violetta  i»  the  Balcony. 

Lau.  Yes,  we  are  fafe,  Sifter;  but   they  are  yet  in 
Danger. 
-  Via.  They  are  juft  upon  'em. 

Lau.  We  muft  do  fomething  :  Help,  help;  Thieves, 
Thieves;  we  fhallbe  murder'd. 

Mar.  Where  ?  Where  are  they  ? 

Lau.  Here,  Sir,  at  our  Chamber-door,  and  xye  are  run 
into  the  Balcony  for  fl.elter  :  Dear  Uncle,  come  and 
help  us.  , 

Mar.  Back  again  quickly :  I  durft  have  fwdrn  they  had 
been  in  the  Garden.  'Tis  an  Jgnis  fatuus  I  think  that  'eads 
us  from  one  place  to  another.      [Jcxe.  Mar.  and  Seivdnti. 

Vio. 
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Vio.  They  are  gone.  My  dear  Camillo,  make  hafte,  and 
preierve  your  fel£ 

Cam.  May  our  next  Meeting  prove  more  propitious. 

^ur.  to  Benito.  Come,  Sirrah,  I  fhall  make  you  Cng  a- 
nother  Note  when  you  are  at  home. 

Ben.  Such  another  Word,  and  I'll  flng  again. 

Aur.  Set  the  Ladder,  and  mount  firft,  you  Rogue. 

Ben.  Moimt  firft  your  felf,  and  fear  not  my  delaying : 
If  I  am  caught,  they'll  fpare  me  for  my  playing. 

[Sings  as  he  goes  off. 
Vms  entendrez  parler  d'amour.  [Exemt  omnes. 


ACT    III.    SCENE    I. 

SCENE     The  Front  of  the   Nunnery. 
Afcanio,  md  Hippolita  at  the  Grate. 

Hip.  T  See  you  have  kept  touch.  Brother. 

-*•  Afca.  As  a  Man  of  Honour  ought,  Sifter,  when 
he  is  challeng'd :  And,  now,  according  to  the  Laws  of 
Duel,  the  next  thing  is  to  ftrip,  and,  inftead  of  Seconds, 
to  fearch  one  another. 

Hip.  We'll  ftrip  our  Hands,  if  you  pleafe.  Brother  j  for 
they  are  the  only  Weapons  we  muft  ule. 

Afca.  That  were  to  invite  me  to  my  lols,  Sifter;  I 
could  have  made  a  full  Meal  in  the  World,  and  you 
would  have  me  take  up  with  hungry  Commons  in  the 
Cloyfter.    Pray  mend  my  Fare,  or  I  am  gone. 

Hip.  O,  Brother,  a  Hand  in  a  Cloyfter,  is  Faf e  like 
Flefli  in  Spain,  'tis  delicate,  becaufe  'tis  i'carce.  You  may 
be  fatisfy'd  with  a  Hand,  as  well  as  I  am  pleas  d  with 
the  Courtftiip  of  a  Boy. 

.Afca.  You  may  begin  with  me,  Sifter,  as  Mi!o  did  j  by  car- 
rying a  Calf  firft,  you  may  learn  to  carry  an  Ox  hereafter : 
In  the  mean  time  produce  your  Hand,  I  undcrftand  Nuns 
Flefti  better  than  you  imagine:  Give  it  me,  you  fhall  fee 
how  I   wiO   worry  it.      {She  gives  her  H/tnd.}    Nowr 

could 
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could  not  wc  thruft  out  our  Lips,  and  contrive  a  Kifs 
too? 

Hip.  Yes,  we  may ;  but  I  have  had  the  experience  of 
it :  It  will  be  but  half  Flefh,  half  Iron.. 

Afia.  Let's  try  however. 

B'tp.  Hold,  Lucretla'5  here. 

^fa.  Nay,  if  you  come  with  Odds  upon  me, 'tis  time 
to  call  Seconds.  [Afcanio  Bems. 

The  Prince  and  Lucrctia  app>'ar. 

tuc.  Sir,  though  your  Song  was  pleafanf,  yet  there 
was  one  thing  amifs  in  it,  that  was  your  rallying  of  Re- 
ligion. 

Fred.  Do  you  fpeak  well  of  my  Friend  Love,  and  I'll 
try  to  fpeak  well  of  your  Friend  Devotion. 

Luc.  I  can  never  fpeak  well  of  Love :  'Twas  to  avoid 
it  that  lentei'd  here. 

Fred.  Then,  Madam,  you  have  m.et  your  Man;  For, 
to  confefs  the  truth  to  you,  I  have  but  counterfeited 
Love  to  try  you ;  for  I  never  yet  could  love  any  Wo- 
nian:  And,  lincc  I  have  fecn  you,  and  do  not,  I  am 
certain  now  I  fliall  fcape  for  ever. 

Luc.  You  are  the  bell  Man  in  the  World,  if  you  con- 
tinue this  Refclution.  Pray,  then,  let  us  vow  folcmnly 
thcfe  two  things :  The  fii  ft,  to  efleem  each  other  better 
than  we  do  all  the  World  befidcs;  the  next,  never  to 
change  our  Amity  to  Love. 

Fred.  Agreed,  Madam:  Shall  I  kifs  your  Hand  on't? 

Luc.  That's  too  like  a  Lover-  Or  if  it  were  not,  the 
narrownels  of  the  Giaie  will  excufe  the  Ceremony. 

Hip.  Mo,  but  it  will  not,  to  my  Knowledge;  I  have 
try'd  eveiy  Bar  many  a  fair  time  over,  and,  at  laft,  have 
found  out  one  where  a  Hand  may  get  thiough,  and  fcc 
gallanted. 

Lt.c.  [G'n'mg  her  Band.']  There,  Sir;  'tis  a  true  one. 

Fred.  {Kipig  »'•]  This,  then,  is  a  Seal  to  our  perpetual 
Frieadftiip  i  and  a  defiance  to  aJ  Love. 

Luc.  That  Seducer  of  Virtue. 

Fred.  That  Difturber  of  Quiet. 

Luc.  That  Madncfs  of  Youth. 

Fred.  That  Dotage  of  old  Age. 

JJtc, 
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Luc.  That  Enemy  to  good  Humour. 

Fred.  And,  to  conclude  all,  that  Reafbn  of  all  unreafbn- 
ble  Adtions. 

.^Jia.  This  Dodtrine  is  abominable,  do  not  believe  it. 
Sifter. 

Hip.  No,  if  I  do,  Brother,  may  I  never  have  Comfort 
from  fwcet  Youth  at  my  Extremity. 

Luc.  But  remember  one  Article  of  our  Friendfliip,  that 
though  we  banifh  Love,  we  do  not  Mirth,  nor  Gallan- 
try ;  for  I  declare,  I  am  for  all  Extravagancies,  but  jufl 
loving. 

FreJ.  Juft  my  own  Humour ;  for  I  hate  Gravity  and 
Melancholy  next  to  Love. 

uifca.  Now  it  comes  into  my  Head,  the  Duke  of  Man- 
tun  makes  an  Entertainment  to  Night  in  Mafquerade: 
If  you  love  Extravagancy  fo  well.  Madam,  I'll  put  you 
into  the  Head  of  one ;  lay  by  your  Nun-fhip  for  an  Hour 
or  two,  and  come  amongft  us  in  Difguife. 

Fred.  My  Boy  is  in  the  right.  Madam.  Will  you  ven- 
ture ?  rU  furniih  you  with  Masking-habits. 

Hi^.  O  my  dear  Sifter,  never  refuic  it:  I  keep  the 
Key?,  you  know :  I'll  warrant  you  we'll  return  oefor* 
we  are  mifs'd.  I  do  fo  long  to  have  one  fling  into  the 
fweet  World  again  before  I  die.  Hang't,  at  worft  'tis 
but  one  Sin  more,  and  then  we'll  repent  for  all  together. 

Afca.  But  if  I  catch  you  in  the  World,  Sifter,  I'll  make 
you  have  a  better  Opinion  of  the  Flefli  and  the  Devil  for 
ever  after. 

Luc.  If  it  were  known,  I  were  loft  for  ever. 

Fred.  How  ftiould  it  be  known  ?  You  have  her  on 
your  fide,  there,  that  keeps  the  Keys:  And,  put  the 
worft,  that  you  are  taken  in  the  World  j  the  Worki'5  a 
good  World  to  ftay  inj  and  there  are  certain  Occalions 
of  waking  in  a  Morning,  that  may  be  more  pleafant  to 
you  than  your  Matins. 

Luc.  Fie,  Friend,  thefc  Extravagancies  are  a  Breach  of 
Articles  in  our  Friendftiip.  But  well,  for  once,  I'll  ven- 
ture to  go  out  :  Dancing  and  Singing  are  but  petty 
Tranlgreifions, 

Afca. 
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Afca  My  Lord,  here's  Company  approaching:  Wc 
fhall  be  difcover'd. 

Fred.  Adieu  then,  jujqu'a  revoir ;  Afcanio  fhall  be  with 
you  immediately,  to  conduft  you. 

Afcct.  How  will  you  Difguife,  Sifter?  Will  you  be  a 
Man,  or  a  Woman  ? 

Hip.  A  Woman,  Brother  Tage,  for  Life:  I  Ihould  have 
the  ftrangeft  Thoughts  if  I  once  wore  Breeches. 

Afiu.^  A  Woman,  lay  you .'  Here's  my  Hand,  if  I  meet 
you  in  place  convenient,  ril  do  my  beft  to  make  you 
one.  [Exetmt. 

Inter  Aurelian  and  Camillo. 

Cam.  But  why  thus  Melancholy,  with  Hat  pull'ddown, 
and  the  Hand  on  the  Region  of  the  Heart,  juft  the  re- 
verfe  of  my  Friend  Aurelian,  of  happy  Memory  ? 

Anr.  Faith,  Camillo  I  am  afham'd  on't,  but  cannot 
help  it. 

Cam.  nut  to  be  in  Love  with  a  Waiting- Woman ! 
with  an  Eater  of  Fragments,  a  Simperer  at  lower  end  of 
a  Table,  with  mighty  Golls,  rough-grain'd,  and  red  with 
Starching,  thofe  Difcouragers  and  Abettors  of  elevated 
Love! 

Aiir.  I  could  love  Deformity  it  felf,  with  that  good 
Humour.  She  who's  arm'd  with  Gayety  and  Wit,  needs 
no  other  Weapon  to  conquer  me. 

Cam.  We  Lovers  are  the  great  Creators  of  Wit  in  our 
Miflrcfles.  For  Beatrix,  fhe's  a  meer  Utterer  of  Yes  and 
No,  and  has  no  more  Senfe  than  what  will  juft  dignifie 
her  to  be  an  arrant  Waiting- Woman :  That  is,  to  Lye 
for  her  Lady,  and  take  your  Money. 

Aur.  It  rnay  be  then  I  found  her  in  the  FAaltation  of 
her  Wit  5  for  certainly,  Women  have  their  good  and  ill 
Days  oif  Talking,  as  they  have  of  Looking. 

Cam.  But,  however,  (he  has  done  you  the  Courtefie 
to  drive  out  Laura:  And  lb  one  Poifon  has  expell'd  the 
other. 

AMr.  Troth,  not  abfolutely  neither ;  for  I  dote  on  La^i- 
rti%  Beauty,  and  on  Beatrix's  Wit :  I  am  wounded  with  a 
forked  Arrow,  which  will  not  eaiily  be  got  out. 

Cam. 
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Cam.  Not  to  lofe  time  in  fruitlcfs  Complaints,  let  u^ 
purfue  our  new  Contrivance,  that  you  may  fee  your 
two  MiftrefTes,  and  I  my  one. 

.tiur.  That  will  not  now  be  difficult:  This  Plot's  fb 
I'lidj  that  I  defie  the  Devil  to  make  it  mifs.  The  Wo- 
man of  the  Houfc,  by  which  they  are  to  pafs  to  Church, 
is  brib  d ;  the  Ladies  are,  by  her,  acquainted  with  the 
Defign  j  and  we  need  only  to  be  there  before  them,  and 
expeo:  the  Prey,  which  will  undoubtedly  fall  into  the 
Net. 

Cam.  Your  Man  is  made  fafe,  I  hope,  from  doing  us 
any  Mifchief. 

jifir.  He  has  difpos'd  of  himfelf,  I  thank  him,  for  an 
Hour  or  two :  The  Fop  would  make  me  believe  that  an 
unknown  Lady  is  in  Love  with  him,  and  has  made  him 
an  Aflignation. 

Cam.  If  he  ftiould  fucceed  now,  I  Hiould  have  the 
worfe  Opinion  of  the  Sex  for  his  fake. 

^ur.  Never  doubt  but  he'll  fucceed :  Your  brisk  Fool 
that  can  make  a  Leg,  is  ever  a  fine  Gentleman  among 
the  Ladies,  becaufe  he's  juft  of  their  Talent,  and  they 
underfland  him  better  than  a  Wit. 

Cam.  Peace,  the  Ladies  are  coming  this  vfny  to  the 
Chappel,  and  iheir  Jaylor  with  'em:  Let  'em  go  by  with- 
out ialuting,  to  avoid  Sufpicion  j  and  let  us  go  off  to 
prepare  our  Engine. 

Enter  Mario,  Laura,  and  Violetta. 

Atr.  I  muft  have  a  Look  before  we  go.  Ah,  you 
little  divine  Rogue!  I'll  be  with  you  immediately. 

^Exeunt  Aurelian  and  Camillo. 

Vto.  Look  you.  Sifter,  tlire  are  our  Friends,  but  take 
no  Notice. 

Lau.  I  faw  them.  Was  not  that  Atirelian  with.  Camillo? 

Vie.  Yes. 

Lau.  I  like  him  ftrangely.  If  his  Perfon  were  join'd 
with  Benito's  Wit,  I  know  not  what  v/ould  become  of 
my  poor  Heart. 

Enter  Fabio,  and  whifpers  with  Mario. 

Mar.  Stay,  Neices,  I'll  but  Ipeak  a  Word  with  Faiio, 
and  go  with  you  immediately. 

Vio. 
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Vio.l  fee,  Sifter,  you  are  infinitely  taken  with  Benito's 
Wit  J  but  I  have  heard  he  is  a  very  conceited  Coxcomb. 

L(tu.  They  who  told  you  fo,  were  horribly  miftaken: 
You  (hall  be  judge  your  felf,  Violetta;  for,  to  confefs 
fraivkly  to  you,  I  have  made  him  a  kind  of  an  Appoint- 
ment. 

Vio.  How!  have  you  made  an  Aflignation  to Benita?  A 
Serving-man!  a  Trencher-carrying  Rafcal! 

Lau.  Good  Words,  Violetta  i  I  only  fent  to  him  from 
an  unknown  Lady  near  this  Chapel,  that  I  might  view 
him  in  paffing  by,  and  fee  if  his  Perfon  were  aiTfwerable 
to  his  Converfation. 

Vio.  But  how  will  you  get  rid  of  my  Uncle  ? 

Lm.  You  fee  my  ProjeeT:;  his  Man  Fabio  is  brib'd  by 
jnc,  to  hold  him  in  Difcourfi-. 

Inter  Benito,  looking  about  him. 

Vio.  In  my  Confcience  this  is  he.  Lord,  what  a  Mon- 
fter  of  a  Man  is  there !  with  fuch  a  Workiday  rough- 
hewn  Face  too!  for,  Faith,  Hcav'n  ha«  not  bcftow'd  the 
finifliing  upon't. 

Lau.  Tisimpoffiblcthis  Ihould  be  Benito ;  yet  he  ftalks 
this  way:  From  liich  a  Piece  of  animated  Timber,  fweet 
Heav'n  deliver  me. 

Ben.  [^Afide.]  This  muft  of  necelTity  be  the  Lady  who 
Ji  in  Love  with  me.  See,  how  fhcfurveys  my  Perfon! 
Certainly  one  Wit  knows  another  by  Inftin<n:.  By  that 
old  Gentleman,  it  fhould  be  the  Lady  Lmr»  too.  Hum! 
BenitOy  thou  art  made  for  ever. 

Lau.  He  has  the  moll:  unpromif.ng  Face,  for  a  Wit,  I 
ever  law  J  and  yet  he  had  need  have  a  very  good  one,  to 
make  amends  for  his  face.  I  am  half  cur'd  of  him  al- 
ready. 

•  Ben.  What  means  all  this  Surveying,  Madam?  You 
brillle  up  to  me,  and  wheel  about  me,  like  a  Turkey- 
cock  that  is  making  Love :  Faith,  how  do  you  like  my 
Perfon,  ha.> 

Lau.  I  dare  not  praife  it,  for  fear  of  the  old  Comple- 
ment, that  you  fhould  tell  me,  'Tis  at  my  Service.  But, 
pray.  Is  your  Name  Beniio  ? 

Ben.  Siguier  Beniio,   at  yoiir  Service,  Madam. 

Lau. 
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Lau.  And  have  you  no  Brother,  or  any  other  of  your 

Name,  one  that  is  a  Wit,  attending  on  Signior  Aureliiin  ? 

Ben.  No,  I  o.n  aflure  your   LadyOiip;  I  my  felf  am 

the  only  Wit  who  does  him  the  Honour,  not  to  attend 

hjii,  but  to  bear  him  Company. 

Lai:.  But  fare  it  was  another  You,  that  waited  on  Cn- 
miilo  in  the  Garden,  lafl:  Night. 

Ben.  It  was  no  other  Me,  but  Me  Signior  ienitt. 
Lau.  *Tis  irrpoffible. 
Ben.  'Tis  mofl  cerrain. 

Lau.  Then  I  would  advifc  you  to  go  thither  again,' 
and  look  for  the  Wit  which  you  have  left  there,  for  you 
have  brought  very  little  along  with  you:  Your  Voice 
methinks,  too,  is  much  alter'd. 

JBe».  Only  a  little  ovcr-ftrain'd,  or  fo,  with  Singing. 
Lau.  How  flept  you,  after  your  Adventure  ? 
Ben.  Faith,  Lady,    I  could   not  fleep  one  wink    for 
Dreaming  of  you. 

Lau.  Not  fleep  for  Dreaming  ?  When  the  Place  falls 
you  fhail  be  Bull-raafter-Generaiat  Court.  * 

Ben.  Et  tu  Brute!  Do  you  milbke  me  for  a  Fool  too' 
Then,  1  find  there's  one  mo;e  of  that  Opinion  bcfides 
my  Mafter. 

Vio.  Sifter,  look  to  your  felf,  my  Uncle's  returning. 
Lau.  I  am  glad  on'tj  he  has  done  my  Bufmcfs:  He 
has  abfolately  cur'd  me.    Loid,  that  I  could  be  lb' mi- 
ftaken ! 

Vio.  I  told  you  what  he  was. 

LoM.  He  was  quite  another  thing  laft  Night:  Never 
was  Man  fo  alter'd  in  four  and  twenty  Hours.  A  pure 
Clown,  meer  elementary  Earth,  without  the  leafl  Spark 
of  Soul  in  him ! 

Ben.  But,  tell  me  truly,  are  not  you  in  Love  with  me  ? 
Confefs  the  truth:  I  love  Plain-dealing:  You  fhall  not 
find  me  Refradlory. 

Lau.  Away,  thou  Animal ;  I  have  found  thee  out  for 
a  idgh  and  mighty  Fool,  and  fo  I  leave  thee. 

Mar.  Come,  now  I  am  ready  for  you  5  as  little  Devo- 
tion, and  as  much  good  Hufwifry  as  you  pleafe.  Take 

Example 
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Example  by  mej  I  afiure  you  no  Body  debauches  me  to 
Church,  except  it  be  in  your  Company.  [Exeunt. 

Manet  Benito. 
Sen.  I  am  undone  for  ever :  What  (hall  I  do  with  my 
fclf?  I'll  run  into  fome  Dcfart,  and  there  I'll  hide  my 
opprobrious  Head.  No  hang't,  I  won't  neither ;  all  Wits 
have  their  Failings  fometimes,  and  have  the  Fortune  to 
be  thought  Fools  once  in  their  Lives.  Sure  this  is  but  a 
Copy  of  her  Countenance;  for  my  Heart's  true  to  me, 
and  whifpers  to  me,  fhe  loves  mc  ftiU :  Well,  I'll  truft 
in  my  own  Merits,  and  be  confident. 

[^  mifi  of  throwing  dovcn  IVater  within. 
Enter  Mario,  Fabio,  Laura,  an^l  Violetta. 
L/ui.  [Shaking  her  Cloaths.']    Oh  Sir,  I  am  wet  quite 
through  my  Cloaths,  and  am  not  able  to  endure  it. 
Vio.  Was  there  ever  fuch  an  Infolence? 
Mar.  Send  in  to  fee  who  lives  there :  I'll  make  an  Ex- 
ample of  'em. 

Enter  Frontona. 
Fah.  Here's  the  Woman  of  the  Houfe  her  felf.  Sir, 
Fron.  Sir,  I  fubmit,  moft  v/iljingly,  to  any  Punifliment 
you  flail  inflift  upon  me:  For,  though  I  intended  no- 
thing of  an  Affront  to  thefe  fweet  Ladies,  yet  I  can 
never  forgive  my  felf  the  Misfortune  of  which  I  was  the 
innocent  Occalion. 

Vio.  O  I  am  ready  to  faint  away. 
Tron.  Alas,  poor  fweet  Lady,  flie's  young  and  tender, 
Sir :  I  bcfecch  you,  give  me  Leave  to  repair  my  Otfence, 
with  offering  my  felf,  and  poor  Houfe,  for  her  Accom- 
modation 

Ben.  1  know  that  Woman  :  There's  fome  villainous 
Plot  in  this,  I'll  lay  my  Life  on't.  Now  Benito,  cafl  a- 
bout  for  thy  Credit,  and  recover  all  again. 

Mar.  Go  into  the  Coach,  Neices,  and  bid  the  Coach- 
man drive  apace.  As  for  you,  Mifbrefs,  your  fmooth 
Tongue  fhall  not  excufe  you. 

Lou.  By  your  Favour,  Sir,  I'll  accept  of  the  Gentle- 
woman's Civility ;  I  cannot  flir  a  flep  farther. 

Fron.  Come  in,  fweet  Buds  of  Beauty,  you  fhall  have  a 
Fire  in  an  inner  Chamber ;  and  if  you  pleafe  to  repofc 

your 
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your  felf  a  while,  Sir,  in  another  Room,  they  fhall  come 
out,  and  wait  on  you  immediately. 

Mar.  Well,  if  it  muft  be  fo. 

Tron.  {}Vhifier'mg  the  Ladies.}  Your  Friends  are  ready 
in  the  Garden,  and  will  be  with  you  as  foon  as  we  have 
ftiaken  off  your  Uncle. 

Ben.  A  Cheat,  a  Cheat,  a  rank  oncj  I  fmell  it,  old 
Sir,  I  fmell  it. 

Mar.  What's  the  matter  with  the  Fellow?  Is  he  di- 
ftradted  ? 

Ben.  No,  'tis  you  are  more  likely  to  be  diftradled ;  but 
that  there  goes  feme  Wit  to  the  being  mad,  and  you 
have  not  the  leaft  Grain  of  Wit  to  be  gull'd  thus  grofly. 

Fron.  What  does  the  Fellow  mean? 

Ben.  The  Fellow  means  to  dctetfl  your  Villany,  and 
to  recover  his  lofl:  Reputation  of  a  Wit. 

Fron.  Why,  Friend,  what  Villany?  I  hope  my  Houfe 
is  a  civil  Houfe. 

Ben.  Yes,  a  very  civil  onej  for  my  Mafter  lay  in  of 
his  laft  Clap  there,  and  was  treated  very  civilly  to  my 
Knowledge. 

Mar.  How's  this,  how's  this  ? 

Fron.  Come,  you  are  a  dirty  Fellow,  and  I  am  known 
to  be  a  Perfon  that 


Ben.  Yes,  you  are  known  to  be  a  Perfon  that- 


Fron.  Speak  your  worft  of  me,  what  Perfon  am  I 
icnown  to  be  ? 

Ben.  Why,  if  you  will  have  it,  you  are  little  better 
than  a  Procureis :  You  carry  Meflages  betwixt  Party  and 
Party :  And,  in  one  word,  Sir,  (he's  as  arrant  a  Fruit- 
Woman  as  any  is  about  Rome. 

Mar.  Nay,  if  fhe  be  a  Fruit-woman,  my  Neices  fhall 
not  enter  into  her  Doors. 

Ben.  You  had  beft  let  them  enter,  you  do  not  know 
how  they  may  frudtifie  in  her  Houfe:  For  I  heard  her 
-with  thefe  Ears  whifpcr  to  'em,  tliat  their  Friends  were 
wthin  Call. 

Mar.  This  is  palpable,  this  is  manifeftj  I  fliall  remem- 
ber you.  Lady  Fruiterer,  I  Ihall  have  your  Baskets  fearch'd 

when 
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when  you  bring  Oranges  again.    Come  awa/,  Neices ' 
and  thanks  honeft  Fellow  for  thy  difcovcry. 

[Exeunt  Mario  and  Women. 
Ben.  Hah  coura^io !  Il  Diavolo  e  tmrto :  Now  I  think  I 
have  tickl'd  it ;  this  Difcovery  has  rc-inftated  me  into 
the  Empire  of  my  Wit  again.  Now  in  the  pomp  of  this 
Atchievemcnt,  will  I  prefent  my  felf  before  Madam  Laura, 
with  a  Behold,  Madam,  the  happy  Reftauration  of  Benito. 
Enter  Aurelian,  Camillo,  and  Frontona,  o\er-he^.ring  him. 
Oh,  now,  that  I  had  the  Mirror  ,  to  behold  my  felf 
in  the  Fulnefs  of  my  Glory !  and,  oh,  that  the  domineer- 
ing Fop  my  Mafter  were  in  Prefencc,  that  I  might  tri- 
umph over  him !  that  I  might  even  contemn  the  wretched 
Wight,  the  Mortal  of  a  groveling  Soul,  and  of  a  debafed 
Undcrftanding.  \_Ke  looks  about  him  and  fees  his  Mafter^ 
How  the  Devil  came  thcfe  thiee  together?  Nothing 
vexes  me  but  that  I  muft  ftand  bare  to  him,  after  fuch 
an  Enterpriic  as  this  is. 

Aur.  Nay,  put  on,  put  on  again,  fwcet  Sir}  why 
ftiould  you  be  uncover'd  before  the  Fop  your  Mafter, 
the  wretched  Wight,  the  Mortal  of  a  groveling  Soul? 

Ben.  Ay,  Sir,  you  may  make  bold  with  your  felf  at 
your  own  Pleafure  :  But  for  all  that,  a  little  bidding 
would  make  me  take  your  Counfel  and  be  cover'd,  as 
Affairs  go  now. 

Aur.  Tf  it  be  lawful  for  a  Man  of  a  debafed  Undcr- 
ftanding to  confer  with  fuch  an  exalted  Wit,  pray  what 
was  that  glorious  Atchievemcnt  which  rapt  you  into 
fuch  an  Ecftafie? 

Bm.  'Tis  a  fign  you  know  well  how  Matters  go,  bjr 
your  asking  me  fo  impertinent  a  Queftion. 

Aur.  [Putting  off  his  Hat  to  him.']  Sir,  I  beg  of  you, 
as  your  moft  humble  Mafter,  to  be  fatisfy'd. 

Ben.  Your  Servant,  Sir  j  at  prefent  I  am  not  at  leifiire 
for  Conference.  But  hark  you.  Sir,  by  the  way  of 
friendly  Advice,  one  Word:  Henceforward  tell  me  no 
more  of  tlie  Adventure  of  the  Garden,  nor  of  the  great 

Looking-Glali 

Aur.  You  mean  the  Mirror. 

Sen, 
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Sen.  Yes,  the  Mirror;  tell  me  no  more  of  that,  except 
you  could  behold  in  it  a  better,  a  more  difrreet,  or  a 
more  able  Face  for  Stratagem,  than  I  can,  when  I  look 
there. 

Aur.  But,  to  the  Bufinefs  j  What  is  this  famous  Enter- 
prife? 

Ben.  Be  fatisfy'd,  without  troubling  me  farther,  the 
Bufinefs  is  done,  the  Rogues  arc  defeated,  and  your  Mi- 
ftrefs  is  fecur'd :  If  you  would  know  more,  demand  it 
of  thatCiminal,  [Poiatmi  to  Frontona.]  and  ask  her  how 
(he  dares  appear  before  you,  after  fuch  a  fignal  Treache- 
ry, or  before  me,  after  fuch  an  Overthrow  ? 

Frm.  I  know  nothing,  but  only  that,  by  your  Maker's 
Order,  I  was  to  receive  the  two  Ladies  into  my  Houfc, 
and  you  prevented  it. 

Em.  By  my  Mafter*s  Order?  I'll  ne'er  believe  it.  This 
is  your  Stratagem,  to  free  your  felf,  aiid  defraud  me  of 
my  Reward. 

Cam.  TL  witnefi  what  fhe  (ays  is  true. 

Ben.  I  am  deaf  to  ail  Aflcverations  that  make  againfl 
my  Honour. 

Akt.  I'll  fwear  it  then.  We  t^^o  were  the  two  Rogue*, 
and  you  the  Difcovercr  of  our  Villany. 

Ben.  Then,  Woe,  Woe,  to  poor  Benito  i  1  find  my  A- 
bundance  of  Wit  has  ruin'd  me. 

uiur.  But  come  a  little  nearer :  I  would  not  receive  a 

food  O  Alice  from  a  Servant,  but  I  would  reward  him  for 
is  Diligence. 

Ben.  Virtue,  Sir,  is  its  own  Reward:  I  ex^cQk  none 
from  you. 

Aur.  Since  it  is  fo,  Su-,  you  {hall  lofc  no  further  time 
in  my  Service :  Henceforward  pray  know  me  for  your 
humble  Servant ;  for  your  Mafier  (  am  re&>lv'd  to  be  no 
k)nger. 

Ben.  Nay,  rather  than  fo,  Sir,!  befecch  you  let  a  good, 
honeft,  fufiicient  Beating  attone  the  difference. 

Aftr.  'Tis  in  vain. 

Sen.  I  am  loath  to  leave  you  without  a  Guide. 

^r.  He's  at  it  again,  do  you  hear,  Camillo  ? 

Cam.  Prethee,  jMrelitifh  be  molify'd,  aod  boiC  him. 

Vot.  IIL  O  rrm 
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Trap.  Pray,  Sir,  hear  reafon,  and  iay't  on,  for  mj  £ike* 

Aur.  I  am  obdurate. 

C?w.  But,  what  will  your  Father  fay,  if  you  part  witfc 
him  ? 

Aur.  I  care  not. 

Ben.  Well,  Sir,  fincc  you  are  £0  peremptory,  remember 
I  have  offer'd  you  Satisfeftion,  and  fo  Jong  my  Confci- 
ence  is  at  Eafc:  What  a  Devil,  before  Y\\  oifer  my  fclf 
twice  to  be  beaten,  by  any  Maftcr  in  Chriftendom,  I'll 
ftarve,  and  that's  my  Refolution,  and  £0  y«ir  Servant 
■  that  was,  Sir.  [Exit. 

AiiT.  I  am  glad  I  am  rid  of  him;  he  was  my  Evil 
Ccnius,  and  was  always  appearing  to  me,  to  blaift  my 
Undertakings:  Let  me  fend  him  never  £0  far  off,  the 
Devil  would  be  fure  to  put  him  in  my  way,  when  I  had 
any  thing  to  execute.  Come,  Camilio,  now  we  have 
chang'd  the  Dice,  it  may  be  we  fliall  hav«  better  For- 
tune. 

S  C  E  N  E    II. 

^ter  the  Duke  of  Mantua  in  hiaffier/ule,  Frederick,  Va- 
lerio,  mti  others.    On  the  other  Jide,  enter  Lucretia,  Hip- 
polita,  md  Afcanio. 
Luc.  to  Jfia.  The  Prince  I  know  already,  by  your  De- 

fcription  of  his  Masking-habit ;  bur,  which  is  the  Duke 

-kis  Father?  .  ,     ,     «  • 

jjca.  He  whom  you  fee  talkmg  with  the  Prince,  and 

•  looking  this  way.    I  believe  he  has  obferv'd  us. 

Li'c  \i  he  has  not,  I  am  refolv'd  we'll  make  our  fdves 
?s  remarkable  as  we  can  :    Til  exercife  my  Talent  of 

Dancing.  .     . 

Hi/'.  And  I  mine  of  Smging. 

Duke,  to  Fre.ierick.  Do  youfknow  the  Company  which 

-came  in  lift  ?  ,  , ^  ,    n. 

Freu.  r  cannot  poffibly  imagine  who  they  are:  At  Jealt 
I  will  not  tell  you •  [^..e. 

Duke.  There's  fometMng  very  uncommon  in  the  Air 
of  one  of  tJiem. 
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Tred.  Pleafe  you,  Sir,  I'll  difcourfc  with  her,  and  fee  if 
I  can  fatisfie  your  Highnefs. 

Duke.  Stay,  there's  a  Dance  beginning,  ind  flie  fcems 
as  if  ihe  wou'd  make  one. 

S  O  N  6  and   DANCE. 

long  betwixt  Love  mi  Tear  Phyllis  tormented, 
Shun'd  her  onm  Wijh,  yet  (tt  lafi  Jhe  confinted: 
But  loath  that  Day  (hoti'd  her  Blufhes  difipvert 

Come  gentle  Night  jhe  faid, 

Come  quickly  to  my  Aid, 

And  a  poor  fhamefac'd  Maid 

Hide  from  her  Lover. 

How  cold  as  Tee  I  am,  now  hot  as  Tire, 

I  dare  not  tell  my  [elf my  own  Defre-, 

But  let  Day  Jly  away,  and  let  Hight  hafie  h(r  : 

Grant  ye  kind  Powers  aSove, 

Slow  Hours  to  parting  Love, 

But  when  to  Blifs  we  m«ve. 

Bid 'em  fly  f after. 

How  fweet  it  is  to  Love,  when  I  difcover 

That  Fire  which  burns  my  Heart,  warming  my  Zovtr 

'Tis  pity  Love  fo  true  fhoidd  be  mijiaken : 

But  if  this  Night  he  be 

Talfe  or  unkind  to  me. 

Let  me  die,  e'er  I  fee 

That  Vm  forfaken.. 

After  the  Dance.  My  Curiofity  redoubles,  I  muft  needs 
hale  that  unknown  VeiTel,  and  enquire  whither  {he's 
bound,  and  what  Freight  flie  carries. 

Tred.  She's  not  worth  your  trouble.  Sir :  She'll  either 
prove  fome  common  Courtizan  in  difguife,  or  at  beft, 
fome  homely  Pcrfon  of  Honour,  that  only  dances  well 
enough  to  invite  a  Sight  of  her  felf,  and  would  look  ill 
enough  to  fright  you. 

O  X  Vttke: 
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Dukt.  That's  malicioufly  faid ;  al]  I  fee  of  her  is  charm- 
ing, and  I  have  ica.bn  tc  think  her  Face  is  of  the  iaiwe 
43iccc,  at  leafl  111  try  my  Fortune. 

Ired.  What  an  unlucky  Accident  is  this !  If  my  Father 
flculd  difcover  her,  flic's  ruind:  If  he  does  not,  yet  I 
have  loft  her  Convcrfation  to  Night. 

T>uke  approaches  Lucretia. 
^/c*.  Tis  the  Duke  himfelf  who  comes  to  court  you. 
Luc.  Peace.  I'll  fit  him;  for  I  have  been  inform'd  to 
the  leaft  tittle  of  his  Aftions  Cnce  he  came  to  Town. 

Dukt  to  Lucretia.  "Madam,  the  Duke  of  Mantua,  whom 
you  muft  needs  imagine  to  be  in  this  Company,  has  fent 
me  to  you,  to  know  what  kind  of  Face  there  is  belong- 
ing to  that  excellent  Shape,  and  to  thofe  charming  Mo- 
tions which  he  obfcrv'd  fo  lately  in  your  Dancing. 

Luc.  Tell  his  Highnefs,  if  you  pieafe,  that  there  is  a 
Face  within  the  Mask,  fo  very  deform'd,  that  if  it  were 
difcover'd,  it  would  prove  the  worft  Vizor  of  the  twoj 
and  that,  of  all  Men,  he  ought  not  to  defire  it  Ihould  be 
expos'd,  because  then  fomething  would  be  found  amifs 
in  an  Entertainment  which  he  his  made  Co  iplendid  and 
jnagnificent. 

Dhke.  The  Duke  I  am  fure  would  be  very  proud  of 
your  ccmplimcnt,  but  it  would  kave  him  more  unfatis- 
fy'd  than  bcfcre :  For  he  will  find  in  it  fo  much  of  Gal- 
lantry, as,,  being  added  to  your  other  Graces,  will  move 
lun\  to  a  ftrange  Temptation  of  knowing  you. 

Lfic.  I  fhovfi  ftill  have  the  more  reaf  n  to  rcfufe  him ; 
fcr  'twere  a  madnefs,  when  I  had  charm'd  him  by  my 
Motion  and  Converfe,  to  hazard  the  lofs  of  that  Con- 
i^icft  by  my  Eyes. 

Duke.  I  am  en  Fire  'till  I  difcover  her.  [j^e. 

At  leaft,  Madam,  tell  me  of  what  Family  you  arc. 

Luc.  "Will  you  be  fatisfy'd  if  I  tell  you  I  am  of  the  Gf- 
lenne  f  You  have  fecn  J«/r«  of  that  Houic. 
Dtike.  Then  you  arc  fhe. 
luc.  Have  I  not  her  Stature  moft  cxadly  ? 
Duke  As  r.ear  as  I  remember. 

Luc.  But,  by  your  Favour,   I  have  nothing  of  her 
Shape;  for,  if  I  may  be  fo  vain  to  praifc  my  Iclf,  ihe'a 
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'  %  little  thicker  in  the  Shoulders,  and,  bcfidcs,  (he  mo?e* 
ungracefully. 

Duke.  Then  you  are  not  fhe  a^n. 

Lfic.  No,  not  flie:  But  you  have  forgotten  Emilia  of 
the  Uf^ni,  whom  the  Duke  faluted  Yefterday  at  her  Bal- 
cony, when  he  ent  r'd.    Her  Air  and  Motion 

Duke.  Arc  the  very  fame  with  yours.  Now  I  am  furc 
I  know  you. 

Luc.  But  there's  too  little  of  her  to  make  a  Beauty : 
My  Stature  is  much  more  advantageous. 

Duke.  You  have  coxen'd  me  again. 

Luc.  Well  I  find  at  lift  I  mufl:  confefs  my  fclf.  What 
think  you  of  Eugenia  Beatci  ?  The  Duke  (eem'd  to  be 
infinitely  plea-^'d  laft  Night,  when  my  Brother  pre- 
fcnted  me  to  him  at  the  Belvedere. 

Duke.  Now  I  am  certain  you  are  flicj  for  you  have 
both  her  Stature,  and  her  Motion. 

Luc.  But,  if  you  remember  your  fclf  a  little  better, 
there's  fome  fmall  difference  in  our  Wit :  For  (he  has  in- 
deed the  Air  and  Beauty  of  a  Raman  Lady,  but  all  the 
Dulnefs  of  a  D«/f^-woman. 

Duke.  I  fee.  Madam,  you  are  rcfblv'd  to  conceal  your 
fclf,  and  I  am  as  fully  rcfolv'd  to  know  you. 

Luc.  See  which  of  our  Refolutions  will  take  place. 

Duke,  I  come  from  the  Duke,  and  can  allure  you  he 
is  of  an  Humour  to  be  obey'd. 

Luc.  And  I  am  of  an  Humour  not  to  obey  him.  But, 
why  (hould  he  be  fb  curious  ? 

Duke.  If  you  would  hare  my  Opinion,  I  believe  he  i* 
in  love  with  you. 

Luc.  Without  feeing  me  ? 

Duke.  Without  feeing  all  of  you :  Love  is  Love,  let  it 
wound  us  from  what  Part  it  pleafe ;  and  if  he  have  enough 
•from  your  Shape  and  Converfation,  his  Bufineft  is  done, 
the  more  compcndioufly,  without  the  Face. 

Luc.  But  the  Duke  anaot  be  taken  with  my  Con- 
Tcrfation,  for  he  never  heard  me  (peak. 

Duke.  {Afule.']  'Slife,  I  (hall  difcovcr  my  fclf.  Yei, 
Madam,  he  ftood  by,  incognito,  and  heard  me  fpcak 
with  you :  But— — — 

o  I  lhc; 
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Luc.  I  wifh  he  had  truftcd  to  his  own  Courtfhip,  and 
fpoke  himfelf;  for  it  gives  us  a  bad  ImprelTion  of  a 
Prince's  Wit,  when  we  fee  Fools  in  favour  about  his 
Pcrfon. 

Buke.  What  ever  I  am,  I  have  it  in  Commiflion  from 
tim  to  tell  you,  he's  in  Love  with  you. 

Luc.  The  good  old  Gentleman  may  dote,  if  he  fo 
plcafesj  but  Love,  and  fifty  Years  old,  are  ftark  Non- 
lenfe. 

Duke.  But  fome  Men,  you  know,  are  green  at  fifty. 

Luc.  Yes,  in  their  Underftandings. 

Duke.  You  fpcak  with  great  Contempt  of  a  Prince, 
who  has  fbme  Reputation  m  the  Wotld. 

Luc.  No  i  'tis  you  that  fpeak  with  Contempt  of  him, 
by  faying  he  is  in  Love  at  fiich  an  Age. 

Duke.  Then,  Madam,  'tis  neceflary  you  fhould  know 
him  better  for  his  Reputation :  And,  that  (hall  be,  though 
he  violate  the  Laws  of  Mafquerade,  and  force  you.    ' 

Wred.  I  fufpefted  this,  from  his  violent  Temper.  \_A^ 
fide.'}  Sir,  the  Emperor's  Amballador  is  here,  in  Mafque- 
rade,  and  I  believe  this  to  be  his  Lady :  It  were  well  i£ 
you  inquir'd  of  him,  before  you  forc'd  her  to  difcorer. 

Duke.  Which  is  the  Amballador  ? 

Fred.  That  farthermoft.  [Duke  retires  farther. 

Ti  ed.  to  Luc.  Take  your  Opportunity  to  cfcape,  while 
his  Back  is  turn'd,  or  you  are  ruin'd.  uifcanio,  wait  on 
her. 

Luc.  I  am  fo  frighted,  I  cannot  ftay  to  thank  you. 

[Exeunt  Luc.  Afca.  and  Hippolita. 

Duke  to  Tred.  'Tis  a  Miftakc,  the  Ambaflador  knows 
nothing  of  her :  I'm  refolv'd  I'll  know  it  of  her  felf,  e'er 
ihe  (ban  depart.    Ha !  Where  is  fhe  ?  I  left  her  here. 

Fred.  [Ajide.']  Out  of  your  reach.  Father  mine,  I  hope. 

Duke.  She  has  cither  Ihifted  Places,  or  elfe  flipt  out  ofc 
the  AfTembly. 

Fred.  I  have  look'd  round :  She  muft  be  gone,  Sir. 

Duke.  She  muft  not  be  gone.  Sir.  Search  for  her  eve- 
ry where :  I  will  have  her. 

Frti.  Has  Ihe  offended  your  Highnefs? 

Duke. 
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Trnke.  Peace,  with  your  impertinent  Quefldons.  Come 
hither,  Vderio. 

Vol.  Sir  ? 

THtkt.  O,  Vidtrio,  I  am  defperately  in  Love:  Thatf La- 
dy, with  whom  you  faw  me  talking,  has But  I  lofe 

time;  (he's  goncj  hafte  after  hcr>  find  her;  bring  her 
back  to  me. 

Vd.  If4t  be  poffible. 

Duke.  It  muft  be  pofliblcj  the  quiet  of  my  Life  de- 
pends upon  it. 

Vd.  Which  way  took  fhe? 

Duke.  Go  any  way,  every  way;  ask  no  Queftions:  I 
know  no  more,  but  that  (he  muft,  rauft  be  had, 

[Exit  Valeriol 

Frtd.  Sir,  the  Aflembly  will  oblerve,  that— — — . 

Buke.  Damn  the  Aflembly,  'tis  a  dull  infignificant 
Crowd,  now  flic  is  not  here :  Break  it  up,  I'll  ftay  na 
longer. 

Tred.  [A/tde.']  I  hope  fhe's  fafe,  and  then  this  fantaftick 
Love  of  my  Father's  will  make  us  fport  to  morrow. 

fExeHnt. 
SCENE    III. 

Enttr  Lucretia,  Afcanio  and  Hippolita . 

Luc.  Now,  that  we  are  fafe  at  the  Gate  of  our  Con- 
vent, methinks  the  Adventure  was  not  unpleafant. 

Hip,  And  now  that  I  am  out  of  danger.  Brother,  I 
may  tell  you  what  a  Novice  you  arti  in  Love,  to  tempc 
a  young  Sifter  into  the  wide  World,  and  not  to  fliow 
her  the  difference  betwixt  that  and  her  Cloyfler :  1  find  I 
may  venture  fafely  with  you  another  time, 

jifca.  O,  Sifter,  you  play  the  Brazen- head  with  mc  > 
you  give  me  warning  when  Time's  paft :  But  that  was 
no  fit  Opportunity :  I  hate  to  fnatch  a  morfel  of  Love, 
and  £6  away :  I  am  for  a  Set-meal,  where  I  may  enjoy 
my  full  Guft;  but  when  I  once  fall  on,  you  {hall  find 
mc  a  brave  Man  upon  Occafioh. 

Luc.  'Tis  time  we  were  in  our  Cella  Quick,  H^fC" 
I'Hn,  whcrc's  the  Key? 

O  4  .  Jiif, 
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Hip.  Here,  in  my  Pocket No,  'tis  in  my  other 

Pocket: Ha 'tis  not  there,  neither,     I  am  lure 

I  put  it  in  one  of  rhem. 

Luc.  What  ftiould  we  do,  if  it  (hould  be  loft  now  > 

Hip.  I  have  fearch'd  ray  felf  alJ  over,  and  cannot  find  it. 

AJcA.  A  Woman  can  never  fearch  her  felf  all  overi  let 
ine  fearch  you,  Sifter. 

Luc.  Is  this  a  time  for  Raillery  ?  Oh,  fweet  Hcav'n ! 
^  ipeak  comfort  quickly j  have  you  found  it? 

[^Here  Afanlo Jlips  mmy. 

Hip.  Speak  you  comfort.  Madam,  and  tell  me  you 
have  it,  for  I  am  too  fure  that  I  have  none  on't. 

Luc.  O  unfortunate  that  we  are?  Day's  breaking;  the 
Handiaafts-fhops  begin  to  open.  [Cltckfirikes. 

Hip.  The  Clock  ftrikes  two .-  Within  this  half  Hour 
tvc  {hall  be  call'd  up  to  our  Devotions.    Now,  good  uif- 

canto Alas  he's  gone  too]  we  are  left  nuferable  and 

fork)m. 

Ltu.  We  have  not  fo  mudi  as  one  Place  in  the  Town 
for  a  Retreat. 

Hip.  O,  for  a  Miracle  in  our  time  of  need !  that  Ibme 
kind  eood-natur'd  Saint  would  take  us  up,  and  heave  us 
over  the  Wall  into  our  Cells. 

Luc.  Dear  Sifter,  Fray;  for  I  cannot:  I  have  been  fb 
Cnful,  in  leaving  my  Cloyftcr  for  the  World,  that  I  am 
afliam'd  to  trouble- my  Friends  above  to  help  me. 

Hip.  Alas,  Sifter,  with  what  face  can  I  Pray  then! 
Yours  were  but  little  Vanities  j  but  I  have  fin'd  fwing- 
ingly,  againft  my  Vow;  yes,  indeed.  Sifter,  I  have  been 
very  wicked ;  for  I  wifh'd  the  Ball  might  be  kept  per- 
petually in  our  Cbyfter,  and  that  half  the  handfbmc 
Nuns  in  it  might  be  tum'd  to  Men,  for  the  fake  of  the 
Other. 

Luc.  Well,  if  I  were  free  from  this  dilgracc,  I  wouU 
never  more  fet  foot  beyond  the  Cloyftcr,  for  the  fake  of 
any  Man. 

Hip.  And  here  I  vow,  if  I  get  fafe  within  my  Ccl^ 
1  will  not  think  of  Man  again  thefc  fcven  Years. 
Afcanio  Re-enters. 

jffes.  Hold,  Hippolita,  and  make  no  more  rafli  Vows: 
If  you  do,  as  I  live,  you  ihaU  not  have  the  Key. 

Hip. 
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Wf.  The  Key!  why,  have  it  you.  Brother? 

Luc.  He  does  but  mock  us :  I  know  you  have  it  not. 
Jlfcanio. 

Afcn.  Eaefigmim;  Here  it  is  for  vou. 

ifip,  O,  fwoct  Brother  let  me  kiis  you. 

Afia.  Hands  off,  fweet  Sifter,  you  muft  not  be  for- 
fworn :  You  voVd  you  would  not  think  of  a  Man  thefe 
(even  Years, 

Hip.  Ay,  Brother,  but  I  was  not  ib  hafty,  but  I  had 
Wit  enough  to  cozen  the  Saint  to  whom  I  vow'd;  for 
you  are  but  a  Boy,  Brother,  and  will  not  be  a  Man  thefe 
leven  Years, 

Lue.  But,  where  did  you  find  the  Key,  Afcanio  f 

Afia.  To  confefs  the  Truth,  Madam,  I  ftole  it  out  of 
JiippolitA*s  Pocket,  to  take  the  Print  of  it  in  Wax ;  for 
I'll  fuppofe,  you'.l  give  my  Mafter  leave  to  wait  on  you 
in  the  Nunnery-garden,  after  your  Abbcls  has  walk 'a  the 
Rounds. 

L$tc.  Well,  well,  good-morrow :  When  you  have  flcpt, 
come  to  the  Grate  for  a  Letter  to  your  Lord.  Now  will 
1  have  the  Head-ach,  or  the  Meagrim,  or  fome  exculc, 
for  I  am  refolv'd  I'll  not  rife  to  Prayers. 

Hip.  Pray,  Brother,  take  care  of  our  Masking-Habits, 
that  they  may  be  forth-coming  another  time. 

Afca.  Sleep,  fleep,  and  dream  of  me.  Sifter:  I'll  make 
it  good,  if  you  dream  not  too  unreafonably. 

Luc.  Thus  dangers  in  our  Love  make  Joys  more  dear  j 
And  Pleafure's  1  wecteft,  when  'tis  mixt  with  Fear.  lExeant. 

ACT    IV.     SCENE    I. 

S  C  E  N  E   >*  DrcJJing-ChamUr, 

The  Mask'tng-habits  ef  Lucretia^W  Hippolita  laU  h  a  Chair, 

Baer  Fredeiick  and  Afcanio. 
¥rtJ.T  Never  thought  I  fliould  have  lov*d  her.     1st 
X  come  to  tins,  after  all  my  Boaitings  and  I>ec!a< 
O  X  ratios^ 
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rations  againft  it?  Sure  1  lov'd  her  before,  and  did  not 
know  it,  till  I  fear'd  to  lofe  her :  There's  the  Reafon.  I 
had  never  delir'd  her,  if  my  Father  had  not.  This  is  juft 
the  longing  of  a  Woman :  She  never  finds  the  Appetite 
in  her  Iclf,  till  flie  fees  the  Meat  on  another's  Plate.  I'm 
glad  however,  you  took  the  ImpreiTion  of  the  Key  j  but 
'twaS  not  well  to  fright  them. 

Ajca.  Sir,  I  could  not  help  it;  but  here's  the  Eflfeft 
on't:  The  Workman  fate  up  all  Night  to  make  it. 

[Gives  A  Kef. 

Trei>  This  Key  will  admit  me  into  the  Seraglio  of  the 
Godly  The  Monaftery  has  begun  the  War,  in  Sallying; 
out  upon  the  World,  and  therefore  'tis  but  juft  that  the 
World  fliOLild  make  Reprizals  on  the  Monaftery. 

Afca^  Alas,  Sir,  you  and  Lucretm  do  but  skirmifti;  'tis 
1  aiKi  Hippoiita  that  make  the  War :  'Tis  true.  Opportu- 
nity has  been  wanting  for  a  Battel,  but  the  Forces  have 
been  ftoutly  drawn  up  on  both  Sides.  As  for  your  Con- 
Cemmeat,  I  come  juft  now  from  the  Monaftery,  and  have 
Otxlers  from  your  Platonick  Miftrcfs  to  tell  you  (he  ex- 
perts you  this  Evening  in  the  Garden  of  the  Nunnery  i 
withal,  flie  deliver'd  me  this  Letter  for  you. 

Fred.  Give  it  me. 

Afca,  O,  Sir,  the  Duke  your  Father ! 

[The  Prince  takes  the  Letter^  md  thinking  to  pttt  it 
uf  hafiily,    drops  it. 

Enter  Duke.     . 

"Duke.  Now  Frederick!  not  abroad  yet? 

Tred.  Your  laft  Night's  Entertainment  left  me  fb  wea- 
ry. Sir,  that  I  over-flept  my  felf  this  Morning. 

Duke.  I  rather  envy  you,  than  blame  you :  Our  Sleep 
is  certainly  the  moft  plcafant  Portion  of  our  Lives.  For 
my  own  Part,.!  fpent  the  Night  waking  and  reftlcfs. 

fred.  Has  any  thing  of  moment  happen'd  to  difcom- 
pofe  your  Highnefs  ? 

Duke,  ril  confefs  my  Follies  to  you:  I  am  in  love 
witJh  a  Lady  I  faw  laft  Night  in  Mafquerade. 

Fred.  'Tis  ftrange  ftie  ftiould  conceal  her  felf. 

Duke,  She  has,  from  my  heft  Search  j  yet  I  took  exaft 
Notice  of  her  Masking- habit,  and  de^ib'd  it  to  thoCc 
mham  1  cswrfov'tj  to  &d  Jbcr. 

-  "  frtd. 
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Tred.  l^Aftde.']  'Sdeath,  it  lies  there  unremov'd;  and,  if 
he  turns  himfelf,  full  in  his  Eye.  Now,  now  'twill  be 
difcover'd. 

Duke.  For  'twas  cxtreamly  remarkable.  I  remember 
very  well  'twas  a  loofe  long  Robe,  ftreak'd  black  and 
white,  girt  with  a  large  Silver  Ribband,  and  the  Vizor 
was  a  Moor's  Face. 

Fred.  [Running  to  the  Chair  where  the  Hahlts  are,  fits 
down]  Sir,  I  beg  pardon  of  your  Highnefsfor  this  Rudc- 
nefs,  I  am O,  Oh' 

Duke.  What's  the  Matter  ? 

Fred.  I  am  taken  fo  extrcamly  ill  o'the  fiadden,  that  I 
am  forc'd  to  fit  before  you. 

Duke.  Alas,  what's  your  Diftempcr  ? 

Fred.  A  moft  violent  Griping,  which  pulls  me  toge- 
ther on  a  heap. 

Duke.  Some  Cold,  I  fear,  you  took  laft  Night.  [^Rms 
to  the  Door.']  Who  waits  there?  Call  Phyficians  to  the 
Prince. 

Fred.  Afcmio,  remove  thefe  quickly. 

[  Afcanio  takes  away  the  Habits,  and  Fxitl 

Duke.  [Returning.]  How  do  you  find  your  felf? 

Fred,  [^fijing.]  Much  better,  Sir :  That  which  pa-n'd 
me  is  remov'd :  As  it  came  unexpe£ledly,  fo  it  went  ac 
fuddenly. 

Fnter  Valerto. 

Duke.  The  Air,  perhaps,  will  do  you  good.  If  you 
have  Health,  you  may  fee  thofe  Troops  drawn  out, 
which  I  delign  for  Millan. 

Fred.  Shall  I  wait  your  Highnefs  ? 

Duke.  No,  leave  me  here  with  Valerio;  I  have  a  little 
Bulinefi,  which  difpatch'd,  Til  follow  you  immediately. 
Well,  what  Succefs,  Valeria  ?  [Exit  Frederick. 

Val.  Our  Endeavours  arc  in  vain.  Sir :  There  has  been 
inquiry  made  about  all  the  Palaces  in  Rome,  and  neither 
of  the  Masking-habits  can  be  difcover'd. 

Duke.  Yet,  it '  muft  be  a  Woman  of  Quality.  What 
Paper's  that  at  my  Foot  ? 

Val.  [Taking  up  (he  Uittr^  'T\i  fcal'd,  Sir,  and  directed 
to  the  Prince. 

Duke,' 
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Duke.  \Jak\ng  the  Letter.\  'Tis  a  Woman's  Hand.  Hu 
he  got  a  Miftiefs  in  Town  fo  foon?  I  am  refolv'd  to 
open  it,  though  I  do  not  approve  my  own  Curioflty. 

[Opens  and  reads  it. 

NOW  my  Tear  is  over,  I  can  laugh  at  my  loft  Night's 
AdtentHre:  I  find  that  at  Fifty  all  Men  ^rew  intonigi- 
ble,  and  Lovers  effecially,  for,  certainly,  never  any  Creature 
eeuld  be  vorfe  treated  than  your  Father,  (How's  this,  Vsde' 
rio  ?  I  am  amai'd  J  and  yet  the  good,  old,  out-cf-fajliton  Gen- 
lleman  heard  himfelf  rallied,  and  bore  it  virh  all  the  Futience 
tf  a  Chriftian  Tr'mce.  (Now  'tis  plain,  the  Lady  in  Maf- 
queradc  is  a  Miftrefs  of  my  Son's,  and  the  undutiful 
"Wretch  was  in  the  Plot  to  abufc  me.)  Afcanio  will  tell 
you  the  latter  fart  of  our  Misfortune,  how  hardly  we  got  into 
the  Cloyjier.  (A  Nun  too!  Oh,  the  Devil!)  when  we  meet 
next,  pray  provide  to  laugh  heartily,  for  there  is  Subject  fuf- 
jicieritfor  a  plentiful  fit,  and  Fop  enough  to  fpare  for  another 
time.  Luaetia. 

Vol.  Lueretia!  now  the  Myftery  is  unfolded. 

Duhe.  Do  you  know  her  ? 

Val.  When  I  was  kft  at  Rome,  I  J(aw  her  often ;  fhe  is 
near  Kinfwoman  to  the  prefcnt  Pope;  and,  before  he 
plac'd  her  in  this  Nunnery  of  Benediiiines,  was  the  moft 
celebrated  Beauty  of  the  Town. 

Luke.  I  know  I  ought  to  hate  this  Woman,  bccaufc 
Ihc  has  affi-onicd  me  thus  grofly ;  but  yet  I  cannot  help 
it,  I  muft  love  h^r. 

Vol.  But,  Sir,  you  come  on  too  much  diiadvanugc  to 
be  your  Son's  Rival. 

Duke.  1  am  deaf  to  all  Confidcrations :  Prcthce  do  not 
think  of  giving  a  Mad-man  Counlcl ;  Pity  me,  and  cure 
me,  if  thou  canft;  but  remember  there's  but  one  infalli- 
ble Medicine,  that's  Enjoyment. 

Vol.  I  had  forgot  to  tell  you.  Sir,  that  the  CoTcroor 
Don  Marie  is  without,  to  wait  on  you. 

inlu,  Defire  him  to  come  in. 
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Biter  Den  hhtio. 

Mmt.  I  am  come,  Sir,  to  beg  a  Favour  from  your 
Highnefs,  and  'tis  on  the  Behalf  of  my  Sifter  Sophnnia, 
Abbefs  of  the  Ton*  di  Sptcchi. 

VaI.  Sir,  {he's  Abbefs  of  that  very  Monaftery  where 
your  Miftiefs  is  inclos'd.  [-^fnic,  to  the  Duke. 

Duke.  I  (hould  be  glad  to  ferve  any  Relation  of  youri^ 
Don  Mario. 

liar.  Her  Requeft  is.  That  you  would  be  pleas'd  to 
grace  her  Chapel  this  Afternoon.  There  will  be  Mufick, 
and  fome  little  Ceremony,  in  the  Reception  of  my  two 
Neices,  who  are  to  be  plac'd  in  Penfion  there. 

Dtike.  Your  Neices,  I  hear,  are  fair,  and  great  Fortunes. 

hiar.  Great  Vexations  I'm  fure  they  are  -,  being  daily 
haunted  by  a  Company  of  wild  Fellows,  who  buz  ^ut 
my  Houfe  like  Flies. 

Duke.  Your  Dclign  feems  reafonable;  Women  in  hot 
Countries  are  like  Oranges  in  cold :  To  prefcrve  them, 
they  muft  be  perpetually  hous'd.  I'lJ  bear  you  Company 
to  the  Monaftery,  Come,  V/derio;  this  Opportunity  ig 
happy  beyond  our  £xpe<Station.  {Exeunt. 

SCENE    II. 

Camillo,  Aurelifm. 

Cum.  He  has  fmarted  fufficiently  for  this  Offence: 
Prethee,  dear  jiureiian,  forgive  him :  He  waits  without, 
and  appeals  penitent  j  I'll  be  rcfponfible  for  his  future 
Carriage. 

jiur.  For  your  fake  then  I  receive  him  into  Grace. 

Cam.  [At  the  Door. "l  Benito,  you  may  appear,  yoiu-  Peace 
is  made. 

Enter  Benito. 

jbtr.  But,  it  muft  be  upon  Conditions. 

Ben.  Any  Conditions  that  are  reafonable  j  for,  as  I  am 
a  Wit,  Sir,  I  have  not  eaten 

Aur.  You  are  in  the  Path  of  Perdition  already  j  that's 
the  Principal  ot  our  Conditions,  you  are  to  be  a  Wit  no 
aoorc. 
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Ben.  Pray,  Sir,  if  it  be  poffibic,  let  mc  be  a  little  Wit 
ftill. 

ufyr.  No,  Sir :  You  can  make  a  Leg,  and  Dance,  tliofe 
are  no  Talents  of  a  Wit :  You  are  cut  out  for  a  brisk 
Fool,  and  can  be  no  other. 

Bm.  Pray,  Sir,  let  me  tliink  I  am  a  Wit,  or  my  Heart 
will  break. 

Cam.  That  you  will  naturally  do,  as  you  are  a  Fool. 

^ur.  Then,  no  farther  medling  with  Adventures,  or 
Contrivances  of  your  own :  They  are  all  belonging  to 
the  Territories  of  Wit,  from  whence  you  are  banifh'd. 

Ben.  But  what  if  my  Imagination  Ihould  really  furnifh 
mc  with  fome 

jiur.  Not  a  Plot,  I  hope  ? 

Ben.  No,  Sirj  no  Plot,  but  fome  Expedient  then,  to 
moUifie  the  Word,  when  your  Invention  has  fail'd  you. 

jiur.  Think  it  a  Temptation  of  the  Devil,  and  believe 
it  not. 

Ben.  Then  farewe)  all  the  Happinefs  of  my  Life. 

Cam.  You  know  your  Doom,  Benito;  and  now  you 
may  take  your  Choice,  whether  you  will  renounce  Wit, 
or  Eating. 

Ben.  Well,  Sir,  I  muft  continue  my  Body  at  what  rate 
fbever ;  And  the  rather,  becaufe  now  there's  no  farther 
need  of  me  in  your  Adventures  j  for  I  was  alfur'd,  by 
Beatrix,  this  Morning,  that  her  two  Miftreflcs  are  to  be 
put  in  Penfion  in  the  Nunnery  of  BenediHinest  this  After- 
noon. 

Cam.  Then  I  am  miferable. 

jfitr.  And  you  have  deferr'd  the  telling  it  till  it  is  paft 
time  to  ftudy  for  Pre\'ention. 

C»m.  Let  us  run  thither  immediately,  and  either  perifh 
in't  or  free  them.    You'll  afllft  me  with  your  Sword? 

jittr.  Yes,  if  I  cannot  do't  to  more  purpofe,  with  my 
Counfel.  Let  us  firft  play  the  faireft  of  our  Game,  'tis 
time  enough  to  fiiatch  when  we  have  loft  it.      [Bxewit. 


SCENE 
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SCENE    III.     A  Chapel. 

The  "Duke,  Valerio,  Attendants.  At  the  ether  "Door,  Laura, 

Violctta,  Beatrix,  Mario.    Injlrumentd  and  vocal  Mujick. 

In  the  time  of  which,  enter  Aurelian  and  Camillo.    After 

'the  Mufick,  enter  Sophronia,  Lucretia,  Hippolita,  and  o- 

ther  Ntms. 

Duke,  to  Valerio,  who  had  wlx/per'd  to  him.  I  needed  not 
thofe  Marks  to  know  her.  She's  one  ■  continu'd  Excel- 
lence ;  fhe's  all  over  Miracle. 

Soph,  to  the  Duke.  We  know,  Sir,  we  are  not  capable,  bjr 
our  Entertainments,  of  adding  any  thing  to  your  PJea- 
fures,  and  therefore  we  muft  attribute  this  Favour  of 
your  Prefence,  to  your  Piety  and  Devotion. 

Duke.  You  have  treated  me  with  Harmony  Co  excel- 
lent, that  I  believ'd  my  felf  among  a  Qiiire  of  Angels  j 
especially,  when  I  beheld  Co  fair  a  Troop  behind  you. 

Soph.  Their  Beauty,  Sir,  is  wholly  dedicated  to  Heav'n, 
and  is  no  way  ambitious  of  a  Commendation,  which 
from  your  Mouth  might  raife  a  Pride  in  any  other  of 
the  Sex. 

Cam.  I  am  impatient,  and  can  bear  no  longer.  Let 
what  will  happen 

Aur.  Do  you  not  fee  your  Ruin  inevitable?  Draw  in  a 
holy  Place !  and  in  the  Prefence  of  the  Duke ! 

Mar.  I  do  not  like  Camillo's  being  here :  I  muft  ait 
Ihort  the  Ceremony.  [}Vhifpers  Sophronia. 

Soph,  to  Laura  md  Violetta.  Come,  fair  Coulins,  we  hope 
to  make  the  Cloyfteral  Life  fo  pleafing,  that  it  may  be 
an  inducement  to  you  to  quit  the  wicked  World  for 
ever. 

Vio.  pafflag  by  Camillo.  Take  that,  and  read  it  at  your 
Icifure.  \Conveys  a  Note  into  his  Hand. 

Cam.  A  Ticket,  as  I  live,  Aurelian. 

Aur.  Steal  off,  and  be  thankful :  If  that  be  my  Beatrix 
with  Laura,  (lie's  moft  confoundedly  ugly.  If  ever  wc 
had  come  to  Love-work,  and  a  Candle  had  been  brought 
us,  I  had  fain  back  from  that  Face,  like  a  Buck  Rabbet 
in  coupling,         "  ^ExtHm  CajniUo  md  Aurelian. 

Soph. 
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S9fh.  Daughters,  the  rime  of  our  Devotion  calls  ui. 
All  Happinels  to  your  Highnefi. 

Luc.  to  Hippolita.  Little  thinks  mj  venerable  old  Love 
there,  that  his  Miilrels  in  Mafqucradc  is  lb  near  him. 
Now  do  I  e'en  long  to  abufe  that  Fop-gravity  again. 

Hip.  Methinks  he  looks  oa  us. 

Luc.  Farewcl,  poor  Love ;  I  am  (he,  I  am,  for  all  my 

demure  Looks,  that  treated  thee  fo  inhumanly  laft  Night. 

[She  is  going  of,  »ftir  Sophronia. 

Duke.  foUoming  her.  Stay,  Lady;  I  would  ipeak  with 
you. 

Luc.  Ah!  [Shreikingp 

Soph.  How  now,  Daughter  ?  What's  the  meaning  of  that 
undecent  Noifc  you  make  ? 

Luc.  [^fiae.]  If  I  fpcak  to  him,  he  will  diicover  my 
Voice,  and  then  1  am  niin'd. 

Duke.  If  your  Name  be  LucreM,  I  have  fome  Bulincfi 
of  Concernment  with  you. 

Luc.  to  Sophronia.  Dear  Madam,  for  Heav'n's  lake  maki 
hafte  into  the  Cloyfter,  the  Duke  purfues  me  on  fomc 
ill  Dcfign. 

Soph,  to  the  Duke.  'Tis  not  permitted,  Sir,  for  Maids 
once  enter'd  into  Religion,  to  hold  Difcouries  here  of 
worldly  things. 

Duke.  But  my  Difcourfes  are  not  worldly,  Madam  j 
I  had  a  Viiion  in  the  dead  of  Night, 
"Which  Ihow'd  me  this  feir  Virgin  in  my  Sleep, 
And  told  me,  that  from  her  I  fliould  be  taught 
Where  to  beftow  large  Alms,  and  great  Endowments, 
On  fome  near  Monaftery. 

Soph,  Stay,  Lucretia, 

The  Holy  Vilion's  Will  muft  be  obey'd. 

[Exeunt  Sophronia  eumjkts. 

Lue.  [Ajide^  He  does  not  know  me,  fure;  and  yet  I 
fear  Religion  is  the  leaft  of  his  Bufincfs  with  me. 

Duke.  I  fee,  Madam,  Beauty  will  be  Beauty  in  any  Habit. 
Tho'  I  confeis,  the  Splendor  of  a  Court 
Were  a  much  fitter  Scene  for  yous,  than  is 
A  doyftcr'd  Privacy. 
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Luc.  \Counterfeh'mg  her  Voice.']  The  World  has  no  Temp- 
tations for  a  Mind 
So  fix'd,  and  rais'd  above  it ; 
This  humble  Cell  contains  and  bounds  my  Wiflies : 
My  Chaiity  gives  you  my  Pray'rs,  and  that's 
All  my  Convcrfc  with  human  Kind. 

Duke.  Since  when,  Madam,  ha^c  the  World  and  you 
been  upon  theft  equal  Terms  of  Hoftility  ?  Time  was 
you  have  been  better  Friends. 

Lhc.  No  doubt  I  have  been  vain,  and  fmful;  but  the 
remembrance  of  thofe  Days  cannot  be  pleafant  to  me 
now,  .and  therefore,  if  you  pleafe,  do  not  refrcfh  their 
Memory, 

Duke.  Their  Memory !  you  fpeak  as  if  they  were  Ages 
paft. 

Luc.  You  think  me  ftill  what  I  was  once,  a  vain, 
fond,  giddy  Creature ;  I  fee,  Sir,  whither  your  Difcourfes 
tend,  and  therefore  take  my  Leave. 

Duke.  Yes,  Madam,  I  know  you  fee  whither  my  Di- 
fcourfes  tend,  and  therefore  'twill  not  be  convenient  that 
you  fhould  take  your  Leave.  Difguife  your  felf  no  far- 
ther; you  arc  known,  as  well  as  you  knew  mc  in  Mat 
qucrade. 

Luc.  I  am  not  us'd  enough  to  the  World,  to  interpret 
Riddles;  therefore,  once  more,  Heav'n  keep  you. 

Duke.  This  will  not  do  :  Your  Voice,  your  Meen, 
your  Stature,  betray  you  for  the  feme  I  iaw  laft  Night: 
You  know  the  Time  and  Place. 

Luc.  You  were  not  in  this  Chapel,  and  I  am  bouni 
by  Vow  to  ftir  no  farther. 

Duke.  But  you  had  too  much  Wit  to  keep  that  Vow. 

Luc.  If  you  pcrfift.  Sir,  in  this  raving  Madnefs, 
I  can  bring  Witnefs  of  my  Innocence.  [Is  going. 

Duke.  To  favc  that  Labour,  fee  if  you  know  that 
Hand,  and  let  that  juftifie  you.  [Shows  her  Letter, 

Luc.  What  do  I  fee!  my  Ruin  is  inevitable. 

Duke.  You  know  you  merit  it: 
You  us'd  me  ill,  and  now  are  in  my  Power. 

Lhc.  But  you,  I  hope,  arc  much  too  noble  to 
Deftroy  the  Fame  of  a  poor  filly  Woman  ? 
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Buke.  Then,  in  few  Words,  for  I  am  bred  a  Soldier, 

And  muft  {peak  plain,  it  is  your  Love  I  ask ; 

If  you  deny,  this  Letter  is  produc'd  j 

You  know  the  Confequencc. 
Luc.  I  hope  I  do  not : 

For  tho'  there  are  Appearances  againft  mc. 

Enough  to  give  you  hope  I  durft  not  fhun  you; 

Yet,  could  you  fee  my  Heart,  'tis  a  white  Virgin-Tablet, 

On  which  no  Charafters  of  earthly  Love 

Were  ever  writ :  And,  'twixt  the  Prince  and  me. 

If  there  were  any  Criminal  AfEedtion, 

May  Heav'n  this  Minute 

huke.  Swear  not;  I  believe  you : 

For  could  I  think  my  Son  had  e'er  cnjoy'd  you, 

I  ftiould  not  be  his  Rival.    Since  he  has  not, 

I  may  have  fo  much  Kindncfs  for  my  fclf. 

To  wifti  that  Happinefs. 

Luc.  You  ask  me  what  I  muft  not  grant, 
Nor,if  I  lov'd  you  would ;  You  know  my  Vow  of  ClM&ity.' 

I>uke.  Yet  again  that  fcnfelels  Argument  ? 
The  Vows  of  Chaftity  can  ne'er  be  broken,  [you. 

Where  Vows  ofSecrefie  are  kept:  Thofe  I'll  £w«r  witii 
But  'tis  enough,  at  prefent,  you  know  my  Refolutk». 
I  would  perfuade,  not  force  you  to  my  Love: 
And  to  that  end  I  give  you  this  Night's  rcfpitc. 
Confider  all,  that  you  may  fear  or  hope  ; 
And  think  that  on  your  Grant,  or  your  Denial, 
Depends  a  double  Welfare,  yours  and  mine.  [Exit. 

Luc.  A  double  Ruin  rather,  if  I  grant : 
For  what  can  I  expeft  from  fuch  a  Father, 
When  fuch  a  Son  betrays  me  !  Could  I  think 
Of  all  Mankind,  that  Frederick  could  be  bafc  ? 
And,  with  the  Vanity  of  vulgar  Souls 
Betray  a  Virgin's  Fame :  One  who  cftecm'd  him. 

And  I  much  fear  did  more  than  barely  fo 

But  I  dare  not  examine  my  felf  farther ;  for  fear  of  con- 
fefling  to  my  own  Thoughts,  a  Tenderncii  of  which  he 
is  unworthy. 
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Enter  Hippolita. 

Hip.  I  watch'd  'till  your  old  Gallant  v/as  gone,  to  bring 
you  News  of  your  young  one.  A  Mifchief  on  thefc  old 
dry  Lovers,  they  are  good  for  nothing  but  tedious  talk- 
ing; well,  yonder's  the  Prince  at  the  Grate  j  I  hope  I 
need  fay  no  more  to  you. 

Luc.  I'll  come  when  I've  recover'd  my  felf  a  little. 
I  am  a  wretched  Creature,  Hippolita !  the  Letter 
1  writ  the  Prince 

Hip.  I  know  it,  is  fain  into  his  Father's  Hands  by  ac- 
cident. He's  as  wretched  as  you  too.  Well,  well,  it 
(hall  be  my  Part  to  bring  you  together  j  and  then,  if 
two  young  People  that  have  opportunity,  can  be  wretch- 
ed and  melancholy— ——— I'll  go  before  and  meet 
Afc/mio.  {Exit. 

Luc.  I  am  half  unwilling  to  go,  becaufe  I  muft  be 
acceflary  to  her  AfTignation  with  AfcamOy  but,  for  once, 
I'll  meet  the  Prince  in  the  Garden- walk :  I  am  glad  how- 
ever that  he  is  lefs  Criminal  than  I  thought  him.  [Exetn». 

SCENE    IV.    Tht  NumeryGardeM. 

Hippolita,  Afcanio,  meeting  Laura  md  Violctta. 

Hip.  I  hear  fome  walking  this  way.  Who  goes  there  ? 

Luti,  We  are  the  two  new  Penfioners,  Lmtrn  and  Vio- 
kttft. 

Hip.  Go  in,  to  your  Devotion :  Thefe  undue  Hours  of 
walking  favor  too  much  of  worldly  Thoughts. 

Lafi.  Let  us  retire  to  the  Arbour,  where,  by  this  time, 
I  believe  our  Friends  are.    Good-night,  Sifter. 

Hip.  Good  Angels  guard  you.  [Exit  Laura  /iW  Violctta.] 
Now,  Brother,  the  Coaft  is  clear,  and  we  have  the  Gar- 
den to  our  felves.  Do  you  remember  how  you  threat- 
ned  me  ?  But  that's  all  one.  How  good  foever  the  op- 
portunity may  be,  fo  long  as  we  two  refolve  to  be  vir- 
tuous. 

Afca.  Speak  for  your  fcif.  Sifter,  for  I  am  wickedly 
inclin'd.  Yet,  I  confefs,  I  hare  fome  Remorfc,  when  I 
coniider,  you  are  in  Religion. 
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Hip.  We  (hould  do  very  well  to  confidcr  that,  botli^-of 
us }  for,  indeed,  what  (hould  young  People  do,  but  think 
of  Goodncfs  and  Religion  ;  eipecially  when  they  love 
one  another,  and  are  alone  too.  Brother? 

^fca.  A  Curfe  on  t,  here  comei  my  Lord,  and  LucretU. 
We  m'ght  have  accompli fh'd  all,  and  been  repenting  by 
this  timcj  jet  who  the  Devil  would  have  thought  they 
ihould  have  rome  fo  loon Ah [Sets  his  Teem. 

Hip.  Who  the  Devil  would  have  pu«"  it  to  the  ven- 
ture? This  is  always  the  Fault  of  you  raw  Pages:  You 
that  are  too  young,  never  ufe  an  Opportunity ;  and  we 
that  are  elder  can  leldom  get  one. — Ah!     [Sets  her  Teeth, 
inter  Frederick  imd  Lucretia. 

Ltu.  I  believe,  indeed,  it  troubled  you  to  lofe  that 
Letter. 

Tred.  So  much,  Madam,  that  I  can  never  forgive  my 
fdi  ihat  Negligence. 

Luc.  Call  it  not  fo, 'twas  but  a  Cafualty,  though,!  con- 
fefs,  the  Confequcncc  is  dangerous;  and  therefore  have 
not  boih  of  us  reafbn  to  defie  Love,  when  we  fee  a  little 
Gallantry  is  able  to  produce  fo  much  Mifchief  ? 

Fred.  [^Ide^  Now  cannot  I,  for  my  Heart,  bring  out 
one  Word  againft  this  Love. 

Luc.  Come,  you  arc  mute,  upon  a  Subjeft  that  is  both 
cafie  and  pleafant.  A  Man  in  Love  is  fo  ridiculous  a 
Creature       

Tred.  Efpecially  to  thofc  that  are  not. 

Ltu.  Truej  for  to  thofc  that  are,  he  cannot  be  fo: 
They  arc  like  the  Citizens  of  Bethlehem,  who  never  find 
out  one  anothers  Madnefs,  bccaufe  they  are  all  tainted. 
But  for  fuch  ancient  Fops,  as  (with  reverence)  your  Fa- 
ther is.  What  reafon  can  they  have  to  be  in  Love  ? 

Fred.  Nay,  your  old  Fop's  unpardonable,  that's  cer- 
tain———But— —— 

Luc.  But  what?  Come  laugh,  at  him. 

Fred,  But,  I  confidcr,  he  is  my  Father,  I  can't  laugh 
at  him. 

Lue.  But,  if  it  were  another,  wc  Ihould  fee  how  you 
wouid  iniuit  over  him. 

Trt4. 
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Fred.  Ay,  if  it  were  another— ——And  yet  I  don't 
know  neither,  'tis  no  part  of  good  Nature  to  infult :  A 
Man  may  be  overtaken  with  a  Paflion,  or  Co,  I  know  it 
by  my  (elf. 

Luc,  How. by  your  fe!f  ?  You  arc  not  in  Love,  I  hope? 
—Oh  that  he  would  confcfs  firft  now !  [Ajidt. 

Fred.  But,  if  I  were,  I  Oiould  be  loath  to  be  laugh'd  at. 

Luc.  Since  ytm  are  not  in  Love,  you  may  the  better 
counfel  me:  What  (hall  I  do  with  this  £mae  troubldbme 
Father  of  yours  ? 

Fred.  Any  thing,  but  love  him. 

Luc.  But  you  know  he  has  me  at  a  Bayj  my  Letter 
is  in  his  Poffefllon,  and  he  may  produce  it  to  my  Ruin: 
Therefore  if  I  did  allow  him  fomc  little  Favour,  to  mol- 
lific  him  ?'■■ 

Tred.  How,  Madam  ?  Would  you  allow  him  Favours  ? 
I  can  n«ver  conftnt  to  it:  Not  the  lead  Look  or  Smile j 
t!iey  arc  all  too  precious,  though  they  were  to  iavc  his 
Life. 

Luc.  What,  not  your  Father?  Oh  that  he  wou'd  con- 
fcfs he  lov'd  me  firft !  [A^idt. 

Fred.  What  have  I  done  ?  I  (hall  betray  my  felt,  and 
confefs  my  Love  to  be  laugh'd  at,  by  th^s  hard-hearted 
Woman.  [-^ ></*.]  'Tis  true.  Madam,  I  had  forgot j  he 
is,  indeed,  my  Father,  and  theictore  you  may  ulc  him 
as  kindly  as  you  plcafe. 

Luc.  He's  infcniible :  Now  he  inragcs  me.  [^Ajide^ 
What  if  he  propofes  to  marry  me  ?  lam  not  yet  pro- 
fcls'd,  and  'twould  be  much  to  my  Advantage. 

Fred.  Marry  you !  I  had  rather  die  a  thouland  Deaths, 
than  fuffer  it. 

Luc.  This  begins  to  plcafe  me,  [Afide. 

But,  why  Ibould  you  \x  fo  much  my  Enemy  > 

Fred.  Your  Enemy,  Madam !  why,  do  you  dcHre  it? 

Luc.  Perhaps  I  do. 

Fred.  Do  it.  Madam,  fince  it  pleafcs  you  Co  wcD. 

Luc.  But  you  had  rather  die,  than  fuffer  it. 

Fred.  No,  I  have  chang'd  my  Mind :  I'll  live,  and  not 
be  coacorn'd  at  k. 
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Lhc.  Do  you  contradidt  your  ielf  fb  foon  ?  Then  know. 
Sir,  I  did  intend  to  do  it]  and  I  am  giad  you  have  given 
me  Advice  fo  agreeable  to  my  Inclinations. 

Tred.  Hcav'n !  that  you  fhould  not  find  it  out.  I  de- 
livered your  Letter  on  purpofe  to  my  Father,  and  'twas 
my  Bufinefs,  now,  to  come  and  mediate  for  him. 

Luc.  Pray,  then,  carry  him  the  News  of  his  good  Suc- 
cefs.    Adieu,  fweet  Prince. 

Irtd.  Adieu,  dear  Madam. 

Afcu.  Hey  day !  what  will  this  come  to  ?  They  hare 
C02,en'd  one  another  into  a  Quarrel}  juft  like  Friends  in 
Fencing,  a  chance  Thrufl  comes,  and  then  they  fall  to't 
in  Earneft. 

Hi^.  You  and  I,  Brother,  fhall  never  meet  upon  even 
Terms,  if  this  be  not  piec'd.  Faces  about.  Madam,  turn 
quickly  to  your  Man,  or  by  all  that's  virtuous,  I'll  call  the 
Abbefs. 

Afca.  I  muft  not  be  fo  bold  with  you,  Sir;  but,  if  you 
pleale,  you  may  turn  towards  the  Lady ;  and  I  fuppofe 
vou  would  be  glad  I  durft  ipeak  to  you  with  more  Au- 
thority, to  fave  the  Credit  of  your  Wiliingnefs. 

¥re(l.  Well,  I'll  fhcw  her  I  dare  ftay,  if  it  be  but  to 
confront  her  Malice. 

Imc.  I  am  fure  I  have  done  nothing  to  be  afham'd  of, 
that  I  Ihould  need  to  run  away. 

Afcu.  Pray  give  me  leave.  Sir,  to  ask  you  but  one 
Queftion ;  why  were  you  fo  unwilling  tmt  llie  fliould 
be  marry'd  to  your  Father  ? 

Sred.  Becaufe  then,  her  Friendfliip  muft  wholly  ccafe. 

AfcA.  But,  you  may  have  her  Friendfhip,  when  Ihe  is 
marry'd  to  him. 

Fred.  What,  when  another  had  enjoy'd  her  ? 

Afcu.  ViShritt,  ViBoria,  he  loves  you,  Madam;  let  him 
deny  it  if  he  can. 

Luc.  Fie,  fie,  love  me,  Afcmio  I  I  hope  he  would  not 
forfwear  himlelf,  when  he  has  rail'd  fo  much  againft  it. 

Fred.  I  hope  I  may  love  your  Mind,  Madam  j  I  may 
■love  Spiritually. 

Hip.  That's  enough,  that's  enough;  Let  him  love  the 

Mind  without  the  Body,  if  he  can. 

^ ^ji^^ 
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Afca.^  Ay,  ay,  when  the  Love  is  once  come  fo  far, 
that  Spiritual  Mind  will  never  leave  pulling,  and  pulling, 
till  it  has  drawn  the  beaftly  Body  after  it. 

Fred.  Weil,  Madam,  fince  I  muft  confefs  it,  (though  I 
expedl  to  be  laugh'd  at,  after  my  railing  agaiiift  Love)' 
I  do  love  you  all  over,  both  Soul  and  Body. 

uifca.  Lord,  Sir,  what  a  Tygrefs  have  you  provok'd ! 
you  may  fee  fhc  takes  it  to  the  Death  that  you  have 
made  this  Declaration. 

Hip.  I  thought  where  all  her  Anger  was:  Why  do  you 
not  rail.  Madam?  Why  do  you  not  banifh  him?  the 
Prince  expedts  itj  he  has  dealt  honeftly,  he  has  told  you  his 
Mind,  and  you  make  your  word  on't. 

Luc.  Bccaufe  he  does  expeft  it,  I  am  rclblv'd,  I'll  nei- 
%her  fatisfie  him  nor  you ,  I  will  neither  rail  nor  laugh  : 
Let  him  make  his  woril  of  that,  now. 

Tnd.  If  I  underftand  you  right,  Madam,  I  am  happy 
beyond  either  my  Deferts  or  Expeftation. 

Luc.  You  may  give  my  Words  what  Interpretation 
you  pleaie,  Sir,  I  Ihail  not  envy  you  their  Meaning  in 
the  kindeft  Senfe.  But  we  are  near  the  Jeflaminc 
Walk,  there  we  may  talk  with  greater  Freedom,  bc- 
caufe 'tis  farther  from  the  Houfe. 

Jred.  1  wait  you.  Madam.  [Exemt. 

SCENE    V. 

Aurelian,  with  a  dark  Lantlxim,  Camillo  (md  Benito. 

Cam.  So,  we  are  fafe  got  over  into  the  Nunnery- 
Garden  5  for  what's  to  come,  truft  Love  and  Fortune. 

Jb*r.  This  muft  needs  be  the  walkjlhe  mentioned  j  yet, 
to  be  fure,  Til  hold  the  Lanthorn  while  you  read  tkc 
Ticket. 

Cam.  \Ktads.'\  I  prcpar'd  this  Ticket,  hoping  to  fee 
you  in  the  Chapel :  Come  this  Evcniifa;  Wer  the  Gard- 
en-wall, on  the  right  Hand,  next  the  Tiber. 

jiur.  We  are  right,  I  fee. 

Cam.  Bring  only  your  difcreet  Benito  with  you,  and  I 
Vill  meet  you  attended  by  my  faithful  Beatrix. 

yioletta. 

Ben.  DifCTCCt  Benito !  Did  your  hear,  Sir? 

Aw. 
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Aur.  Mortific  thy  felf  for  that  vain  Thought;  and, 
without  enquiring  into  the  Myftery  of  theic  words, 
which  I  afllire  thee  were  not  meant  to  thee,  plant  thjr 
fclf  by  that  Ladder  without  motion,  to  fecure  our  Re- 
treat ;  and  be  fure  to  make  no  Noife. 

Btn.  But,  Sir,  in  cafe  that 

Aur.  Honeft  Bm'ito,  no  more  Qucftions :  Baftn  is  the 
word.  Remember,  thou  art  only  taken  with  us,  bo- 
caufe  thou  haft  a  certain  evil  D&mon  who  conduds  thy 
/ftions,  and  would  have  been  fure,  by  ibmc  damn'd  Ac- 
cident or  other,  to  have  brought  thee  hither  todifturbus. 

Cam.  I  hear  whifpcring  not  far  from  us,  and  I  think 
*tis  Violetta's  Voice. 

At^.  to  Ben.  Retire  to  your  Poftj  avoid,  good  Satan. 

[Exit  Benito, 
Inter  Laura  with  4  Jark  Laathom  hid,  and  Violctta. 

Cam.  Ours  is  the  Honour  of  the  Field,  Madam,  we 
are  here  before  you. 

Vio.  Sofvly,  dear  Friend,  I  think  I  hear  (bme  walking 
in  the  Garden. 

Cam.  Rather,  let  us  take  this  Opportunity  for  your 
Efcape  from  hence  j  all  things  arc  here  in  readinefs. 

Vio.  This  is  the  fecond  Time  we  e'er  have  met;  let 
us  Difcourfe,  and  know  each  other  better  firft,  that's  the 
way  to  make  fure  of  fome  Love  before-hand  -,  for  as  the 
"World  goes,  we  know  not  how  little  wc  may  have 
when  wc  are  marry'd. 

Cam.  Lodes  of  Opportunity  are  fatal  in  War,  you 
ienow,  and  Love's  a  kind  of  Warfare. 

Vi9.  I  Ihall  keep  you  yet  a  while  from  clofe  Fitting.  - 

Cam.  But,  do  you  know  what  an  Hour  in  Love  it 
worth?  'Tis  more  precious  than  an  Age  of  ordinary 
Life;  'tis  the  very  Quinteflcnce  and  Exiraift  of  it. 

Vio.  I  do  not  like  your  Chymical  Prepara  ion  of  Love; 
yours  is  all  Spirit,  and  will  fly  too  foon .  1  muft  fee  it 
fix*d,  before  I  truft  you.  But  we  are  near  the  Arbor  : 
Now  our  Out-guards  aie  Tct,  iet  us  retire  a  littk,  ii  you 
pleafe;  there  we  may  talk  more  fieely.  \Exennt. 

Aur.  to  Lou.  My  Lady's  Woman,  methinks  you  a:e 
very  icicrvM  to  Night:  Pray  advance  into  the  Lifts^^ 

though 
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though  I  have  fcen  your  Countenance  by  Day,  I  can  en- 
dure'to  hear  you  talk  by  Night.  Be  cunning,  and  fet 
your  Wit  to  fhow,  which  is  your  bell  Commodity  :  It 
will  help  the  better  to  put  off  that  Drug,  your  Face. 

Lau.  The  coarfeft  Ware  will  ferve  fuch  Cuftomers  as 
you  are :  Let  it  fuffice,  Mr.  Servingman,  that  I  have  fecn 
you  too.  Your  Face  is  the  Original  of  the  uglieft  Vi- 
zors about  Town ;  and  for  Wit,  I  would  adviiie  you  to 
fpeak  reverently  of  it,  as  a  thing  you  arc  never  like  to 
undcrftand. 

jiur.  Sure,  Beatrix,  you  came  lately  firom  loolcing  in 

your  Glafs,  and  that  has  given  you  a  bad  Opinion  of  all 

Faces ;  but  fince  when  am  I  become  fb  notorious  a  Fool  ? 

Lau.  Since  Yeflerday ;  for  t'other  Night  you  talk'd  like 

a  Man  of  Senfe  -.  I  think  your  Wit  comes  to  you,  as  the 

light  of  Owls  does,  only  in  the  Dark. 

jiur.  Why,  when  did  you  Difcourfe  by  Day  withmc? 

Lau.  You  have  a  fhort  Memory.     This  Afternoon, 

in  the  great  Street.    Do  you  not  remember  when  you 

talk'd  with  Laura  ? 

Aur.  But  what  was  that  to  "BtPtrix? 
Lau.  \^Afide^  'Slife,  I  had  forgot  tloat  I  am  BtatrbC 
But  pray,  when  d.d  you  find  me  out  to  be  fo  ugly  ? 
Aur.  This  Afternoon,  in  the  Chapel. 
Lm.  That  cannot  be,  for  I  well  remember  you  were 
not  there,  Benito :  I  faw  none  but  Camilloyzni.  his  Friend^ 
the  handfome  Stranger. 

Aur.  [Afide^  Curfe  on't,  I  have  bctray'd  my  felf. 
Lau.  I  find  you  are  anlmpoftorj  you  are  not  theiame 
tenito:  Your  Language  has  nothing  of  the  Serving-man. 
Aur.  And  yours,  methinks,  has  not  much   of  the 
Waiting-woman. 

Lau.  My  Lady  is  abusU  and  betray'd  by  you:  But  I 
am  refolv'd,  I'll  difcover  who  you  are.  [HoUs  mt  a  Lm- 
tkom  to  him.']  How  ?  the  Stranger ! 

Aur.  Nay,  Madam,  if  you  art  good  at  that,  I'll  match 
you  there  too.  [Holds  out  his  Lantkom.']  O  Prodigy!  Is 
ieatrix  turn'd  to  Laura  ? 

Lau.  Now  the  QuefUon  is,  which  of  us  two  is  the 
grcateft  Cheati 

Vo^-M.  '  ¥  4ffr; 
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Aur.  That's  hardly  to  be  try'd,  at  fb  ftiort  warning  : 
Let's  marry  one  another,  and  then,  twenty  to  one,  in  a 
Twelve-month  we  fliall  know. 

Lau.  Marry !  Are  you  at  that  fo  !bon,  Signior  ?  Benif 
and  Be/ttrix,  I  confefs,  had  fomc  Acquaintance  j  but  Au- 
relian  and  Lnura.  are  meer  Strangers. 

Aht.  That  Ground  I  have  gotten  as  Benito,  I  am  re- 
folv'd  I'll  keep  as  Aureiian.  If  you  wiU  take  State  upon 
you,  I  have  treated  you  with  Ceremony  already;  for  I 
have  woo'd  you  by  Proxy. 

Lau.  But  you  would  not  be  contented  to  Bed  me  fo  ; 
or  give  me  leave  to  put  the  Sword  betwixt  us. 

uiur.  Yes,  upon  Condition  you'll  remove  it. 
•    Lau.  Pray  let  our  Friends  be  judge  of  itj  if  you  pleafc, 
we'll  find  'em  in  the  Arbor. 

Aur.  Content;  I  am  then  fure  of  the  Vcrdift,  becaufe 
the  Jury  is  brib'd  already.  lExennf. 

S  C  E  N  E    VI. 

Benito  meting  Frederick,  Afcanio,  Lucretia  4»</Hippolitar 
Ben.  Knowing  my  own  Merits,  as  I  do,  'tis  not  im- 
poflible,  but  fome  of  thefe  Harlotry  Nuns  may  love  me; 
Oh,  here's  my  Mafter!  now  if  I  could  but  put  this  into 
civil  Terms,  <fo  as  to  ask  his  Leave,  and  not  diipleafc 

kirn . 

Afia.  I  hear  one  talking.  Sir,  juft  by  us. 

Ben.  I  am  ftol'n  from  my  Port,  Sir,  but  for  one  Mi- 
nute only,  to  demand  Permiffion  of  you,  fince  it  is  not 
in  our  Articles,  that  if  any  of  thefe  Nuns  fhould  caft  an 

Fred.  'Slife,  we  are  betray'd}  but  111  make  this  Rafcal 
j'yj.g     *  IDram  md  runs  at  him. 

Ben  Help,  Murder,  Murder.  [Runs  off. 

Inter  Aurelian  WCamillo;  Laura  md  Vioicttz  after  them. 
Attr   That  was  Benito's  Voice:  We  are  ruin'd. 
Cim.  Oh,  here  they  are;  we  muft  make  our  Way. 
[Aur.  and  the  Prince  make  a  Pafs  or  two  confufeMj/, 
Av       and  fight  off  thr  Stage.    The  Women  Shriek . 
Afi*,  Never  fear,  Ladies.    Come  on,  Sirj  I  am  your 

?*^*"-   '  '^  Cam. 
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Cam.  [Stepping  btuk^  This  is  the  Prince's  Page,  I  knov/ 
liis  Voice.  Afcmio? 

Afca.  Signior  Camillo  ! 

Cam.  Ir  the  Prince  be  here,  'tis  .Aurelim  is  engag'd 
with  him.  Let  us  run  in  quickly,  and  prevent  the  Mit 
chief.  \Allgo  off.  A  little  Clajhing  within. 

After  which  they  all  Re-enter. 

Tred.  to  Aur.  I  hope  you  are  not  wounded. 

Anr.  No,  Sir }  but  infinitely  griev'd  that 

Jred.  No  more ;  'twas  a  miftake :  But  which  way  can 
we  efcapc  ?  the  Abbefs  is  coming,  I  fee  the  Lights, 

Luc.  You  cannot  go  by  the  Gate  then.  Ah  me.  Un- 
fortunate ! 

Cam.  But  over  the  Wall  you  may ;  we  have  a  Ladder 
ready.  Adieu,  Ladies.  Curfe  on  this  ill  Luck,  where 
we  had  juft  perfuaded  'em  to  go  with  us ! 

Tred.  Farewel,  fwect  Lucretia. 

Lou.  Good-night,  Aurelian. 

Aur.  Ay,  it  might  have  prov'd  a  good  one :  Faith,  {hall 
I  ftay,  yet,  and  make  it  one,  in  fpite  of  the  Abbefs,  and 
all  her  Works  .> 

Lou.  The  Abbefs  is  juft  here ;  you  will  be 
Caught  in  the  fpiritud  Trap,  if  you  Oiould  tarry. 

Aur,  That  will  be  time  enough,  when  we  two  marry." 

\JE.xemt  fiverallj. 


A  C  T    V.     SCENE!; 

Enter  Sophronia,  Lucretia,  Laura  and  Violetta. 

So^.'Vi  Y  this,  then,  it  appears  you  all  arc  guilty; 

JD  Only  your  Ignorance  of  each  others  Crimes 
Caus'd  firft  that  Tumult,  and  this  Difcovery. 
Good  Heav'ns,  that  I  ftiould  live  to  fee  this  Day ! 
Methinks  thefe  holy  Walls,  the  Cells,  the  Cloyfters, 
Should  all  have  ftrook  a  fecret  Horror  on  you : 
And  when,  with  unchafte  Thoughts, 

Pa  Yo« 
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You  trotl  thefe  lonely  Walks,  you  fliould  have  look'd 
The  venerable  Ghoft  of  our  firft  Foundrefs 
Should,  with  fpread  Arms,  have  met  you  in  her  Shroud 
And  frighted  you  from  Sin. 

Luc.  Alas,  you  need  not  aggravate  our  Crimes, 
We  know  them  to  be  great  oeyond  Excufc, 
And  have  no  hope,  but  only  from  your  Mercy. 

Lau.  Love  is,  indeed,  no  Plea  within  thefe  Walls  j 
But,  fince  we  brought  it  hither,  and  were  forc'd. 
Not  led  by  our  own  Choice,  to  this  ftrid:  T  iff 

Via,  Too  hard  for  our  foft  Youth,  and  Bands  of  Love, 
Which  we  before  had  knit. 

Latt. Pity  our  Blood, 

Which  runs  within  our  Veins,  and  fince  Heav'n  puts  it 

In  your  fole  Power  to  ruin  or  to  fave, 

Protcft  us  from  the  fcHdid  Avarice 

Of  our  domeftick  Tyrant,  who  deferves  not 

That  we  (hould  call  him  Uncle,  or  you  Brotlier. 

Stph.  IF,  as  I  might,  with  Juftice  I  ihould  punilh. 
No  Penance  could  be  rigorous  enough  j 
But  I  am  willing  to  be  more  indulgent. 
None  of  you  are  profefs'd :  And  lince  I  fee 
You  are  not  fit  for  higher  Happincfs, 
You  may  have  what  you  think  the  World  can  give  you. 
-  Luc.  Let  us  adore  you,  Madam, 

Stfph. You,  Lucraia, 

I  fhall  advife  within. 

Vio. But  for  us.  Madam? 

Soph.  For  you,  dear  Nieces,  I  have  long  conlider'd 
The  Injuries  you  fufier  from  my  Brother, 
And  I  rejoice  it  is  in  me  to  help  you : 
I  wiJl  endeavour,  from  this  very  Hour, 
To  put  you  both  into  your  Lover's  Hands, 
Who,  by  your  own  Confeflion,  have  deferv'd  you; 
But  fo  as  (though  'tis  done  by  my  Connivance) 
It  (Viall  not  fcem  to  be  with  my  Confent. 

Lau.  You  do  an  aft  of  noble  Charity, 
And  may  juft  Heav'n  reward  it. 

Enter  Hippolita  and  whifpers  Lucrctia. 

Soph.  Oh,  you're  a  feitliful  Portrcis  of  a  Clojftcr^ 

Wha» 
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what  is't  you  whifper  to  Lucretid? 
On  your  Obedience  tell  me. 

Luc. ——Since  you  muft  know,  Madam, 

I  have  rcceiv'd  a  Courtfliip  from  the  Prince 
Of  Mcmtua.    The  reft  Hippolita  may  fpeak. 

Hip.  His  Page  Afcmio  is  at  the  Grate, 
To  know,  from  him,  how  you  had  fcap'd  this  danger  i 
And  brings  with  him  thofe  Habits 

Soph.  I  find  that  here  has  been  a  long  Commerce; 
What  Habits? 

Lttc.  I  bliifli  to  tell  you,  Madam.  They  were  Maskiog- 
habits,  in  which  we  went  abroad. 

Soph.  O  ftrange  Impiety!  Well,  I  conclude 
Vou  are  no  longer  for  Religious  Cloathing : 
You  would  infeft  our  Order. 

Luc.  \KneelingP\  Madam,  you  promised  us  Forgiveners. 

Soph.  I  have  done;  for  'tis  indeed  too  late  to  chide. 

Hip.  With  Afcmio,  there  are  two  Gentlemen ;  Anreliam 
and  Camilla,  I  think  they  call  themfclves,  who  came  to 
me,  recommended  from  the  Prince,  and  defir'd  to  fpcak 
with  Latira  and  Violent. 

Soph.  I  think  they  are  your  Lovers,  Nciccs. 

Vio.  Madam,  they  arc. 

Hip.  But,  for  fear  of  Difcovery  from  your  Uncle  Mi- 
ri>,  whofc  Houfe,  you  k.now,  joins  to  the  Monaftery,  avc 
both  in  Mafquerade. 

Soph.  This  Opportunity  muft  not  be  loft. 

[To  Laura  and  Violcttti. 
You  two  fhall  take  the  Masking-habits  inftantly, 
And,  in  them,  fcape  your  jealous  Uncle's  Eyes. 
When  you  are  happy,  make  me  fo,  by  hearing  your  Succefs , 
[Kijfes  them.  Exeunt  Lau.  and  Vio. 

Lhc.  a  fudden  Thought  is  fprung  within  my  Mind, 
Which,  by  the  fame  Indulgence  you  have  fliown. 
May  make  me  happy  too.    I  have  not  time 
To  tell  you  now,  for  fear  I  lofe  this  Opportunity. 
When  I  return  from  fpeaking  with  Afcmio, 
I  fhall  declare  the  Secrets  of  my  Love, 
And  crave  your  farther  help. 

P  3  Soph, 
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Soph.  In  all  that  Virtue  will  permit,  you  fhaJJ  not  fail  to 
fi"<^  i^-  {Ixit  Lucretia. 

Hip.  Madam,  the  foolifh  Fellow  whom  we  took,  grows 
troublefome;  what  fhall  we  do  with  him  ? 

Soph.  Send  for  the  Magiftratcj  hemuftbcpunilh'd 

Yet  hold  ;  that  wonld  betray  the  other  Secret. 

Let  him  be  ftrait  turn'd  out,  on  this  Condition, 

That  he  prefume  not  ever  to  difclofe 

He  was  within  thefe  Walls.    I'll  ipeak  with  him  : 

Come,  and  attend  me  to  him.  [Exit  Sophronia. 

Hip.  You  fit  to  be  an  Abbefs.?  We  that  live  oift  of  the 
World,  fhould  at  leaft  have  the  common  Senfe  of  thofe 
that  live  far  from  Town ;  if  a  Pedler  comes  by  'em  once 
a  Year,  they  will  not  let  him  go,  without  providing 
themfelves  with  what  they  want.  [Exit  after  Sophronia. 

S  C  E  N  E   II.     The  Street. 

Aurelian,  CamiUo,  Laura,  Violetta:  And  aU  in  Masking^ 
habits. 

Cam.  This  gencrofity  of  the  Abbe/s  is  never  to  be 
forgot}  and  it  is  the  more  to  be  cfteem'd,  becaufe  it  was 
the  lefs  to  be  expelled . 

Vio.  At  length,  my  CamiUo,  I  fee  my  felf  fafe  within 
your  Armsj  and  yet,  methinks,  I  can  never  be  enough 
lecure  of  you ;  for  now  I  have  nothing  elfe  to  fear,  I 
am  afraid  of  you ;  I  fear  your  Conftancy  :  Thev  lay  PoJP- 
fefl'ion  is  fo  dangerous  to  Lovers,  that  more  or  them  die 
of  Surfeits  than  of  Fafting. 

Lau.  You'll  be  rambling  too,  Aurelian,  I  do  not  doubt 
it,  if  I  would  let  you ;  but  I'll  take  care  to  be  as  little  a 
Wife,  and  as  much  a  Miflrcfs  to  you,  as  is  poffible :  I'll 
be  fure  to  be  always  plcaiant,  and  never  fliffcr  you  to  be 
cloy'd. 

Aitr.  You  are  certainly  in  the  Right :  Pleafanmefs  of 
Humour  makes  Wife  iaft  in  the  Sweet-meat,  when  it 
w^il!  no  longer  in  the  Fruit.  But  pray  let's  make  halle 
to  the  next  noncft  Prieft,  that  can  fay  Grace  to  us,  and 
take  our  Appetites  while  they  are  coming. 

Cam.  That  way  leads  to  the  Aajlin-Iryers,  there  lives  a 
Father  of  my  Acquaintance. 
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Lau.  I  have  heard  of  him ;  he  has  a  mighty  Stroke  at 
Matrimonies,  and  mumbles  'em  over  as  faft,  as  if  he, 
were  teaching  us  to  forget  'em  ail  the  while. 

Enter  Benito,  a^l  over-hears  the  lafl  Speech. 
Ben.  Cappari;  that's  the  Voice  of  Madam  Laurn.  Now," 
Benito,  is  the  time  to  repair  the  loft  Honour  of  thy  Wit, 
and  to  blot  out  the  laft  Adventure  of  the  Nunnery. 

Vio.  That  way  I  hear  Company}  lefs  go  about  by  this 
other  Street,  and  fliun  'em. 

Ben.  That  Voice  I  know  too  j  'tis  the  younger  Sifter's, 
Violetta's.    Now  have  thcfe  two  moft  trcacheroufly  con- 
vey'd  themfelves  out  of  the  Nunnery,    for  my  Mafter 
and  Camillo,  and  given  up  their  Pcrfons  to  tliofe  lewd 
Rafcals  in  Mafquerade;  but  I'll  prevent  'em.   Help  there. 
Thieves  and  Ravifliers,  villainous  Maskers,  flop  Robbers, 
flop  Ravifhcrs. 
Cam.  We  are  purfu'd  that  way,  let's  take  this  Street. 
Lau.  Save  your  felves,  and  leave  us. 
Cam.  We'll  rather  die  than  leave  you. 
IjUer  at  feveral  Doors,  Duke  of  Mantua  anJ  Guards,  and 
Don  Mario  and  Servants,  with  Torches. 
Aur.  So,  now  the  way  is  ftiut  up  on  both  fides.    We'll 
die  merrily  however  have  at  the  fair  eft. 

[Aurelian  and  Camillo /<«//  upon  the  Duke's  Guards, 

and  are  /eiz,'d  behind  by  Mario'j  Servants.    At 

the  dr arcing  of  Swords,' hcnho  runs  off". 

Duke,  Are  thefe  Infolencies  ufually  committed  in  Ro/ne 

by  Night?  It  has  the  Fame  of  a  well  govern'd  Cityj 

and  mcthinks,  Don  Mario,  it  does  fomewhat  refledl  on 

you  to  fuffer  thefe  Difbrders. 

Mar.  They  are  not  to  be   hindcr'd  in  the  Carnival: 
You  fee.  Sir,  they  have  aflum'd  the  Priviledge  of  Maskers. 
Lau.  to  Ajirelim.    If    my   Uncle  know  us,    we  are 
ruin'd ;  therefore  be  fure  you  do  not  fpeak. 

Duke.  How  then  can  we  be  fatisfy'd  tJiis  was  not  a 
Device  of  Masking,  rather  than  a  Defign  of  Ravift)ing? 

Mar.  Their  Accufer  is  fled,  I  law  him  run  at  the  be- 
ginning of  the  Scuffle i  but  I'll  examine  the  Ladies. 
Vio.  Now  we  are  loft. 

\puke  coming  mar  Laura,  takes  notice  of  htr  Habit. 
P  4  *  I>Kke, 
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Duke.  l^JIde.']  'Tis  the  fame,  'tis  the  fame;  I  know 
Lucretia  by  her  Habit:  I'm  fare  I  am  notmiftaken.  Now, 
Sir,  you  may  ccafe  your  Examination,  I  know  the  La- 
dies. 
Aur.  to  Camillo.  How  the  Devil  docs  he  know  'em  ? 
Cam.  'Tis  alike  to  us ;  they  arc  loft  both  ways. 
Duke.  [Takhtg  Laura  ajide^   Madam,  you  may  confe/s 
your  felf  to  me.    Whatever  your  defign  was  in  leaving 
the  Nunnery,  your  Reputation  (hall  be  fafe.    FlI  not  dit 
cover  you,  provided  you  grant  me  the  Happinefs  I  laft 
rcquefled. 

Lau.  I  know  not.  Sir,  how  you  could  pcffibly  come 
to  know  me,  or  of  my  Defign  in  quitting  the  Nunnery; 
but  this  I  know,  that  my  Sifter  and  my  felf  are  both 
unfortunate,  except  your  Highncfs  be  pleas'd  to  proteft 
us  from  our  Uncle;  at  leaft,  not  to  difcover  us, 

Duke.  HisiHolinefs  your  Uncle,  (hall  never  be  acquaint- 
ed with  your  flight,  on  Condition  you  will  wholljr  re- 
nounce my  Son,  and  give  your  felf  to  me. 

Lau.  Alas,  Sir,  for  whom  do  you  miftakc  me? 
Duke.  I  miftake  you  not.  Madam:  I  know  you  for 
tucretia.    You  forget  that  your  Difguife  betrays  you. 

Lou.  Thea,  Sir,  I  perceive  I  muft  difabufe  you:  If  you 
pleafe  to  withdraxv  a  little,  that  I  may  not  be  feen  by 
others,  I  will  pull  off  my  Mask,  and  dilcover  to  you 
that  Lucret'm  and  I  have  no  refemblancc,  but  only  in  our 
Misfortunes. 

Duke.  'Tis  in  vain.  Madam,  this  diflembling :  I  pro- 
teft  if  you  pull  off  your  Mask,  I  will  hide  my  Face,  and 
not  look  upon  you,  to  convince  you  that  I  know  you. 
I.nter  Benito. 
Ben.  So,  now  the  Fray  is  over,  a  Man  may  appear  again 
with  Safety.  Oh,  the  Rogues  are  caught  I  lee,  and  the 
Damfels  delivcr'd.  This  was  the  cffedt  of  my  Valour  at 
the  fecond  hand. 

yiur.  Look,  look  Camillo,  it  was  my  perpetual  Fool 
that  caus'd  all  this,  and  now  he  ftands  yonder,  laughing 
at  his  Mifchief,  as  the  Devil  is  pidiur'd,  grinning  behind 
the  Witch  upon  the  Gailows. 
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2Je».  to  Mario.  I  fee.  Sir,  you  have  got  your  Women, 
and  I  am  glad  on't :  I  took  'em  }uft  flying  from  the 
Nunnery. 

IHike.  to  Lau.  You  Cee  that  Fellow  knows  you  too. 

M*r.  Were  thefc  Women  flying  from  a  Nunnery  ? 

Ben.  Thefe  Women  ?  Hey  day!  then,  it  fecms,  you  do' 
not  know  they  are  your  Neices. 

Duke.  His  Neices,  fay  you ;  Take  heed.  Fellow,  yoB 
fliall  be  punifli'd  feverely  if  you  miftake. 

Cam.  Speak  xoBe7u:o,  in  time,  Aureluin. 

Aur.  The  Devil's  in  him,  he's  running  down-hill  full 
fpeed,  and  there's  no  flopping  him. 

Mar.  My  Neices? 

Ben.  Your  Neices!  Why,  do  you  doubt  it?  I  jrraiie 
Hcav'n  I  never  met  but  w^th  two  Iialf-wits  in  my  Life, 
and  my  Mafter's  one  of 'emj  I  will  not  name  the  otha;, 
at  this  time.  ^.^,, 

Duke.  I  fay  they  arc  not  they. 

Ben.  I  am  fure  they  are  Lauira  and  Violetta,  and  that 
thofc  two  Rogues  were  running  away  with  *em,  and 
that  I  believe  with  their  Confent. 

Vh.  Sifter,  'tis  in  vain  to  deny  our  (elves;  you  fee  our 
ill  Fortune  purfues  us  unavoidably.  [Turning  up  her  Mask. 
Yes,  Sir,  we  arc  Laura  and  Violetta,   whom  you  liavc 
made  unhappy,  by  your  Tyranny. 

Lau.  [Turning  up  her  Mask.]  And  thefe  two  Gentlemen, 
arc  no  Ravi  fliers,  but 

Ben.  How,  no  Ravifliers?  Yes,  to  my  knowledge,  they 
are  ■  ■  [^As  he  /peaks,  Aurelian  pulls  off  his  Mask.]  Na 

Ravifhers,  as  Madam  Laura  was  laying;  but  two  as  ho-^- 
neft  Gentlemen  as  e'er  broke  Bread:  My  own  dear  M*- 
fter,  and  fb  forth !  [Bjms  to  Aurelian,  who  thrufls  him  back, 
£/;^fr  Valerio,  and  whifpers  the  Duke,  giving  him  a  Paper  i 
which  he  reads,  and  feems  pleas' d. 

Mar.  Aurelian  and  Camilla!  I'll  fee  you  in  fafe  Cufto- 
dy ;  and,  for  theic  Fugitives,  go,  carry  'em  to  my  Sifter, 
and  delire  her  to  have  a  better  care  of  her  Kinfwomen. 

Vio.  We  ftiall  live  yet  to  make  you  rckind  our  Porti- 
ons. Farewel  C^milb ;  comfort  your  jfelf  j  rcmcmbcc 
there's  but  a  Wall  becwixt  us.  -  . 
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Lou.  And  I'll  cut  through  that  Wall  with  Vinegar,  byt 
I'll  come  to  you,  Aurelnm. 

-^«r.  I'll  cut  thro'  the  Grates  with  Atnut-fortisy  but  I'll 
meet  you.  Think  of  thefe  things,  and  defpair  and  die, 
old  Gentleman. 

[Aurelian  and  Camillo  are  carrfd  of  on  one  Jidey 
and  Laura  and  Violetra  on  the  other. 

Ben.  All  things  go  crofs  to  Men  of  Senfe:  Would  I 
had  been  born  with  the  Brains  of  a  Shop-keeper,  that  I 
might  have  thriven  without  knowing  why  I  did  fb. 
Now  muft  I  follow  my  Mafter  to  the  Prifon,  and,  like 
an  ignorant  Cuftomer  that  comes  to  buy,  rauft  offer  him 
my  Back-fide,  tell  him  I  truft  to  his  Honcfty,  and  defire 
him  to  pleafe  himfelf,  and  fo  be  fatisfy'd.  [Exit. 

Duke,  to  Va'erio.  I  am  overjoy'd,  I'll  fee  her  immedi- 
ately :  Now  my  Bufincfs  with  Don  Mario  is  at  an  end,  I 
need  not  defire  his  Company  to  introduce  me  to  the 
A'.ibels,  this  Afltgnation  from  Lucretia  (hows  me  a  nearer 
way.  Noble  Don  Mario,  it  was  my  Bufinefs,  when  this 
Accident  happcnM  in  the  Street,  to  have  made  you  a 
Vifitj  but  now  I  am  prevented  by  an  Occafion  which 
calls  me  another  way. 

Mar.  I  receive  the  Intention  of  that  Honour  as  the 
greatefl:  Happinefs  that  could  befall  me ;  In  the  mean 
time,  if  my  Attendance 

Duke.  By  no  means,  Sir,  I  mufl  of  Neceflity  go  in 
priva'^e,  and  therefore,  if  you  pleafe,  you  fhall  omit  the 
Ceremony. 

Mar.  A  happy  Even  to  your  Higlinefs.    Now  wilh  I 

fo  to  my  Sifter  the  Abbefs,  before  I  fleep,  and  defire 
er  to  take  more  care  of  her  Flock,  or,  for  ail  our  Re- 
lation, I  fliall  make  Complaint,  and  indeavour  to  eafe  her 
of  her  Charge.  lExif. 

Dtike.  So,  novv  we  are  alone.  What  faid  Lucretia  ? 
Val.  When  firft  I  prefs'd  her  to  this  Affignation, 
She  fpoke  Kke  one  in  Doubt  what  fhc  fhould  doj 
She  demurred  much  upon  the  Decency  of  it. 
And  fbmewhat  too  fhe  feem'd  to  urge  of  her 
Engagement  to  the  Prince:  In  fhorr,  Sir, 
I  rcrcciv'd  her  wavering,  and  clos'd  with  the  Opportunity. 

Duke, 
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Duke.  O,  when  Women  are  once  irrefolute,  betwixt 
the  former  Love  and  the  new  one,  they  are  fure  to  come 
over  to  the  latter :  The  Wind,  their  neareft  Likenefs,  feW 
dom  chops  about  to  return  into  the  old  Corner. 

Vdl.  In  conclufion,  (he  confented  to  the  Interview,  and 
for  the  reft,  I  urg'd  it  not,  for  I  fuppofe  fhe  will  hear 
Reafon  fooner  from  your  Mouth  than  mine. 

Duke.  Her  Letter  is  of  the  fame  Tenor  with  her  Di- 
fcourfe;  full  of  Doubts  and  Doubles,  like  a  hunted  Hare 
when  (lie  is  near  tir'd.  The  Garden,  you  fay,  is  the 
Place  appointed  ? 

Vd.  It  is,  Sir ;  and  the  next  half  Hour  the  time :  But, 
Sir,  I  fear  the  Prince  your  Son  will  never  bear  the  Lofs 
of  her  with  Patience. 

Duke.  'Tis  no  matter ;  let  the  young  Gallant  ftorm  to 
Night,  to  Morrow  he  departs  from  'Rome. 

Val.  That,  Sir,  will  be  fevcre. 

Duke.  He  has  already  receiv'd  my  Commands  to  travel 
into  Germany:  I  know  it  ftung  him  to  the  Quick j  but 
he's  too  dangerous  a  Rival:  The  Soldiers  love  him  tooj 
when  he's  abfent  they  will  refpcft  me  more. 
But  I  deferr  my  Happinefs  too  long  j  difmifs  my  Guards 
there.  [Exe.  Guardr. 

The  Pleafures  of  old  Age  brook  no  Delay : 
Seldom  they  come,  and  ibon  they  fly  away.         [Exetmt. 

SCENE    IIL 

Trince  and  Afcanio. 

Tred.  'T\s  true,  he  is  my  Father  j  but  when  Nature 
Is  dead  in  him,  why  (hould  it  live  in  me? 
What  have  I  done,  that  I  am  banifh'd  Rome, 
The  World's  Delight,  and  my  Soul's  Joy  Lucretia, 
And  fent  to  reel  with  Midnight  Beafts  in  ^main ! 
I  cannot,  will  not  bear  it. 

y^fca.  I'm  fure  you  need  not,  Sir :  The  Army  is  all 
yours ;  they  wifli  a  youthful  Monarch,  and  will  refent 
your  Injuries. 

Fred.  Heav'n  forbid  it.  And  yet  I  cannot  lofe  Lttcreti/t. 
There's  fomething  I  would  do,  and  yet  would  fliun 
The  111  that  muft  attend  it. 
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Afcu.  You  muft  refolve,  for  the  time  prcfles,  SKe 
told  me,  this  Hour,  (lie  had  fent  for  your  Father :  What 
fhe  means  I  know  not,  for  (he  feem'd  doubtful,  and 
would  not  tell  me  her  Intention. 

Fre4.  If  ftie  be  falfe;'  yet,  why  fhould  I  fufpecl 

her?  Yet,  why  {hould  I  not?  She's  a  Woman;  that  in- 
cludes Ambition,  and  Inconftancy :  Then,  fhe's  tempted 
high:  'Twere  unreafonable  to  expect  flie  fhould  be  faith- 
ful: Well,  fomething  I  have  refolv'd,  and  will  about  it 
inftantly :  And  if  my  Friends  prove  faithful,  I  {hall  pre- 
vent the  worft. 

Inter  Aurelian  and  Camillo,  guarded. 
Jtureliim  and  Camillo  ?  How  came  you  thus  attended  ? 

Cam.  You  may  guefs  at  the  Occafion,  Sir ;  purfuing 
the  Adventure  which  brought  us  to  meet  you  in  the 
Garden,  we  were  taken  by  Don  Mario. 

Aur.  And,  as  the  Devil  would  have  it,  when  both  we 
and  our  Miftreffes  were  in  cxpeftation  of  a  more  plea- 
fant  .Lodging. 

Jred.  Faitn,  that's  very  hard,  when  a  Man  has  charg'd 
and  prim'd,and  taken  Aim,  to  be  hindcr'd  of  his  Shoot — 
Soldiers   releafe  th^fe  Gentlemen  j  I'll  anfwcr  it. 

Crt/).  Sir,  we  dare  not  difobey  our  Orders. 

Ired.  I'll  ftand  betwixt  you  and  danger.  In  the  mean 
time  take  this,  as  an  Acknowledgment  of  the  Kindnefs 
you  do  me. 

Ca^.  Ay,  marry,  there's  Rheforick  in  Gold :  Who  can 
deny  thefe  Arguments  r  Sir,  you  may  difpofe  of  our  Pri- 
foners  as  you  pleafe;  we'll  life  your  Name  if  we  arc 
cali'd  in  queftion. 

"Eted.  Do  fo.  Good  Night,  good  Soldiers.  [Exe.  Soldiers. 
Now,  Gentlemen,  no  Thanlcs  i  you'll  find  Occafion  in- 
ftantly to  reimburfe  me  of  my  Kindnefs. 

Ctm.  Notliing  but  want  of  Liberty  could  have  hinder'd 
VS  from  ferving  )'ou. 

Fred.  Meet  me,  within  this  half  Hour,  at  our  Mona- 
fiery ;  and  if,  in  the  mean  time,  you  can  pick  up  a  do' 
acn  of  good  Feliows,  who  dare  venture  their  Lives 
bravely,  bring  thena  with  you. 

4wr. 
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Aur.  I  hope  the  Caufe  is  bad  too,  otherwife  we  fhall 
not  deferve  your  Thanks :  May  it  be  for  demolifhing  that 
curfed  Monaftery.' 

Tred.  Come,  Afcmlo,  follow  mc.         [Extmt  fiver  idly, 

SCENE    IV.    The  Nunnery-Garden. 

Duke,  and  Lucretia. 

Luc.  In  making  this  Appointment, 
I  go  too  far,  for  one  of  my  Profefllonj 
But  I  have  a  divining  Soul  w^ithin  me. 
Which  tells  me,  Truft  repos'd  in  noble  Natures, 
Obliges  them  the  more. 

Duke.  I  come  to  be  commanded,  not  to  govern  j 
Thole  few  foft  Words  you  fent  me,  have  quite  altcr'd 
My  rugged  Nature ;  if  it  ftill  be  violent, 
'Tis  only  fierce  and  eager  to  obey  you ; 
Like  fome  impetuous  Flood,  which  mafter'd  once. 
With  double  Force  bends  backward. 
The  place  of  Treaty  fhows  you  ftrongeft  herej 
For  fiilJ  the  vanquifli'd  fues  for  Peace  abroad, 
While  the  proud  Vidior  makes  his  Terms  at  home. 

Luc.  That  Peace,  I  fee,  will  not  be  hard  to  make. 
When  either  Side  ftiows  Confidence   of  noble  Dealing 
From  the  other. 

Ihike}  And  this,  fare,  is  our  Cafe,  fince  both  arc  met  alone. 

Lhc.  'Tis  mine.  Sir,  more  than  yours. 
To  meet  you  fingle,  fliows  I  truft  your  Virtue  j 
But  you  appear  difl;ruftful  of  my  Love. 

Buke.  You  wrong  me  much,  I  am  not. 

Luc.  Excufe  me.  Sir,  you  keep  a  Curb  upon  me: 
You  awe  me  with  a  Letter,  which  you  hold 
As  Hoftage  of  my  Love  j  and  Hoftages 
Are  ne'er  requir'd  but  from  fufpefted  Faith. 

Buke.  We  are  not  yet  in  Terms  of  perfe<Sl  Peacej 
When  e'er  you  pleafe  to  feal  tlie  Articles, 
Your  Pledge  IbaJl  be  reftor'd. 

\   Luc.  That  were  the  way  to  keep  us  ftill  at  diilancej, 
For  what  we  fear,  we  cannot  truly  love.j 

J)f*ke- 
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Duke.  But  how  can  I  be  then  feciire,  that  when 
Your  Fear  is  o'er,  your  Love  will  ftill  continue  ? 

Luc.  Make  tryal  of  my  Gratitude;  you'll  find 
I  can  acknowledge  Kindnefs. 

Duke.  But  that  were  to  forego  the  fafter  hold. 
To  Take  a  loofe,  and  weaker. 
Would  you  not  judge  him  mad,  who  held  a  Lion 
In  Chains  of  Steel,  and  chang'd  em  for  a  Twine  ? 

Jmc.  But  Love  is  foft. 
Not  of  the  f  Jon's  Nature,  but  the  Dove's ; 
An  Iron  Chain  would  hang  too  heavy  on  a  tender  Neck. 

Buke.  Since  on  one  fide  there  muft  be  Confidence, 
"Why  may  not  I  expe£l,  as  well  as  you. 
To  have  it  plac'd  in  me  ?  Repofe  your  Truft 
Upon  my  Royal  Word. 

Luc.  As  'tis  the  Privilege  of  Womankind, 
That  Men  Ihould  court  our  Love, 
And  make  the  firft  Advances;  To  it  follows 
That  you  fliould  firft  oblige;  for  'tis  our  Weaknefs 
Gives  us  more  caufe  of  Fear,  and  therefore  you. 
Who  are  the  ftronger  Sex,  ftiould  firft  fecure  it. 

Buke.  Bur,  Madam,  as  you  talk  of  Fear  from  me, 
I  may  as  well  fufped^  Defign  from  you. 

Lite.  Defign!  of  giving  you  my  Love  more  freely } 
Of  making  you  a  Title  to  my  Heart, 
where  you  by  Force  would  reign. 

Buke.  O  that  I  could  believe  you !  but  your  Words 
Are  not  enough  diibrder'd  for  true  Love; 
They  are  not  plain,  and  hearty,  as  are  minej 
But  full  of  Art,  and  clofe  Infinuation : 
You  promife  all,  but  give  me  not  one  Proof 
Of  Love  before;  not  the  leaft  Earncft  of  it. 

Luc.  And,  what  is  then  this  Midnight  Converfation  ? 
Thefe  filent  Hours  divided  from  my  Sleep  ? 
Nay,  more,  ftolen  from  my  Prayers  with  Saailegc, 
And  here  transferr'd  to  you?  This  guilty  Hand, 
Which  (hould  be  us'd  in  dropping  holy  Beads, 
But  now,  bequeathed  to  yours  ?  This  heaving  Heart, 
Which  only  (hould  be  throbbing  for  my  Sins, 
But  which  now  beats  uneven  time  for  you  ? 

Thefe 
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Thefe  are  my  Arts/  and  thefe  are  my  Defigns ! 

Duke.  I  love  you  more,  Lucret'tn,  than  my  Soul  j 
Nay,  than  yours  too,  for  I  would  venture  both. 
That  I  might  now  enjoy  you ;  and  if  what 
You  ask  me,  did  not  make  me  fear  to  lofe  you, 
Tho'  it  were  even  my  Life,  you  fhould  not  be  deny'd  it. 

Luc.  Then  I  will  ask  no  more. 
Keep  ftill  my  Letter,  to  upbraid  me  with  it; 
To  fay,  when  I  am  fully'd  with  your  Luft, 
And  fit  to  be  forfaken,  go,  Lucreiia, 
To  your  firft  Love;  for  this,  for  this,  I  leave  you. 

Duke.  Oh,  Madarn,  never  think  that  Day  can  come! 

Luc.  It  muft,  it  will;  I  read  it  in  your  Looks; 
You  will  betray  me  when  Tm  once  engaged. 

Duke.  If  not  my  Faith,  your  Beauty  will  fecure  you. 

Luc.  My  Beauty  is  a  Flower  upon  the  Stalk, 
Goodly  to  fee;  but,  gather'd  for  the  Scent, 
And  once  with  eagernefs  prefs'd  to  your  Noftrils, 
The  Sweet's  drawn  out,  'tis  thrown  with  fcorn  away. 
But  I  am  glad  I  find  you  out  fo  foon : 
I  limply  lov'd,  arid  meant  (with  ftiamc  I  own  it) 
To  truft  my  Virgin  honour  in  your  Hands, 
I  ask'd  not  wealtli,  for  hire;  and,  but  by  chance, 
(I  wonder  that  I  thought  on't)  beg'd  one  Tryal, 
And,  but  for  form,  to  have  pretence  to  yield. 
And  that  you  have  deny'd  me.    Farewcl :  I  could 
Have  lov'd  you,  and  yet,  perhaps,  I 

Duke.  O  ipeak,fpeak  out,  and  do  not  drown  that  word  3 
It  fcem'd  as  if  it  would  have  been  a  kind  one. 
And  yours  are  much  too  precious  to  be  loft. 

Luc.  Perhaps 1  cannot  yet  leave  loving  you. 

There  'twas.    But  I  recall'd  it  in  my  Mind, 
And  made  itifalfe  before  I  gave  it  Air. 

Once  more,  farewel 1  wo'not; 

Now  I  can  fay  I  wo'not,  wo'not  love  you.  IGoing. 

Duke.  You  fhall;  and  this  fliall  be  the  Seal  of  my  Af- 
fedicn.  [^Gives  the  Letter. 

There  take  it,  my  Lueretia :  I  give  it  with  more  Joy, 
^han  I  with  Grief  receiv'd  it. 

Luc.  Good  Night;  I'll  thank  you  for't  fome  other  time. 

DHke. 
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Jiukt.  You'll  not  abufe  my  Love? 

"Luc.  Noj  but  fecure  my  Honour. 

Ttuke.  I'll  force  it  from  your  Hands       [Lucretia  runs. 

Luc.  Help,  help,  or  I  am  ravifli'dj  help,  for  Heav'n's 
fake. 
Hippolita,  Laura,  and  VJoletta  within,  nt  fever aI  Places. 

Within.  Help,  help  Lucretia;  they  bear  away  Lucretia 
by  Force. 

Duke.  I  think  there  is  a  Devil  in  every  Comer. 
Etaer  Valerio. 

Val.  Sir,  the  De(;gn  was  laid  on  purpoie  for  you,  and 
all  the  Women  plac'd  to  cry.  Make  hafte  away ;  avoid 
the  Shame,  for  Heaven's  fake. 

Duke  go'rng.  O,  T  could  fire  this  Monaftery ! 
Inter  Frederick  and  Alcanio. 
[Frederick  entring  /peaks  as  to  fotne  behind  him.'] 

Tred.  Pain  of  your  Lives,  let  none  of  you  preliime  to 
enter  but  my  felf. 

Dnke.  My  Son !  O,  I  could  burft  with  Spite,  and  die 
with  Shame,  to  be  thus  apprehended !  this  is  the  bafe- 
nefs  end  cowardife  of  Guilt:  An  Army  now  were  not 
fp  dreadful  to  me  as  that  Son,  o'er  whom  the  right  of 
Nature  gives  me  Pov.'er. 

Ired.  Sir,  I  am  come 

Duke.  To  laugh  at  firfV,  and  then  to  blaze  abroad 
The  Weaknefs,  and  the  Follies  of  your  Father. 

Vol.  Sir,  he  has  Men  in  Arms  attending  him. 

Duke.  I  know  my  Doom  then.  You  have  taken  a 
popular  Occalion  j  I  am  now  a  Ravifber  of  Chaftity,  fit 
to  be  made  Priloner  firft,  and  then  depos'd. 

Tred.  You  wiil  not  hear  me.  Sir. 

Duke.  No,  I  confefs  I  have  deferv'd  my  Fate? 
For,  what  had  thefe  grey  Hairs  to  do  with  Love  ? 
Or,  if  th'  unfecmly  Folly  would  pofleis  me,        -    •• 
Why  Ihould  I  chufe  to  make  my  Son  my  Rival? 

Ired.  Sir,  you  may  add  you  banifh'd  me  from  2?«w#, 
And,  frcm  the  Light  of  it,  Lucretia' i  Eyes. 

Duke.  N»y,  if  thou  aggravat'ft  my  Crimes,  thou  giv'ft 
Me  right  to  juftifie  'em :  Thou  doubly  art  my  Slave, 
Both  Soa  and  Subject.    I  can  do  thee  no  wrong, 
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Nor  haft  thou  Right  t* arraign  or  punifti  me: 
But  theu  inquir'fl  into  thy  Father's  Years ; 
Thy  fwift  Ambition  could  not  ftay  my  Death, 
But  muft  ride  Poft  to  Empire.  Lead  me  now : 
Thy  Crimes  have  made  me  guiltlefs  to  my  felf. 
And  given  me  Face  to  beaV  the  publick  Scorn. 
You  have  a  Guard  without  ? 

Fred.  I  have  fome  Friends. 

Duke.  Speak  plainly  your  intent. 
I  love  not  a  fophifticated  Truth, 
With  an  Allay  of  Lie  in't. 

Fred.  [Kneeling.']  This  is  not,  Sir,thePofture»raRebe], 
But  of  a  Suppliant ;  if  the  Name  of  Son 
Be  too  much  Honour  to  mc. 
What  firft  I  purpos'd,  I  fcarcc  know  my  felf. 
Love,  Anger,  and  Revenge  then  rowl'd  within  xne, 
And  yet,  cv'n  then,  I  was  not  hurry'd  fiuthcr 
Than  to  prclcrvc  my  own. 

Buke.  — .— —  Your  own !  What  mean  you  ? 

Fred.  My  Love,  and  my  Lucretia;  which  I  thought, 
In  my  then  boiling  Paffion,  you  purfu'd 
With  fome  Injuftice,  and  much  Violence; 
This  led  me  to  repel  that  Force  by  Force. 
'Twas  eafic  to  furprize  you,  when  I  knew 
Of  your  intended  Vifit. 

Duke.  ' Thank  my  Folly. 

Fred.  But  Reafon  now  has  reauum'd  its  Place, 
And  makes  me  fee  how  black  a  Crime  it  is 
To  ufe  a  Force  upon  my  Prince  and  Father. 

Duke.  You  give  me  Hope  you  will  refign  Lucreti^ 

Fred.  Ah  no :  I  never  can  refign  her  to  you ; 
But,  Sir,  I  can  my  Life :  Which,  on  my  Knees, 
I  tender,  as  th'attoning  Sacrifice : 
Or  if  your  Hand  (becaufe  you  are  a  Father) 
Be  loath  to  take  away  that  Life  you  gave, 
I  will  redeem  your  Crime,  by  making  it 
My  own :  So  you  fhall  ftill  be  innocent,  and  I 
Die  blefs'd,  and  unindebted  for  my  Being. 

Duke,  O  Erederiek,  you  are  too  much  a  Son, 

[Embracing  him'. 
And 
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And  I  too  little  am  a  Father :  You, 
And  you  alone,  have  merited  Lttcretia, 
'Tis  now  my  only  Grief, 
I  can  do  notking  to  requite  this  Virtue: 
For  to  reftore  her  to  you 
Is  not  an  adl  of  Generofity, 
But  a  fcant,  niggard  Juftice ;  yet  I  love  her 
So  much,  that  even  this  little  which  I  do. 
Is  like  the  Bounty  of  an  Ufurer ; 
High  to  be  priz'd  from  me, 
Bccaule  'tis  drawn  firom  fuch  a  wretched  Mind. 
Fred.  You  give  me  now  a  fecond,  better  Life ; 

[_Ki£ti)g  his  Hands. 
But,  that  the  Gift  may  be  more  eafie  to  you, 
Confidc-r,  Sir,  Lucretia  did  not  Love  you : 
I  fear  te  fay  ne'er  would. 

Duke.  You  do  well,  to  help  me  to  o'ercome  that  Dif- 
I'll  weigh  that,  too,  hereafter.    For  a  Love,       [ficulty : 
So  violent  as  mine,  will  ask  long  time. 
And  much  of  Reafon,  to  effedt  the  Cure. 
My  prefent  Care  fhall  be  to  make  you  Happy  j 
For  that  will  make  my  Wifli  impoflible. 
And  then  the  Remedies  will  be  more  eafie. 
Eater  Sophronia,  Lucretia,  Violetta,  Laura,  Hippolita. 
Soph.  I  have,  with  Joy,  o'erheard  this  happy  Change, 
And  come,  with  Bleflings,  to  applaud  your  Conqueft, 
Over  the  greateft  of  Mankind,  your  felf. 

Duke.  I  hope  'twill  be  a  full,  and  lafting  one. 
Luc.  Thus,  let  me  kneel,  and  pay  my  Thanks  and  Duty. 

[^Kneelmg. 
Both  to  my  Prince,  and  Father. 

Duke.  Rife,  rile,  too  charming  Maid ;  for  yet  I  cannot 
Call  you  my  Daughter :  That  firft  Name,  Lucretia, 
Hangs  on  my  Lips,  and  would  be  ftill  pronounc'd. 
Look  not  too  kindly  on  me;  one  fweet  Glance, 
Perhaps,  would  ruin  both:  Tnerefore,  I'll  go 
And  try  to  get  new  Strength  to  bear  your  Eyes. 
*Till  then.  Farewell.    Be  lure  you  love  my  Frederick, 
And  do  not  hate  his  Father.      [Exeunt  Duke  and  Valerio. 
Fred.  [At  the  Dotr.l  Now,  Friends,  you  may  appear. 

Enter 
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E?iier  Aurelian,  CamilJo,  Benito. 
Your  Pardon,  Madam,  that  we  thus  intrude 
On  holy  Ground :  Your  ielf  befl:  know  it  could  not 
Be  avoided,  and  it  fhall  be  my  Care  it  be  excus'd. 

Soph.  Tho'  Sovereign  Princes  bear  a  Privilege, 
Of  entring  when  they  pleafe  within  our  Walls, 
In  others,  'tis  a  Crime  pad  Difpenfation : 
And  therefore,  to  avoid  a  publick  Scandal, 
Be  pleas'd.  Sir,  to  retire,  and  quit  this  Garden. 

^ur.  We  fliall  obey  you.  Madam ;  But,  that  we  may 
do  it  with  lefs  regret,  we  hope  you  will  give  thefe  La- 
dies leave  to  accompany  us. 

Soph.  They  Ihall, 
And  Neiccs,  for  my  fclf,  I  only  ask  you 
To  juftifie  my  Conduft  to  the  World, 
That  none  may  think  I  have  betray'd  a  Truft, 
But  freed  you  from  a  Tyranny. 

Lfiu.  Our  Duty  binds  us  to  acknowledge  it. 

Cam.  And  our  Gratitude  to  witncfs  it. 

Vio.  With  a  holy,  and  lafting  Remembrance  of  your 
Favour. 

Fred.  And  it  fhall  be  my  care,  either  by  Reafon  to  bend 
..  your  Uncle's  Will,  or,  by  my  Father's  Intereft,  to  force 
your  Dowry  from  his  Hands. 

.  Ben.  to  Aur.  Pray,  Sir,  let  us  make  hafte  over  thefe 
Walls  again,  thefe  Gardens  are  unlucky  to  me:  I  have 
loft  my  Reputation  of  Mufick  in  one  of  'cm,  and  of 
Wit  in  the  other. 

Aur.  to  Lau.  Now,  Laura,  yo«  may  take  your  Choice 
-  betwixt  the  two  Benito's,  and  confider  whether  you  had 
rather  he.fhouki  Serenade  you  in  the  Garden,  or  I  in  Bed 
to  Night. 

Lau.  You  may  be  fure  I  (hall  give  Sentence  for  Benito  j 
for  the  cfredt  of  your  Serenading  would  be  to  make  me 
pay  the  Mufick  nine  Months  hence. 

Hip.  to  Afca.  You  fee.  Brother,  here's  a  General  Goal- 
delivery  :  There  has  been  a  great  deal  of  Buftle  and  Di- 
flurbance  in  the  Cloyfter  to  Night  i  enough  to  diftradl  a 
Soul  which  is  given  up,  like  me,  to  Contemplation ; 
And  therefore,  if  you  think  fit,  I  could  e'en  be  content 

to 
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to  retire,  with  you,  into  the  World;  and,  by  way  of 
Penance,  to  marry  you ;  which,  as  Husbands  and  Wives 
go  now,  is  a  greater  Mortification  than  a  Nunnery. 

Afin.  No,  Sifter  i  if  you  love  me,  keq)  to  yourMona- 
ftery :  I'll  come  now  and  then  to  the  Grate  and  beg  you 
a  Recreation.  But  I  know  my  felf  fb  well,  that  if  I  had 
you  one  Twelve-month  in  the  World,  I  (hould  run  my 
felf  into  a  Cloyfter,  to  be  rid  of  you. 

Soph.  Ndces,  once  more  Farewel.    Adieu,  Lucretia : 
My  Wilhes  and  my  Prayers  attend  you  all. 

Luc.  to  Fred.  I  am  fo  fearful. 
That,  tho'  I  gladly  run  to  your  Embraces, 
Yet,  vent'ring  in  the  World  a  fecond  time, 
Methinks  I  put  to  Sea  in  a  rough  Storm, 
With  Shipwracks  round  about  me. 

Fred.  My  Dear,  be  kinder  to  your  felf,  and  m^ 
And  let  not  Fear  fright  back  our  coming  Joysj 
For  we,  at  length.  Sand  reconcil'd  to  Fate : 
And  now  to  fear,  when  to  fuch  Blifs  we  move, 
yicte  not  to  doubt  our  Fortune,  but  our  Love. 


EPI' 


EPILOGUE. 


Q  OME  hofve  expeBedfrom  our  Bills  tt  Df^, 
To  find  a  Satyr  in  our  Poet*^  Play. 

The  2.ealous  Rout  from  Coleman-ftrect  did  rm^ 

To  fee  the  Story  of  the  Friar  and  Nun. 

Or  Tales,  yet  more  Ridiculotis  to  hear. 

Vouch' d  by  their  Vicar  of  ten  founds  a  Year; 

Of  Nuns,  who  did  againfl  Temptation  Vray, 

And  Difcipline  laid  on  the  pleafant  Way : 

Or  thattofleafe  the  Malice  of  the  Town, 

Our  Toetfhould  in  Jome  clofe  Cell  haveflicvnt 

Some  Sifler,  playing  at  Content  alone  : 

This  they  did  hope;  the  other  Side  did  fear t 

And  both  yeu  fee  alike  are  Ctzen'd  here. 

Seme  thought  the  Title  of  our  flay  to  blame. 

They  lik'd  the  Thing,  but  yet  abhorr'd  the  Name: 

Like  modeji  Punks,  who  all  you  ask  afford, 

But,  for  the  World,  they  would  net  name  that  Wwi. 

Tet,  if  you'll  credit  what  I  heard  him  fay. 

Our  Poet  meant  no  Scandal  in  his  Play  j 

His  Nuns  are  good  which  on  the  Stage  arefhoum, 

And,  Jure,  behind  tnr  SccassyohHl  look  for  mm. 
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Printed  in  the  Year  MDCCXVII. 


To  the  Right  Honourable  the 


Lord  Clifford  of  Chudleigk 


My  Lord, 

^H  F  T  E  R  fo  many  Favours,  and  thofe 
fo  great,  conterr'd  on  me  by  Your 
Lordfliip  theic  many  Years ;  which, 
I  may  call  more  properly  one  con- 
tinued A6t  of  your  Generofity  and 
Goodnefs ;  I  know  not  whether  I 
Ihould  appear  either  more  ungrateful  in  my  Si- 
lence, or  more  extravagantly  vain  in  my  Endea- 
vours to  acknowledge  them.  For,  lince  all  Ac- 
knowledgments bear  a  face  of  Payment,  it  may 
be  thought,  that  I  have  fiatter'd  my  felf  into  an 
Opinion  of  being  able  to  return  fome  part  of  my 
Obligements  to  you  ;  the  jullDelpair  of  which  At- 
tempt, and  the  due  Veneration  I  have  for  his  Pcr- 
fon,  to  whom  I  mult  Addreis,  have  almoin  dri- 
Ycn  mc  to  receive  only  wita  a  proiound  Submif- 
VoL.  Ill  Q  lioa 
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fion  the  EfFeSs  of  that  Virtue,  which  is  never  to 
be  comprehended  but  by  Admiration:    Anid  thq^ 
greateft  note  of  Admiration  is  Silence.    'Tis  that- 
noble  Paflion,  to  which  Poets  raife  their  Audience 
in  higheft  Subjeds,  and  they  have  then  gain'd  o- 
ver  them  the  greateft  Vidory,  when  they  are  ra- 
vifli'd  into  a  Pleafure,  wiiich  is  not  to  be  exprefs'd 
by  Words.    To  this  Pitch,  my  Lord,  the  Senfe 
of  my  Gratitude  had  almoft  rais'd  me:  To  rc- 
ceiye  your  Favours  a$  the  J.ews  of  old  receiv'd 
their  Law,,  with  a  mute  Wonder;  to  think,  that 
the  Loudnefs  of  Acclamation,  was  only  the  Praife 
of  Men  to  Men,  and  that  the  fecret  Homage  of 
the  Sbui  was  a  greater  Mark  of  Reverence,  than 
an  outward  ceremoniousJoy,which  might  be  coun- 
terfeit, and  muft  be  irreverent  in  its  Tumult.  Nei- 
ther, my  Lord,  have  I  a  particular  Right  to  pay  you 
my  Acknowledgments :  You  have  been  a  Good 
fo  univerlal,  that  almoft  every  Man  in  three  Na- 
tions may  think  me  injurious  to  his  Propriety,  that 
I  invade  your  Praifes,  in  undertalting  to  celebrat;^ 
them  alone  :  And,  that  I  have  afTum'd  to  my  felF 
a  Patron,  who  was  no  more  to  be  circumfcrib*d 
than  the  Sun  and  Elements,  which  are  of  publick 
J^ncfit  to  Human  Kind. 

As  it  w»s  much  in  your  Power  to  oblige  all* 
who  could  pretend  to, Merit  from  the  Publick,  fo, 
it  was  more  in  your  Nature  and  Inclination.  If 
any  vvent.ill-fatisfied  from  the  Treafury,  while  it 
T^a?  in  your  Lo'rdihip's  Management,  it  proclaim- 
ed the  Want  of  Defert,  and  not  of  Friends:  You 
diftrih>\itcd  your  Mailer's  Favour  with  fo  equal 
Hands,  that  JuJ^ice  \\qi  felf  could  riot  have  held 
tKc  Scales  more  even :  But,  with  that  natural  Pro- 
p'enfity  to  do  good ,  that  had  that  Treafure  been 
Xouicown,  your»IiifIiQaf|on  to  Bounty mufi  havj^ 

■ "'  '      *  ' '  ruin'd 
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ralii'd  you :  No  Man  attended  to  be  deny*d  :  Ho 
Man  brib'd  for  Expedition :  Want,  and  Defert 
were  Pleas  fufficient.  By  your  own  Integrity,  and 
your  prudent  Choice  of  thofe  whom  you  em- 
ploy'd,  the  King  gave  all  that  he  intended,  and 
Gratuities  to  his  Officers  made  not  vain  his  Boun- 
ty. This,  my  Lord,  you  were  in  your  publick 
Capacity  of  High-Treafurer,  to  which  you  afcend- 
ed  by  fuch  degrees,  that  your  Royal  Mafter  faw 
your  Virtues  flill  growing  to  his  Favours,  fafter 
than  they  could  rife  to  you.  ^Both  at  home,  and 
abroad,with  yourSword  and  with  your  Counfcl,you 
have  ferv'd  him  with  unbyafsM  Honour,  and  with 
unfliaken  Refolution ;  making  his  Greatnefs,  and 
the  true  Interefl:  of  your  Country,  the  Standard 
and  Meafure  of  your  Adions.  Fortune  may  de- 
fert the  Wife  and  Brave ;  but,  true  Virtue  nerer 
will  forfake  it  felf.  'Tis  thelntereft  of  the  World 
that  virtuous  Men  (hould  attain  to  Greatnefs,  be- 
caufe  it  gives  them  the  Power  of  doing  Good. 
But,  when  by  the  Iniquity  of  the  Times  they  are 
brought  to  that  Extremity,  that  they  muft  either 
quit  their  Virtue  or  their  Fortune,  they  owe  them- 
felves  fd  much,  as  to  retire  to  the  private  Exer- 
cife  of  their  Honour ;  to  be  great  within,  and  by 
die  conftancy  of  their  Refolutions,  to  teach  the 
inferior  World,  how  they  ought  to  judge  of  fuch 
Principles,  which  are  aflcrted  with  fo  generous 
and  fo  unconftrain'd  a  Tryal. 

But,  this  voluntary  negleft  of  Honours,  has  been 
,  of  rare  Example  in  the  World :  Few  Men  have 
frown'd  firfl:  upon  Fortune,  and  precipitated  them- 
felves  from  the  top  of  her  Wheel,  before  they  felt 
at  leaft  the  Declination  of  it.  We  read  not\of 
many  Emperors  like  Diocletian^  and  Charles  the 
Fifth,  who  have  preferr'd  a  Garden,  and  a  Clov- 
Q  2  fter 
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fter,  before  a  Crowd  of  Followers,  and  the  trou- 
blefome  Glory  of  an  adive  Life,  which  robs  the 
Poireflbr  of  his  Reft  and  Quiet,  to  lecure  the 
Safety  and  Happinefs  of  others.  Seneca^  with  the 
help  of  his  Philofophy,  could  never  attain  to  that 
pitch  of  Virtue.  He  only  endcavour'd  to  prevent 
his  Fall  by  defcending  firft ;  and  ofter'd  to  refign 
that  Wealth,  which  he  knew  he  could  no  longer 
hold.  He  would  only  have  made  a  Prefent  to  his 
Mafter  of  what  he  forefaw  would  become  his 
Prey :  He  ftrove  to  avoid  the  Jealoulie  of  a  Ty- 
rant ;  you  difmifs'd  your  felf  from  the  Attendance 
and  Privacy  of  a  Gracious  King.  Our  Age  has 
afforded  us  many  Examples  of  a  contrary  Nature: 
But  yourLordfliip  is  the  only  one  of  This.  'Tis 
calie  to  difcover  in  all  Governments  thofe  who 
wait  fo  clofe  on  Fortune,  that  they  are  never  to 
be  ftiaken  off'  at  any  Turn :  Such  who  feem  to 
have  taken  up  a  Refolution  of  being  Great,  to 
continue  their  Stations  on  the  Theater  of  Bufinefs; 
to  change  with  the  Scene,  and  fhift  the  Vizard 
for  another  Part.  Thefe  Men  condemn  in  their 
Difcourfes  that  Virtue  which  they  dare  not  pra- 
dife.  But  the  fober  Part  of  this  prefent  Age,  and 
impartial  Poftcrity  will  do  Right,  both  to  your 
Lordfliipand  to  them.  And  when  they  read  on  what 
Accounts,  and  with  how  much  Magnanimity  you 
quitted  thofc  Honours,  to  which  the  higheft  Am- 
bition of  an  Engllp  Subjed  could  afpire,  will  ap- 
ply to  you  with  much  more  Reafon,what  the  Hi- 
Itorian  laid  of  a  Roman  Emperor ;  Multi  diutius 
Imper'tum  tenuerunt ;  Nemo  fortius  reUqn'tt. 

To  this  Retirement  of  your  Lordfhip,  I  wi.li  I 
could  bring  a  better  Entertainment,  than  this  Play^ 
which,  tho'  it  fucceeded  on  the  Stage,  will  fcarce- 
I'i  bear  a  ferious  Peruial,  it  being  contriv'd  and 

written 
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Written  in  a  Month,  the  Subjedl  barren,  the  Per- 
fons  low,  and  the  Writing  not  heighten'd  with 
many  labour'd  Scenes.  The  Confidcration  of  thefe 
Defeats  ought  to  have  prcfcrib'd  more  Modcfby 
to  the  Author,  than  to  have  prefented  it  to  that 
Perfon  in  the  World,  for  whom  he  has  the  great- 
eft  Honour,  and  of  whofe  Patronage  the  bcfl:  of 
his  Endeavours  had  been  unworthy.  But,  I  had 
not  fatisfied  my  felf  in  flaying  longer,  and  could 
never  have  paid  the  Debt  with  a  much  better 
Play.  As  it  is,  the  Meannefs  of  it  will  fhew  at 
kaft,  that  I  pretend  not  by  it  to  make  any  man- 
ner of  return  for  your  Favours;  and,  that  I  on- 
ly give  you  a  New  Occafion  of  cxcrcifing  your 
Goodncfs  to  me,  in  pardoning  the  Failings  and 
Imperfcfiions  of, 

My  Lord, 

Tour  Lordjhifs 

Moji  Humble,  mofi  ObUgU, 

Moft  Obedient  Servant, 


John  Dryden. 

as         PRO- 


PROLOGUE. 

Jl  5  neeiy  Gallants  m  the  Scnv'ners  Handst 
*^  Court  the  rich  Kntne  that  gripes  their  mmga^d  Lmis, 
Thefrfifat  Bsuk  of  all  the  Seafin's  fent, 
uind-Keeper  takes  no  Tee  in  Complement: 
The  Dotage  of  fame  Englifhmen  isfucb 
To  fanm  on  thofe  who  ruin  them ;  the  Dutch. 
They  pail  have  all,  rather  than  make  a  War 
With  thofe  who  of  the  fame  Religion  are. 
The  Straights,  the  Guiney  Trade,  the  Herrings  W, 
IJay,  to  keep  Friendpip,  they  Jhall  pickle  yon^ 
Some  are  refohJd  net  to  find  out  the  Cheat, 
Hut,  Cuckold  like,  love  him  who  does  the  Featc 
What  Injuries  fbe'er  upon  us  fall, 
Tetfill  the  fame  Religion  anfwers  all: 
Relijron  wheedled  you  to  Civil  Witr, 
Dreyp  Englifli  Blood,  and  Dutchmens  norv  weu'd  fpart: 
Be  guli'd  m  hnger,  for  ytu'll  find  it  true. 

They  haze  no  more  Relijm,  faith than  you; 

Inter efi's  the  Cod  they  worfhip  in  their  State  j 
And  you,  I  take  it,  haze  not  much  of  that. 
Well  Monarchies  may  own  Religion's  Name, 
But  States  are  Atheifis  in  their  very  Frame. 
They  pare  a  Sin,  and  fuch  Rroportims  fall. 
That  like  a  Stink,  'tis  nothing  to  'em  all. 


PROLOGUE. 

Hmv  they  love  England,  you  /hall  fee  this  Day: 
No  Map  (loetos  Holland  truer  than  our  Flay : 
Their  Figures  and  Infcri^tions  veell  tee  know  j  j  "" 
Ife  may  be  boll  o>2e  Medal  fur e  to  fl^ow. 
View  then  their  ¥aljl:oods.  Rapine,  CrUelty ; 
And  think  rihm  bnbe  ttxly  Wire,  they  Jiill  -would  be: 
But  hope  not  elfffcr  Language,  Flot,  or  jirt, 
'I'Tva!  writ  in  hafle,  but  with  an  Englifli  Heart: 
And  ieafl  hope  Wit ;  in  Dutchnlen  that  vottld  be 
As  mtich  improper  as  ycottld  Honejiy. 
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Dramatis  Perfon^e. 


M    E    N. 

Captain  Gabriel  T'owerfon,  Mr.  Hart. 

]Vlr.  Beamontj  1  EngUp)  Merchants    Mr.  Mohun. 
Mr.  Collins^     S     his  Friends.  Mr.  Lydal. 

Captain  Middleton.    an  EnzHfljl  nyr    rrr  r 
Sh  Captain.  -^  ^  j  Mr.  IVatfon. 

Perez,  a  Spanijh  Captain.  Mr.  Burt. 

Harman  Senior,  Governor  of?  •.,    ^  .  , 

Amboyna.  i  Mr.  Cartwngh. 

The  Ftfca/.  Mr.  If^interpal 

Harman  Junior,    Son  to    the?  ,,     J^^      ^     , 
Governor.  S  ^''  ^y"^!^'""' 

Van  Herring,  2.  Dutch  Merchant.    Mr.  Beejion. 

WOMEN. 

r/«^;Wj7   bctroth'd  iorowerfon^ly^      Marjhall 

an  I » at  an  Lady.  5  •' 

Julta^  Wife  to  Perez.  Mrs.  James. 

An  Englip  Woman.  Mrs.  Cory. 

Page  to  'Towerfon^ 

A  Skipper. 

Two  Dutch  Merchants. 
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ACT     I.      SCENE     I. 

SCENE  a  Cajile  on  the  Sea. 

Enter  Harman  Senior^  the  Governor^  the  Fifcal, 
and  Van  Herring :  Guards. 

Fiscal. 
Happy  Day  to  our  Noble  Governor, 
Har.  Morrow  Fifed. 
Van. Her.  Did  the  laft  Ships  which  came 
from  Holland  to  thefe  Parts,  bring  us  no 
News  of  Moment  ? 
Fife.  Yes,  the  beft  that  ever  came  into 
yfmboyna,  i'mce  we  fet  footing  here,  I  mean  as  to  our 
Inter  eft. 

Har.  I  wonder  much  my  Letters  then  gave  me  fo 
ftiort  Accounts ;  they  only  faid,  the  Orange  Party  was 
grown  ftrong  again,  iince  Barnevelt  had  lufter'J. 

Van  Her.  Mine  inform  me  farther,  the  price  of  Pepper 
and  of  other  Spices  was  rais'd  of  late  in  Europe. 

Har.  I  wifh  that  News  may  hold ;  bur  much  fufpejSl 
it,  while  the  F>iglifh  maintain  their  Factories  among  us . 
in  Atitboyrui,  or  in  the  neighbouring  Pl^ntatious  of  Serm. 

9.S  ^ifi' 
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Tifc.  Still  I  have  News  that  tickles  me  within,  ha,  1m, 
lia.  rfaith  it  does,  and  will  do  you,  and  all  our  Country- 
men. 

Har.  Prethee  do  not  torture  us,  but  tell  it. 

Van.  Her.  Whence  comes  this  News? 

Jifi.  From  England. 

Har.  Is  their  Zafl-lnd'M  Fleet  bound  outward  for  thefe 
Parts,  or  caft  away,  or  met  at  Sea  by  Pirates  ? 

Tifc.  Better,  much  better  yet,  ha,  ha,  ha. 

Har.  Now  am  I  famifli'd  for  my  part  of  the  Laughter. 

Ttfc.  Then  my  brave  Governor,  ifyou're  a  true  Butch- 
man,  I'll  make  your  fat  Sides  heave  with  the  Conceit 
on't,  'till  you're  blown  like  a  pair  of  large  Smith's  Bel- 
lows ;  here,  look  upon  this  Paper. 

Har.  reading.  Xeu  may  remember  we  did  endamage  the 
Englifh  Eaft-India  Company,  the  value  of  five  hundred  thou- 
fand  Vounds,  all  in  one  Tear  j  a  Treaty  is  now  Signed,  in 
which  the  Bujinefs  is  tuCen  tip  for  fourfcore  thoufand.  This  is 
News  indeed}  wou'd  I  were  upon  the  Caftlc  Wall,  that 
I  might  throw  my  Cap  into  the  Sea,  and  my  Gold  Chain 
after  it,  this  is  gokien  News,  Boys. 

Van  Her.  This  is  News  wou'd  kindle  a  thoufand  Bon- 
fires, and  make  us  pifs  'em  out  again  in  Rhenifli  Wine. 

Har.  Send  prefently  to  all  our  Fa<Stories,  acquaint  them 
with  thele  blefled  Tidings ;  If  we  can  'fcape  fo  cheap, 
'twill  be  no  matter  what  Villanies  henceforth  we  put  in 
Practice. 

Fife.  Hum,  why  this  now  gives  Encouragement  to  a 
certain  Plot,  which  I  have  long  been  brewing,  againft 
thefe  SkdUim  "Engliflj.  I  almoft  have  it  here  in  Pericranio, 
and  'tis  a  found  one  'faith,  no  lefs,  than  to  cut  all  their 
Throats,  and  feixc  all  their  Effedts  within  this  Ifland.  I 
warrant  you  we  may  compound  again. 

Van  Her.  Seizing  their  Faftories  I  like  well  enough, 
it  has  fome  Savour  in'tj  but  for  this  whorfon  cutting  of 
Throats,  it  gees  a  little  againft  the  Grain,  becaufe  'tis  fo 
noterjoi  fly  known  in  Chiiftendom,  that  they  have  prc- 
f«rv'd  ours  from  beir.g  cut  by  the  Spaniards. 

Har.  Hang  'em  bale  Englifh  Sterts,  let  'em  e'en  take 
their  part  ot  their  own  old  Proverb,  Save  a  Thief  from. 

the 
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the  Gallows  i  they  wou'd  needs  protefl  uis  Rebels,  and 
fee  what  comes  to  themfelves. 

Fifi.  You're  i'th'  right'  on't,  nbhle  karm/tn -^  thfeir  Af- 
fiftance,  which  was  a  Mercy,  arid  i  Providence  to  lis, 
fhall  be  a  Judgment  upon  them, 
"  Van  tier.  A  little  Favour  would  do  well;  tho'  not  that 
I  would  flop  the  Current  of  your  Wit,  or  any  other  lf*lot 
to  do  them  Mifchief,  but  they  were  firft  Difcoverers  of 
this  Ifle,  firft  traded  hither,  and  fliov/'d  us  the  way. 

Fife.  I  grant  you  that,  nay  more,  that  by  Compofitiotl 
made  after  many  long  and  tedious  C^atrels,  they  were  to 
have  a  third  part  of  the  Traffick,  we  to  build  Forts,  and 
they  to  contribute  to  the  Charge. 

tiar.  Which  we  have  fo  increas'd  each  Year  upon 
*em,  we  being  in  Power,  and  therefore  Judges  of  the 
Coft,  that  we  exadi  v/hate'er  we  pleafe,  ftill  morfc  than 
half  the  Charge,  and  on  Pretence  of  their  Non-payment, 
or  the  leaft  Delay ,  do  often  ftop  their  Ships,  detain 
their  Goods,  and  drag  'em  into  Prifbns,  while  bur  Com- 
modities go  on  before,  and  ftill  fbreftall  their  Markets. 

Fifi.  Thefe  I  confefs  are  pretty  Tricks,  but  will  not  do 
our  Bufinefs,  we  muft  our  felves  be  ruined  at  kmg  run, 
if  they  have  any  Trade  here;  I  know  our  Charge  at 
length  wili  eat  us  out;  I  would  not  let  thefe En^liJJj  from 
this  Ifle  have  Ctoves  enough  to  ftick  an  Orange  with, 
not  one  to  throw  into  their  Bo'ttle-Ale. 

tiar.  But  to  bring  this  about  now,therfe's  thtdmning.' 
Fife.  Let  me  alone  awhile,  I  have  it  as  I  toM  you 
here;  mean  time  we  muft  put  on  a  feeming  Kindnefs, 
call  'em  our  Benefa£b3rs,  and  dear  Brethren,  pipe  'cm 
within  the  Danger  of  our  Net,  and  then  w^c'Il  dravv  it 
o'er  *em:  When  they're  in,  no  Mercy,  that's  my  Maxirn. 
Van  Her.  Nay,  Brother,  I  am  not  too  ob'ftinate  for  fa- 
y'mg  En^lijhmen;  Was  but  a  Qualm  ofCofnfcience  which 
Profit  will  dilpel:  I  have  as  true  a  Dutch  Antipathy  to 
England,  as  the  pioudeft  He  in  jthnfierdarh,  that's  3  bold 
Word  now. 

Bar.  Wc  arc  feciire  of  our  Superiors  there;  weB,  they- 
may  give  the  King  of  Great  Britain  a  verbd  Satisfaction, 
and  with  fubmilTive  fawning  PrgmiTcs,  make  fhew  to 

punilh 
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punifti  us ;  but  Intercft  is  their  God  as  well  as  ours.  To 
that  Aknighty,they  will  facrificc  a  thoufand£«g///77  Lives, 
and  break  a  hundred  thoufand  Oaths,  e'er  they  will  pu- 
nifh  thofe  that  make  'em  rich,  and  pull  their  Rivals 
down.  [Guns  go  off  within. 

Van  Her.  Heard  you  thofe  Guns  ? 

Har.  Moll  plainly. 

Fi/c.  The  Sound  comes  from  the  Port,  fomc  Ship  ar- 
rived falutcs  the  Caftle,  and  I  hope  brings  more  good 
Kews  from  Holland.  [Gutu  again. 

Har,  Now  they  anfwer  'em  from  the  Fortrefs. 
Inter  Beamont  and  Collins. 

Van  Her.  Beamont  and  Collins,  Inglijh  Merchants  both, 
perhaps  they'll  certifie  us. 

Beam.  Qiptain  Harmon  van  Spelt,  good  Day  to  you. 

Har.  Dear,  kind  Mr.  Beamont,  a  thoufand  and  a  thoufand 
good  Days  to  you,  and  all  our  Friends  the  T.nglijh. 

Fife.  Came  you  from  the  Port,  Gentlemen  ? 

CpI.  We  did ;  and  faw  arrive,  our  honeft,  and  our  gal- 
lant Countryman,  brave  Captain  Gabriel  Tower/on. 

Beam.  Sent  to  thefe  Parts  from  our  Employers  of  the 
"Eafi-Indix  Company  in  England,  as  General  of  the  Voyage. 

Fife.  Is  the  brave  1<merfon  return'd  "i 

Col.  The  fame,  Sir. 

Har.  He  fhall  be  nobly  welcome.  He  has  already  fpent 
twelve  Years  upon,  or  near  thefe  rich  Molucca  Ifles,  and 
home  return'd  with  Honour  and  great  Wealth. 

Fife.  The  Devil  give  him  Joy  of  both,  or  I  will  for 
him.  [^fd/e. 

Beam.  He's  my  particular  Friend,  I  liv'd  with  him, 
both  at  Temate,  T/dore,  and  at  Seran. 

Van  Her.  Did  he  not  leave  a  Miftrefs  in  thefe  Parts,  » 
Kative  of  this  Ifland  of  Amboyna  ? 

Col.  He  did,  I  think  they  call  her  Xfabinda,  who  recei- 
ved Baptifm  for  his  fake,  before  he  hence  departed. 

Har.  'Tis  much  againft  the  Will  of  all  her  Friends,  Ihe 
loves  your  Countryman,  but  they  are  not  Difpofers  of 
her  Perlbn ;  (he's  beauteous,  rich,  and  young,  and  Tcver- 
fin  well  defervcs  her. 

Beam. 
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"Beafff.  I  think,  without  flattery  to  my  Friend,  he 
does.  Were  I  to  chufe  of  all  Mankind,  a  Man,  on  whom 
I  would  relie  for  Faith  and  Counfel,  or  more,  whofe 
perfonal  Aid  I  would  invite,  in  any  worthy  Caufe  to  fe- 
cond  me,  it  fhould  be  only  GaMel  Towerjon-y  daring  he  is, 
and  thereto  fortunate :  Yet  foft  and  apt  to  pity  the  di- 
ftrefs'd,  and  liberal  to  relieve  'em :  I  have  feen  him  not  I 
alone  to  pardon  Fees,  but  by  his  County  win  'em  to  his 
Love :  If  he  has  any  Fault,  'tis  only  that,  to  which  great 
Minds  can  only  fubjeft  be,  he  thinks  all  honeft,  'caufe 
himfelf  is  fo,  and  therefore  none  fufpe£ls. 

Fife,  I  Hke  him  well  for  that;  this  Fault  of  his  great 
Mind,  as  Beammt  calls  it,  may  give  him  Caufe  to  wifh 
he  was  more  wary,  when  it  fhSl  be  too  late.        [,-^fi^f- 

Har.  I  was  in  fome  fmall  hope,  this  Ship  had  been  of 
our  own  Country,  and  brought  back  my  Son.  For 
much  about  this  Scafon  I  expedl  him.  Good-morrow 
Gentlemen,  I  go  to  fill  a  Brendice  to  my  Noble  Captain's 
Health,  pray  tell  him  fo ;  the  Youth  of  our  Amboyne^  I'll 
fend  before,  to  welcome  him. 

Col.  We'll  flay,  and  meet  him  here. 

\Exeunt  Harm  an,  Fifcal,  and  Van  Herring." 

"Beitm.  I  do  not  like  thefe  fleering  D«^f^we«,  they -over- 
act their  Kindnefs. 

Col.  I  kno^v  not  what  to  think  of  'em,  that  old  fat 
Governor  Harman  van  Spelt,  I  have  known  long  j  they 
fay  he  was  a  Cooper  in  his  Country,  and  took  the  mea- 
fure  of  his  Hoops  for  Tuns,  by  his  own  Belly:  I  love 
him  not,  he  makes  a  Jeft  of  Men  in  Mifery ;  the  firft  fat 
merry  Fool  I  ever  knew  that  was  ill-natur'd. 

Beam.  He's  abfblutely  govern'd  by  this  Fifeal,  who  was, 
as  I  have  heard,  an  ignorant  Advocate  in  Rotterdam,  fuch 
as  in  England  we  call  a  Petty-tbgging  Rogue;  one  that 
knows  nothing,  but  the  worft  part  of  the  Law,  its 
Tricks  and  Snares :  I  fear  he  hates  us  Englijh  mortally. 
Pray  Heav'n  we  feel  not  the  Effe£ts  on't. 

Col.  Neither  he,  nor  Harman,  will  dare  to  fhew  their 
Malice  to  us,  now  Tovoerfon  is  come.  For  tho'  'tis  true, 
we  have  no  Caftle  here,  he  has  an  Awe  upon  'em  in  his 
Worth,  which  they  both  fear  and  reverence. 

Beam. 
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:Beam.  I  wifh  it  fb  may  prove,  my  Mind  is  a  bad  Pro- 
phet to  me,  and  what  it  does  forebode  of  iB,  it  feldom 
fails  to  pay  me.    Here  he  comes. 

Col.  Ana  in  his  Company,  young  Hurmitn,  Son  to  our 
Ibutch  Governor.  I  w^ontfer  hov7  they  met. 

Inter  Toweribn,  Harman  Junior,  and  n  Skipptr, 

Tow.  [entrtng  to  the  Skipper.}  Thefc  Letters  fee  coflvey'd 
with  fpeed  to  our  Plantations.  This  to  Catnbello,  and  to 
Hitto  tnis,  this  other  .to  Lohe.  Tell  'em  their  Friends  in 
England  greet  'em  wellj  and  when  I  left  'em,  were  in 
perfeft  Health. 

Skip.  Sir,  you  fhall  be  obey'd.  {Ixit  Skipper. 

Beam.  I  heartily  rejoice  that  our  Employers  have  chrofe 
you  for  this  Place :  a  better  Choice  they  never  could  have 
made,  or  for  themielves,  or  me. 

Col.  This  I  am  fure  of,  that  our  Engli/lj  Factories  in 
all  thefe  Parts  have  wi/h'd  you  long  the  Man,  and  none 
could  be  fo  welcome  to  their  Hearts. 

Har.  fun.  And  let  me  fpeak  for  my  Countrynten  the 
Dutch,  I  have  heard  my  Father  fay,  he's  your  fworn  Bro- 
ther: And  this  late  Accident  at  Sea,  when  you  reliev'd 
tnc  from  the  Pyrates,  and  brought  my  Ship  in  fafety  off, 
1  hope  will  well  fecure  you  of  our  Gratitude. 

Tow.  You  over-rate  a  little  Courtefie;  In  your  Delive- 
rance I  did  no  more,  than  what  I  had  my  felf  from  you 
expefted :  The  common  Tics  of  our  Religion,  and  thofe 
yet  more  particular  of  Peace,  and  ftridt  Commerce,  be- 
twixt us  and  your  Nation,  exa£lcd  all  I  did,  or  could 

have  done, [To  Beamont.']   For  you  my  Friend,  let 

me  ne'er  breathe  our  Znglifo  Air  again,  but  I  more  joy 
to  fee  you,  than  my  felf  to  have  cfcap'd  the  Storm  th.;t 
tofs'd  me  long,  doubling  the  Cape,  and  all  the  fultry  Heats, 
in  pafllng  twice  the  Line :  For  now  I  have  you  here, 
methinks  this  Happinefs  fliould  not  be  bought  at  a  left 
Price. 

Har.  jun.  I'll  leave  you  with  your  Friends ;  my  Duty 
binds  iijc  to  haften  to  receive  a  Father's  Bleiling. 

[Exit  Harman  Juniof. 

'Beam.  Y'are  fb  much  a  Friend,  that  I  muft  tax  you  for 
being  a  flack  Lover.  You  have  not  yet  euquir'd  of  Jp.bini*. 

Tow. 


A    M    B   O    Y    N   A.  ^Jf 

Toro.  No,  I  durft  not.  Friend,  I  durft  not.  I  love  too 
well,  and  fear  to  know  iriy  Doom  j  there's  Hope,  in  Doubt  j 
but  yet  I  ftxt  my  Eyes  on  yours,  I  look  d  with  Earnefl:-  ^ 
nefs,  and  ask'd  with  them :  If  ought  of  III  had  happen'd,  ' 
fiire  I  had  met  it  there j  and  fitice,  methinks,  I  did  not, 
I  hare  now  recover'd  Courage,  and  refolve  to  urge  it 
from  you. 

Beam.  Your  Tfab'tndfi  then 


Tow.  You  have  iaid  all  in  that,  my  Xfabinda,  if  (he  ftill 
be  fo. 

Benm.  Enjoys  as  much  of  Health,  as  Fear  for  you,  and 
Sorrow  for  your  Abfence  wouki  permit.    iMuJ/ck  within. 
Col.  Heark,  Mufick  I  think  approaching. 
Beam.  'Tis  from  our  Fadiory  ^  fbme  fudden  Entertain- 
ment I  believe  defign'd  for  your  Return. 
Enter  Amboyners,  Men  and  Women,  vith  Timbrels  before 
them.    A  Dance. 

After  the  Dance, 

^ter  Harman  Senior,  Harman  Jmtor,   Fifcal,    aad 
Van  Herring. 

Har.  Sen.  {Embracing  Tower  fin  T]  O  my  fworn  Brother, 
ray  dear  Captain  Towerfon;  the  M.m  whom  I  love  better 
than  a  ftifFGaie,  when  I  am  becalm'd  at  Seaj  to  whom, 
I  have  receiv'd  the  Sacrament,  never  to  be  falie-hcarted. 

To-a>.  You  ne'er  fhall  have  occafion  on  my  part: "The 
like  I  promife  for  our  Factories,  while  I  continue  htrc : 
This  Ifte  yields  Spice  enough  for  bothj  sad  Europe,  Foxts, 
and  Chapmen,  where  to  vend  them. 

Har.  Sea.  It  does,  it  docs,  we  have  enough,  if  v/e  can 
be  contented. 

Tovf.  And,  Sir,  why  fhou'd  we  not  ?  what  mean  thefe 
endlefs  Jars  of  Trading  Nations?  'Tis  true,  the  World 
was  never  large  enough  for  Avarictf  or  Ambition ;  but 
thofc  who  can  be  pleas'd  with  moderate  Gain,  may  have 
the  Ends  of  Nature,  not  to  want :  Nay,  even  its  Luxii- 
rics  may  be  fupply'd  from  her  o'erflowing  Bountie^4n 
thefc  Parts :  From  whence  (he  yearly  fends  Spices,  andX 
Gums,  the  Food  of  Hcav'n  in^Sacrifice.  And  belides  thefe, 
her  Gems  of  the  richell  value,  for  Ornament,  more  than 
Nccellity.  Hifr. 
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Har.  Sen.  You  are  i'th' right,  we  muft  be  very  Friends, 
I'faith  we  mufl: ;  I  have  an  old  Dutch  Heart,  as  true  and 
trufty  as  your  'EngUJIj  Oak. 

T'ifc.  We  never  can  forget  the  Patronage  of  your  E//- 
zaheth,  of  famous  Memory ;  when  from  the  Yoak  of 
Sp/firtj  and  Alva's  Pride,  her  potent  Succours,  and  her 
well-tim'd  Bounty,  freed  us,  and  gave  us  credit  in  the 
World. 

Tow.  For  this  we  only  ask  a  fair  Commerce  and 
Friendlinefs  of  Converfation  here :  And  what  our  fevcral 
Treaties  bind  us  to,  you  (hall,  while  Ttwerfon  lives,  fee  fo 
perform'd,  as  fits  a  Subjeft  to  an  Englijh  King. 

Hctr.  Sen.  Now  by  my  Faith  you  ask  too  little,  Friend, 
we  muft  have  more  than  bare  Commerce  betwixt  us : 
Receive  me  to  your  Bofom,  by  this  Beard,  I  will  never 
deceive  you. 

Beam.  I  do  not  like  his  Oath,  there's  Treachery  in  that 
yudas-colom'd  Beard.  \^Afide. 

Fife.  Pray  ufe  me  as  your  Servant. 

Van  Her.  And  me  too,  Captain. 

Tov.  I  receive  you  both  as  Jewels,  which  I'll  wear  in 
either  Ear,  and  never  part  with  you. 

Har.  Sen.  I  cannot  do  enough  for  him,  to  whom  I 
owe  my  Son. 

Har.  Jun.  Nor  I,  'till  Fortune  fend  me  fuch  another 
brave  Occafion  of  fighting  fo  for  you. 

Har.  Sen.  Captain,  very  fliortly,  we  mufl:  ufe  your 
Head  in  a  certain  Bulmefs,  hn,  ha,  ha,  my  dear  Captain. 

Fife.  We  mufl:  ufe  your  Head  indeed,  Sir. 

Tow.  Sir,  Command  me,  and  take  it  as  a  Debt  I  owe 
your  Love. 

Har.  Sen.  Talk  not  of  Debt,  for  I  muft  have  your  Heart. 

Van  Her.  Your  Heart  indeed,  good  Captain. 

Har. Sen.  You  are  weary  now  I  know.  Sea  beat,  and 
weary,  'tis  time  we  refpite  further  Ceremony;  befides, 
I  fee  one  coming,  whom  I  know  you  long  to  embrace, 
and  I  fhou'd  be  unkind  to  keep  you  from  her  Arms. 
Enter  Yfabinda  an/i  Julia. 

Tjal).  Do  I  hold  my  Love,  do  I  embrace  him,  after  a 
tedious  Abfence  of  tiirce  Years  ?  Are  ye  indeed  return'd, 

are 
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are  yc  the  fame?  Do  you  ftill  love  your  Yfabinda}  Speak 
before  I  ask  you  tvcnty  Qi^eftions  more:  For  I  have  Co 
much  Love,  and  lb  much  Joy,  that  if  you  don't  Love 
as  well  as  I,  I  fhall  appear  diftradied. 

Tow.  We  meet  then  both  out  of  our  felves,  for  I  am 
nothing  elfe,  but  Love  and  Joy ;  and  to  take  care  of  my 
Dilcretion  now,  wou'd  make  me  much  unworthy  of 
that  Paflion,  to  whxh  you  fet  no  Bounds. 

Yfab.  How  could  you  be  fb  long  away  ? 

Tosp.  How  can  you  think  I  was?  I  ftill  was  here,  fliil 
with  you,  never  abfent  in  my  Mind. 

Har.  fun.  She's  a  moft  charming  Creature,  I  wilh  I 
had  not  leen  her.  \^Afide. 

Yfab.  Now  I  fhall  love  your  God,  becaufe  I  fee  that  he 
takes  care  of  Lovers :  But  my  dear  Engli/hmm,  I  prithee 
let  it  be  curlaftof  Abfence,  I  cannot  bear  another  parting 
from  thee,  nor  promife  thee  to  live  three  other  Years,  if 
thou  again  goeft  hence. 

Tow.  I  never  will  without  you. 

Har.  Sen.  I  iaid  tefore,  we  fhould  but  trouble  yc. 

Tow.  You  make  me  blufh,  but  if  you  ever  were  a  Lo- 
ver, Sir,  you  will  forgive  a  Folly,  which  is  fwcet,  tho'  I 
confefs,  'tis  much  txtravagant. 

Har.  Ji.n.  A  has  but  too  much  Caufe  for  this  excels 
©f  Joy  i  oh  happy,  happy  En^lijhmany  but  I  unfortunate. 

[Aftde. 

Tow.  Now  when  you  pleafe,  lead  on. 

Har.  Sen.  This  Day  you  fhall  be  feafted  at  the  Caftle, 
where  our  Great  Guns  fhall  loudly  fpeak  your  Welcome, 
All  Signs  of  Toy  fhall  through  the  ihe  be  fhown, 
Whilft  in  fuDRomers  we  our  Friendfhip  Crown. 

[Exeunt  onrnes. 
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ACT    n.    SCENE    I. 

Enter  Yfabinda,  and  Harman  Juni'dr. 
yftih.  *T^  H I S  to  me,  ifrom  you,  againfl  your  Friend  ? 

-■-      Har.  Jm.  Have  I  not  Eyes,  are  you  not  fair  ? 
Why  does  it  feem  fb  ftrange  ? 

Ijab.  Come,  'tis  a  Piot  fctwixt  you :  My  Et;^Ufhman  is 
jealous,  and  has  fent  you  to  try  nly  Faith;  he  might 
have  fpar'd  the  Experiment  after  a  three  Years  Abfence ; 
that  was  a  Proof  iufiicient  of  my  Conftancy. 

Har.  Jun.  I  heard  him  fay  he  never  had  return'd,  but 
that  his  Mailers  of  the  Ijifi-tMia.  Company  prdffer'd  him 
large  Conditions. 

Ifab.  You  dsi  belye  him  balely, 

Uar.  Jun.  As  much  as  I  do  you,  in  faying  you  are 
Fair  -,  or  as  I  do  my  felf,  when  I  declarfc  I  die  tor  you. 

Jfitb.  If  this  be  earneft,  you've  dene  a  irioft  urimaiily 
and  ungrateful  Part,  to  court  the  intended  "Wife  of  hlin, 
to  whom  you  are  moft  oblig'd. 

H(tr.  fun.  Leave  me  to  anfwer  tliat:  AfTure  your  fclf 
I  love  you  violently,  and  if  you  are  wife,  you'll  make 
fome  difference  'twixt  Towerfon  and  me, 

Tfai.  Yes,  I  fliall  make  a  diffctenct,  btit  not  to  your 
Advantage. 

Har.  Jun.  You  muft,  or  falfifie  your  Knowledge}  an 
JEngliJIjmitn,  part  Captain,  and  part  Merchant  i  his  Nation 
of  declining  Intereft  hete :  Conlider  this,  and  weigh  a- 
gainft  that  Fellow,  not  me,  but  any,  the  Icaft  and  meaneft 
Dutchman  in  this  Ifle. 

Tfah.  I  do  not  weigh  by  Bulk :  I  know  your  Coun- 
trymen have  the  Advantage  there. 

Har.  Jun.  Hold  back  your  Hand,  from  firming  of 
your  Faith ;  you'll  thank  me  in  a  little  time,  for  flaying 
you  To  kindly  from  embarking  in  his  Ruin. 

Tfab.  His  Fortune  is  not  fo  contemptible  as  you'd  make 
it  feem. 

Harm. 
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tJrr.ym.  Wait  but  one  Month  for  the  Event. 

r/e.B,  1  v/ill  not  wait  one  Day,  though  I  were  fure  to 
fink  with  him  the  next :  Sg  well  I  love  my  Toiptrfin,  I 
will  not  lofe  another  Sun,  for  fear  G  fliould  not  rife  to 
Morrow.  For  your  felf,  pray  reft  afllir'd,  of  all  MaR*- 
kind,  y©u  fliould  not  bemy  Choice,  after  un  A£t  of  fuch 
Ingratitude. 

Har.  Jtm.  You  may  repent  your  Scorn  at  leifure. 

Ifoib.  Never,  unlefs  I  marry'd  you. 
T.nter  Towcrfon. 

Tow.  Now  my  desr  Xfitbiada,  I  dare  pronounce  my  felf 
moft  happy :  Since  1  have  gain'd  your  Kiudi'cd,  all  Diffi" 
culties  ceale. 

TCfab.  I  wifh  we  find  it  fb. 

loTo.  Why,  is  ought  happen'd  fince  I  few  you  lall? 
Methinks  a  Sadnefs  dwells  upon  your  Brow,  like  that  I 
faw  before  my  lafl  long  Abfence.  You  do  not  fpcak  : 
My  Friend  dumb  too  ?  Nay  then  I  fear  fbme  more  than 
ordinary  Caufe  produces  this. 

Har,  yun.  You  have  no  reafbn,  Toverjon,  to  be  lad,  you 
are  the  happy  Man.  . 

Tow.  If  I  have  any,  you  mufl  needs  have  fome. 
,     Mar.  Jmh.  No,  you  are  lov'd,  and  I  am  bid  defpair. 

Tme.  Time,  and  your  Sei  vices,  will  perhaps  make  you 
as  happy  as  I  am  in  my  Xfabiadn'f,  Love. 

Bar.  Jan.  I  thought  I  Ipoke  £o  plain,  I  might  be  utt« 
derfloodj  but  lince  I  did  not,  I  mufl  teU  you  'Grtverfia,  I 
wear  the  Title  of  yO(.ir  Friend  no  longer,  bccaufe  I  am 
your  Rival. 

Tow.  Is  this  true,  Yfahindii  ? 

Tfab.  I  fhould  not,  I  CGrifeis,  hsv*  told  you  fffft,  bcv 
caufe  I  would  not  give  you  that  Difquietj  but  fince  he 
has,  it  is  too  fad  a,  truth. 

2ivp.  Ixave  us,  my  Dear,  a  little  fco  oin-  felves. 

Tfab.  I  fcai-  you'll  <^uarrcl,  for  he  fcem'd  incens'd,  and 
threaten'd  you  with  Ruin.  \Ta  htm  ajide. 

Tow.  'Tis  to  prevent  an  III,  which  may  be  fatal  to  us 
both,  that  I  would  ipeak  with  him. 

Tfab.  Swear  to  me  by  your  Love  you  will  not  fight. 

Tow.  Fear  not,  my  Tfabindai  things  are  not  grown  to 
that  £xtf?raity.  Yfak 
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Yfah.  I  leave  you,  but  I  doubt  the  Confequfnce. 

[Exit  Yfab: 
7J>».  I  want  a  Name  to  call  you  by ;  Friend,  you  de- 
clare you  a;c  not,  and  to  Rival  I  am  not  yet  enough  ac- 
cuftom'd. 

Har.  Jim.  Now  I  confider  on't,  it  fhall  be  yet  in  your 
free  Choice,  to  call  me,  one  or  other ;  for,  Toverfin,  1  do 
not  decline  your  Friendfhip,  but  then  yield  I^/W/a  to  me. 
Tovp.  Yield  TCfttbinda  to  you? 

Uttr.  fun.  Yes,  and  pi  eferve  the  Blcfling  of  my  Friend- 
fhip;  I'iJ  make  my  Father  yours,  your  Fa£lories  fhal!  be 
no  more  oppreft,  but  thiive  in  all  Advantages  with  ours; 
your  Gain  fhaii  be  beyond  what  you  could  hope  for 
from  the  Treaty :  In  all  the  Traffick  of  thefe  Eaftern 
Parts,  ye  fhall 

3iw.  Hold,  you  miftakc  me  Harmon,  I  never  gave  you 
juft  Occafion  to  think  I  wou'd  make  Merchandize  of 
Love;  JfabinJa  you  kno'tv  is  mine,contra(9-ed  to  me  e'er 
I  went  for  En^^l/md,  and  mufl  be  ft)  'till  Death. 

Har.  fun.  She  muft  nor,  Tneerfon-y  you  know  you  are 
not  ftrongeft  in  thcfe  Parts,  and  'twilJ  be  ill  contefHng 
with  your  Mafters. 

Tov.  Our  Mafters  ?  Harmon,  you  durft  not  once  have 
nam'd  that  Word  in  any  part  of  Europe. 

Har.  Jm.  Here  I  both  dare  and  will,  you  ha*  no  Ca- 
ftles  in  Am6oyrui. 

Tow.  Tho*  we  have  not,  we  yet  have  EngUP)  Hearts 
and  Courages,  not  to  endure  Affronts. 
Har.  fun.  They  may  be  try'd. 
TovD.  Your  Father  fure  will  not  maintain  you  in  this 
Infblence,  I  know  he  is  too  honeft. 

Har.  Jun.  Aflureyourfelf,  he  will  efpoufe  my  Quarrel. 
Tow.  We  would  complain  to  England. 
Har.  fun.  Your  Countrymen  have  try'd  that  courfc  fo 
often,  methinks  they  fhouid  grow  wifer,  and  defift :  But 
now  tliere  is  no  need  of  troubling  any  others  but  our 
felves;  the  fum  of  all  is  this,  you  either  muft  refign  me 
Tfabinda,  or  inftantly  refolve  to  clear  your  Title  to  her 
by  your  Sword. 

Tor».  I  will  do  neither  now. 
;  Har.  Jm.  Then  Til  believe  you  dare  not  fight  me  fairly. 

Tow. 
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Tow.  You  know  I  durfl:  have  fought,  the*  I  am  not 
vain  enough  to  boaft  it,  nor  would  upbraid  you  with 
remembrance  of  it. 

Har.  fun.  You  deftroy  your  Benefit  with  rehearfal  of 
it,  but  that  was  in  a  Ship,  back'd  by  your  Men,  fmglc 
Duel  is  a  fairer  Tryal  of  your  Courage. 

Toxa.  I'm  not  to  be  provok'd  out  of  my  Temper:  Here 
I  am  a  publick  Perfon,  intrufted  b)i,  my  King  and  my 
Employers,  and  fhould  I  kill  you  Harmon—  ■ 
Har.  fun.  Oh  never  think  you  can.  Sir. 
Tow.  I  fl-.ould  betray  my  Countrymen  to  fuffer  not  only 
worfe  Indignities,  than  tnofe  they  have  already  bom,  but 
for  ought  I  know,  might  give  'cm  up  to  g-eneral  Impri- 
fonment,  perhaps  betray  them  to  a  Mal&cre. 

Har,  Jun.  Thefe  are  but  pitiful  and  weak  Excufes,  I'll 
force  you  to  confeis  you  dare  not  Fight,  you  fliall  ha* 
Provocations. 

Tow.  I  will  not  ftay  to  take  'em:  Only  this  before  I 

foj  if  you  are  truly  Gallant,  infult  not  where  you  have 
ower,  but  keep  your  Quarrel  fecrct,  we  may  hive  time 
and  place  out  of  this  Ifland :  Mean  while,  I  go  to  marry 
Xfat'uida,  that  you  fliall  fee  I  dare:  Ko  more,  follow  mc 
not  an  Inch  beyond  this  place,  no  not  an  Inch,  adieu. 

[Exit  Towcrfon. 
Har.  fun.  Thou  goeft  to  thy  Grave,  or  I  to  mine. 

\ls  geing  after  him. 
Enter  Fiical. 
Ttfi,  Whither  fo  fad,  Min  Heeri 
Har.Jun.  After  that  Englipj  Dog,  whom  I  believe  you 
iaw. 

Fife.  Whom,  Towerfon  ? 

Har.  Jun.  Yes,  let  mc  go,  I'll  have  his  Blood. 
life.  Let  me  advife  you  firftj  you  young  Men  arc  fo 
violently  hot. 

Har.  1  fay  I'll  have  his  Blood. 

Jifc.  To  have  his  Blood  is  not  amifs,  fo  far  I  go  with 
you,  but  take  me  with  you  fiirther  for  the  Means :  Firft, 
what's  the  Injury? 

Har.  fun.  Not  to  detain  you  with  a  tedious  Story,  I 
love  his  Miftrefs,  courteJ  her,  was  flighted;  into  the 
heat  of  this  he  came,  loflfcr'd  him  the  beft  Advantages, 

he 
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he  could  or  to  himfclf  propofe,  or  to  his  Nation,  would 
he  quit  her  Love. 

Tifc.  So  far  yow  are  prudent,  for  (he's  exceeding  rich. 

tiar.  Jm.  He  refus'd.  all,  then  I  threaten'd  him  with 
jftty  Father's  Power. 

life.  That  was  unwifely  donej  your  Father,  under- 
hand, may  do  a  Mifchief,  but  'tis  too  grofs  above  board. 
Hxr.Jtm.  At  laft,  nought  elle  prevailing,  I  defy'd  him 
to  finglcDucl;  this  he.  refus'd,  and  I  believe  'twas  Fear. 

F//C.  No,  no,  miftake  him  not,  'tis  a  ftout  Whorfbn ; 
you  did  ill  to  piefs  him,  'twill  not  found  well  in  'Europe, 
he  being  here  a  publick  Miniflcr ;  having  no  means  of 
fcaping  fliodd  he  kill  you,  belides  expofing  all  his  Coun- 
trymen to  a  Revenge. 

Har.  Jun.  That's  all  one,  I'm  refolv'd  I  will  purfuemy 
Courfc,  and  fight  him. 

Ttfc.  Purfue  your  End,  that's  to  enjoy  the  Woman, 
and  her  Wealth  ;  I-  wou'd,.  like  you,  have  Tovetrfon  di- 
fpatch'd';  for  as  I  am^a  true  Dutchnm,  I  do  hate  hrm, 
but  I  would  convey  Aim  fmoothly  out  of  the  World, 
and  without  Nolle ;  they'll  fay  we  ai  e  ingrateful  eMe,  in 
England,  and  barbaroufly  cruel;  now  I  could  fwallow 
down  the  thing  Ingratitude,  and  the  thing  Murder,  but 
the  Names  are  odious, 

Har.  fun.  What  would  you  have  me  do  then .' 

Ti[c.  Let  him  enjoy  his  Love  a  little  while, 'twill  break 
no  Squares,  in  the  long  run  of  a  Man's  Liiej  you  fhall 
have  enough  of  her,  and  in  convenient  time. 

Bar.  fun.  I  cannot  bear  he  fhou'd  enjoy  her  firft;  no, 
'tis  determin'd ;  I  will  kill  him  bravely. 

Tifc.  Ay,  a  right  young  Man's  Bravery,  that's  Folly : 
Let  me  alone,  fomething  I'll  put  in  Pradice,  to  rid  jou  , 
of  this  Rival  e'er  he  marries,  without  your  once  appear- 
ing in  it. 

Har.  Jtm.  If  I  durft  truft  you  now? 

Ttfc.  If  you  believe  that  I  have  Wit,  or  love  you. 

Har.  Jun.  Well,  Sir,  you  liave  prevail'd  j  be  fpeedy;  for 
once  I  will  rely  on  you ;  Farewel,  [Exit  Harman. 

Ttfc.  This  hopeful  Bulinels  will  be  quickly  fpoil'd,  if  I 

aot  take  exceeding  care  of  it. -Stay, —  Tosptrfon 

to 
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to  be  kill'd  and  privately,  that  muft  be  laid  down  as  the 
Groundwork,  for  ftronger  Reafons  than  a  young  Man's 
Paffion  i  but  who  fhall  do't  ?  no  EngUjhman  will,  and  much 
I  fear,  no.  Dutchman  dares  attempt  it. 

Enter  Perez. 
Well  laid,  I'faith  old  Devil,  let  thee  alone,  when  once  a 
Map  is  plotting  Villany,  to  find  him  a  fit  Inftrument  ■— 
This  SpaviJI)  Captain,  who  commands  our  Slaves,  is  bold 
enough,  and  is  befide  in  Want,  and  proud  enough,  to 
think  he  merits  Wealth. 

Fer.  Thi^  Fifcfil  loves  my  Wifej  I'm  jealous  of  him,  and 
yet  muft  fpeak  him  fair  to  get  my  Pay  5  Oh,  there's  the 
Devil  io\  m  Caftilim,  to  ftoop  to  one  of  his  own  Mailer's 
Rebels,  who  has,  or  who  defigns  to  Cuckold  him.  [^^ide. 
— — To  FifcaL  I  come  to  kifs  your  Hand  again,  Sir,  fix 
Months  I  am  in  Arrear,  I  mull  not  flarve,  and  Spmi^ds 
cannot  beg. 

life.  IVe  been,  a  better  Friend  to  you,thaa  perhaps  you 
think,  Captain. 

fer.  i.  fear  you  have  indeed.  {^Ajid^. 

Fife.  And  faithfully  folljcited  your  BufineO-,  fend  but 
your  Wife  to  morrow  Morning  early,  the  Mony  fiiali  be 
ready. 

Fer.  What  if  I,  come,  my  felf  ? 
Fife,  Why  ye  may  have  it  if  you  come  your  felf  Cap* 
tain,  but  in  cafe  your  Occalions  fliould  call  you  any  o- 
ther  way,  you  dare  trull  her  to  receive, it. 
Fer.  She  has  no  Skill  in  Money. 
Fife.  It  fhall  be  told  into  her  Hand,  or  given  her  upon 
Honour,  in  a  Lump ;  but  Captain,  you  were  faying  you 
did  want ;  now  I  ihould  think  three  hundred  Dobkx)ns 
would  do  you  no  great  harm,  they'll  ferve  to  make  you 
merry  on  the  Watch. 
Fer.  Mull  they  be  told  into  my  Wife's  Hand  too? 
Fife.  No,  thoie.you  may  receive  your  felf,  if  you  dare 
merit  'em. 

Fsr.  I  am  a  Sptmuird^  Sir,  that  indplies  Honour :  I  dai« 
all  that  is  poflible-i 

Fife.  Then  you  dare  kill  a  Maa. 
Per.  So  it  be  fairly. 

Tlfc^. 
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Ftfc.  But  what  if  he  will  not  be  Co  civil  to  be  kiJI'd 
that  way  ?  He's  a  l^urdy  Fellow,  I  know  you  ftout,  and 
do  not  queftion  your  Valour;  but  I  would  make  fure 
work,  and  not  endanger  you  who  are  my  Friend. 
Ter.  I  fear  the  Governor  will  execute  me. 
Fife.  The  Governor  will  thank  you :  'Tis  he  fhall  be 
your  Pay-Mafter ;  you  (hall  have  your  Pardon  drawn  up 
before- hand;  and  remember,  no  tranfitory  Sum,  three  hun- 
dred Quadruples  in  your  own  Country  Gold. 
Fer,  Well,  name  your  Man. 

Enter  Julia. 
Tifc.  Your  Wife  comes,  take  it  in  whifper. 

[Ihty  Whtfptr. 
JhI.  Yonder's  my  Mafter,  and  my  Dutch  Servant,  how 
lovingly  they  talk  in  private ;  if  I  did  not  know  my  Don's 
Tempo:  to  be  monftroufly  jealous,  I  fhould  think,  they 
were  driving  a  fccret  Bargain  for  my  Bodyj  but  Cuerru 
is  not  to  be  digefted  by  my  Cafiilian.  Mi  Moher,  my  Wife 
and  my  Miftrefs !  he  laies  the  Emphafis  on  me,  as  if  to 
Cuckold  him  were  a  worfe  Sin,  then  breaking  the  Com- 
mandment.   If  my  Englijh  Lover  Beamont,   my  Dutch 
f  Love  the  T'tfcal,  and  my  Spmijh  Husband,  were  painted 
'  in  a  Piece  with  me  amongft  'cm,  they  would  make  a 
\  pretty  Emblem  of  the  two  Nations,  that  Cuckold  his 
'^Catholick  Majefty  in  his  Indies. 
Tifc.  You'll  undertake  it  then  ? 

Ter.  I  have  ferv'd  under  Towtrjm  as  his  Lieutenant, 
icrv'd  him  well,  and  the'  I  iay't,  bravely,  yet  ne'er  have 
been  rewarded,  tho'  he  promis'd  largely  j  'tis  refolv'd, 
ril  do't. 

Fife.  And  fwcar  Secrefie. 
Fir.  By  this  Beard. 

Fife.  Go  wait  upon  the  Governor  from  me,  confer 
with  him  about  it  in  my  Nanie,  this  Seal  will  give  you 
credit.  [Gives  him  his  Seal. 

Fer.  I  go.  [Goes  ajlep  or  two,  while  the  other  approaches 
iis  ^Vife.l  What  (hall  I  be,  before  I  come  again  ?     [Exit. 
Fife.  Now  my  fair  Miflrefs,  we  fhaJ  have  the  Oppor- 
tunity which  I  have  long  delir'd.  [To  Julia. 
Fer.  The  Governor  is  now  a  fleeping.  thisishisHojrof 
Afternoons  Rcpoie,  Til  go  whea  he's  awake.   [B^twming, 

Fife-. 


A   M    B    O    Y    N   A.  3Sf 

Fifi.  He  flept  early  this  Afternoon,  I  left  him  newly 
wak'd. 

Per.  Well,  I  go  then,  but  with  an  aking  Heart.    [Exit. 
Fife.  So,  at  length  he's  gone. 
^ul.  But  you  may  find  ne  was  jealous  by  his  Delay. 
Fife.  If  I  were  as  you,  I  would  give  evident  Proofs, 
ftiould  cure  him  of  that  Difeafe  for  ever  after. 
Enter  Perez  again. 
Fer.  I  have  confider'd  on't,  and  if  you  would  go  along 
with  me  to  the  Governor,  it  would  do  much  better. 

Fife.  No,  no,  that  would  make  the  Matter  more  fu- 
fpicious.    The  Devil  take  thee  for  aa  impertinent  Cuck- 
old. [#</e. 
Fer.  Well,  I  muft  go  then.                           [Exit  Perez. 
yul.  Nay  there  was  never  the  like  of  him,  but  it  (han't 
fcrve  his  Turn,  we'll  Cuckold  him  moft  fiirioufly. 
Enter  Perez  again. 
Fer.  I  had  forgot  one  thing,  dear  fweet  Heart  go  home 
quickly,  and  overfee  our  Bulinefs,  it  won't  go  forward 
without  one  of  us. 

Fife.  I  warrant  you,  take  no  care  of  your  Bufinefs, 
leave  it  to  me.  111  put  it  forward  in  your  Abfence:  go, 
go,  you'll  lofe  your  Opportunity ;  I'll  be  at  home  before 
you,  and  fup  with  you  to  Night. 
Fer.  You  (hall  be  welcome,  but— — — 
Fife.  Three  hundred  Quadruples.  . 

Fer.  That's  true,  but — 

Fife.  But  three  hundred  Quadruples. 
Fer.  The  Devil  take  the  Quadruples. 

Enter  Beamont. 
Beam.  There's  my  Cuckold  that  muft  be,  and  my  Fel- 
k)w  Swaggerer  the  Dutchman,  With,  my  Miftrefs  j  my  Nofe 
is  wip'd  to  Day,  I  muft  retire,  for  the  Spaniard  is  jealous 
of  me. 

Fer.  Oh,  Mr.  Beamont,  I'm  to  ask  a  Favour  of  you. 
Beam.  This  is  unufual,  pray  command  it  Senior. 
Fer.  I  am  gomg  upon  urgent  Bujinefs,  pray  fup  with 
me  to  Night,  and  in  the  mean  time,  beai*  my  worthy 
Friend  here  Company. 
Beam.  With  all  my  Heart. 
Vol.  III.  R  f^f^ 
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Per.  So,  now  I  am  fccure;  tho*  I  dare  not  truft  her 
with  one  of 'em,  I  may  wirh  bothi  they'll  hinder  one 
another,  and  prefevve  my  Honour  into  the  Ba!>ain. 
Now  for  my  Dobloons.  [Exit 

Beam.  Now  Mr.  Fi/cal,  you  are  the  happy  Man  with 
the  Lad  cs,  and  have  got  the  precedence  of  Traffick  ]iere 
too  :  you've  the  iTuiiis  in  your  Arms,  yet  I  hope  a  poor 
Eiiglijhmm  ma^  come  in  for  a  third  part  of  the  Mer- 
chandife. 

Fife.  Oh,  Sir,  in  thefe  Commodities,  here's  enough  for 
both,  here's  Mace  for  you,  and  Nutmeg  for  me  in  the 
fame  Fruit ;  and  yet  the  Owner  has  to  fparc  for  other 
Friends  too. 

Jtd.  My  Husband's  Plantation's  like  to  thrive  well  be- 
twixt you. 

Beam.  Horn  him,  he  deferves  not  fb  much  Happ'nefs 
as  he  enjoys  in  you ;  he's  jealous. 

ful.  'Tis  no  wonder  if  a  Spaniard  looks  yellow. 

:Beam.  Betwixt  you  and  me,  tis  a  little  kind  of  Ven- 
ture that  we  make,  in  doing  this  Don's  drudgery  tor 
him ;  for  the  w*!lbI^^l»on  of  *em  is  generally  fo  Pocky, 
that  'tis  no  lc«|tt- -a^pffiSfe,  but  a  fecond  Nature  in  'em. 

Fife.  I  have' heart? "radadi,  that  'tis  incorporated  among 
'em,  as  deeply  as  the  Moors  and  jews  are,  there's  Tcarce 
a  Family,  but  \\z  crept  into  their  Blood  hke  the  new 
Chriftians. 

JmI.  Come  ri]  have  no  whifpering  betwixt  you,  I 
know  you  were  talking  of  my  Husband,  becaufc  my 
Nofe  itches. 

iMW.  Faith,  Madam,  I  was  fjjeaking  in  Favour  of  your 
Nation;  What  pleafant  Lives!  have  known  Spamardi  to 
live  in  England. 

ful.  If  you  love  me,  let  me  hear  a  little. 

Beam.  We  obierv'd  'em  to  have  much  of  the  Nature  of 
our  Flics,  they  buz'd  abroad  a  Month  or  two  i'th'  Sum- 
mer, would  venture  about  Dog  Days  to  take  the  Air  in 
the  Park,  but  alJ  the  Winter  Uept  like  Dormice,  and  if 
ever  they  appear'd  in  publick  after  Michaelmas,  their  Faces 
Ihcw'd  the  difference  betwixt  their  Country  and  ours, 
for  they  look  in  Spain  as  if  they  were  roafted,  and  in 
"Bn^lmd  as  if  they  were  foddcn. 
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Jul.  I'll  not  believe  your  Defcription. 
Vsfc.  Yet  our  Obfervations  of  'em  in  HollanJ,  are  not 
iTi'-ich  unlike  it;  I've  known  a  ^reat  Don  at  the  Hague, 
with  the  Gentleman  of  his  Horfe,  his  Major  Domo,  and 
two  Secretaries,  all  Dine  at  four  Tabks,  on  th  •  Quarters 
of  a  fingle  Pullet :  The  Vitftuals  of  the  under  Servants 
were  v/eighd  out  in  Ounces,  by  the  Don  himfelf;  with 
ib  much  Gailick  in  the  other  Scale:  A  thin  Slice  of  Ba- 
con, went  through  the  Family  a  Week  to«<'ther:  For  it 
was  daily  put  into  the  Pot  for  Pottage;  was  fcrv'd  in  the 
midft  of  the  Difh  at  Dinners,  and  taken  out  and  weigh'd 
by  the  Stewaid,  at  the  end  of  every  Meal,  to  fee  how 
much  it  loft;  'till  at  length,  looking  at  it  againit  the  Sun, 
it  appcar'd  tranfparent,  and  then  he  would  have  whip'd  it 
up,-  as  his  own  Fees,  at  a  M«  ricl;  but  that  his  Lod  bar'd 
the  Dice,  and  rcckon'd  it  to  him  for  a  part  ot  his  Board 
Wages. 

Beam.  In  few  Words,  Madam,  the  general  Notion  we 
had  of  'em,  was,  that  they  vveie  very  frugal  of  their  S^et- 
niJJj  Coin,  and  very  liberal  of  their  Neapoiitane. 

'ful.  I  fee.  Gentlemen,  you  aie  in  the  way  of  Rally- 
ing; therefore  let  me  be  no  hind'iance  to  your  Sport  j 
do  as  much  for  one  another,  as  you  have  done  for  our 
Nation  Pray,  Min  Heer  Fifcal,  what  think  you  of  the 
Enjtfh} 

Ftfc.  Oh,  I  have  an  Honour  for  the  Country. 
Beam.  I  beleech  you  leave  your  Ceremony,  we  can  heir 
of  our  Faults  without  Cholcr,  therefore  fpeak.  of  us  with 
a  true  Awfierdam  Spirit,  and  do  not  fparc  us. 

Tifc.  Since  you  command  me.  Sir,  'tis  ia;d  of  "you,  \ 
know  not  how  truly,  that  for  your  FilVery  at  home, 
you're  hke  Dogs  in  the  Manger,  you  will  neither  ma- 
nage it  your  felves,  nor  permit  your  Neighbours ;  fo  that 
for  your  Sovereignty  of  the  Narrow  Seas,  if  the  Inhabi- 
tants of  'em,  the  'herrings,  were  capable  of  being  Judges, 
they  would  certainly  award  it  to  the  Englijl},  bccauie 
they  were  then  fure  to  live  undifturb'd,  and  quiet  under 
you. 

Seam.  Very  goodj  proceed.  Sir. 

R  4  '    '         Ti/(. 
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Tifc.  'Tis  true,  you  gave  us  Aid  in  our  time  of  need, 
but  you  paid  your  fehcs  with  our  cautionary  Towns ; 
And  that  you  nave  iince  deliver'd  thein  up,  we  can  ne- 
ver give  fufficient  Commendation,  either  to  your  Hone- 
fty,  or  to  your  Wit;  for  both  which  Qualities,  you  have 
purchas'd  fuch  an  immortal  Fame,  that  all  Nations  arc 
inftrufted  how  to  deal  with  you  another  time. 

Beam.  A  moft  grateful  Acknowledgment  j  fwcet  Sir, 
go  on, 

Tifc.  For  your  Trade  abroad,  if  you  (hould  obtain  it, 
you  are  fo  horribly  cxpeniive,  that  you  would  undo  your 
iclves  and  all  Chiiftendom :  For  you  would  fink  under 
your  very  Profit,  and  the  Gains  of  the  univerfal  World 
would  beggar  you :  You  devour  a  Voyage  to  the  Indies, 
by  the  multitude  of  Mouths  with  which  you  Man  your 
Veflcls :  Providence  has  contriv'd  it  well,  that  the  Indies 
are  manag'd  by  us,  an  induftrious  and  frugal  People,  who 
diftribute  its.  Mcrchandife  to  the  reft  of  Europe,  and  fuffcr 
it  not  to  be  confum'd  in  B:£lafui,that  the  other  Members 
might  be  Ilarv'd,  while  you  of  Crent  Britain,  as  you  call 
it,  Tike  a  rickety  Head,  would  only  fwcU  and  grow  big- 
ger by  it, 

yul.  I  have  heard  enough  of  England;  have  you  no- 
thing to  return  upon  the  Netherlands  i 

Beam.  Faith  very  little,  to  any  purpofe;  he  has  been 
before-hand  with  us,  as  his  Countrymen  are  in  their 
Trade,  and  taken  up  fo  many  Vices  for  the  ufe  of  Eng- 
land, that  he  has  left  almofl  none  for  the  Loxf  Countries. 

Jul.  Come,  a  word  however. 

Beam.  In  the  firft  place  you  fliew'd  your  Ambition, 
when  you  began  to  be  a  State :  For  not  being  Gentle- 
men, you  have  ftoln  the  Arms  ot  the  beft  Families  of 
Europe ;  and  wanting  a  Name,  you  made  bold  with  the 
firft  of  the  divine  Attributes;  and  call'd  your  felvestthe 
HIGH  and  MIGHTY.  Though,  let  me  tell  you,  that, 
belides  the  Biafphemy,the  Title  is  ridiculous;  ior  HIGH 
is  no  more  proper  for  the  NetherlandstXhzn  MIGHTY  is 
for  feven  little  rafcally  Provinces,  no  bigger  in  all  than  a 
Sh.vc  in  England.  For  my  main  Theam,  your  Ingrati- 
tude, YOU  have  in  part  acknowledge  it,  by  your  laugh- 
ing 
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ing  at  our  eaFe  delivery  of  your  Cautionary  Towns  ; 
Tne  beft  is,  we  are  us'd  by  you,  as  well  as  your  own 
Princes  of  the  Houfe  of  Or^^e:  We  and  They  have  fct 
you  up,  and  you  undermine  their  Power,  and  circum- 
vent our  Trade. 

Fife.  And  good  rcafon,  if  our  Ihtereft  reqvires  it. 

Beam,  That  leads  me  to  your  Religion,  which  is  only 
made  up  of  Intereft:  At  home,  you  tolerate  all  Worfhips, 
in  them  who  can  pay  for  it  •■,  and  abroad,  you  were  late- 
ly fb  civil  to  the  Emperor  of  Pe^it,  as  to  do  open  Sacri- 
fice to  his  Idols. 

Tifc.  Yes,  and  by  the  fame  Token  you  Englifly  were 
fuch  prcciic  Fools  as  to  vcfufc  it. 

Beam.  For  Frugality  in  Trading,  ^ve  confefs  we  can- 
not compare  with  you;  for  our  Merchants  live  hke  No- 
blemen: Your  Gentlemen,  if  you  have  any,  live  like 
Bores;  you  trafiick  for  all  the  Rarities  of  the  World,  and 
dare  ufc  none  of  'em  your  felvcs ;  fo  that  in  effcdl,  you 
are  the  Mill-Horfes  of  Mankind,  that  labour  only  for  the 
wretched  Provender  you  eat :  A  Pot  of  Butter  and  a  pick- 
led Herring  is  all  your  Riches ;  and  in  fliort,  you  hare  a 
good  Title  to  cheat  all  Europe,  bccaufe  in  the  firft  place, 
you  cozen  your  own  Backs  and  Bellies. 

Tifc.  We  may  enjoy  more,  when  e'er  we  plcafe. 

Beam.  Your  Liberty  is  a  grofier  Cheat  than  any  of  the 
reft;  for  you  are  ten  times  more  tax'd,  than  ad^  People 
in  Chriilendom :  You  nevei-  keep  any  League  with  Fo- 
reign Princes;  You  flatter  our  Kings,  and  ruin  their 
Subjefts :  You  never  dcny'd  us  Satisfattion  at  home  for 
Injuries,  nor  ever  gave  it  us  abroad. 

Fife.  You  mull  make  your  felves  more  fear'd,  when 
you  expcdl  it. 

Beam.  And  I  prophefie  that  time  will  come,  when 
fbme  generous  Monarch  of  our  Ifland,  wi  1  undertake 
our  Qiiarrel,  reafllime  the  Filhery  of  our  Seas,  and  make 
them  as  coniidcrable  to  the  EnglifJj,  as  the  Indies  are  to 
you. 

Fife.  Before  that  comes  to  pafs,  you  may  repeat  your 
over-lavifh  Tongue. 

Beam.  I  was  no  more  in  earnell  than  )  ou  w.re. 

R  3  Jul. 
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Jul.  Pray  let  this  go  no  further,  my  Husband  has  in- 
vitcd  both  ro  Supper. 

heam.  If  you  pleafe,  I'll  fall  to  before  he  comes,  or  at 
leaft  while  he  is  conferring  in  private  with  the  Tifcal. 

\Ajide  to  her . 
Jul.  Their  private  Eufineflcs  let  them  agree. 
The  Dutch  /or  him,  the  Englijhman  for  me.         {Exeunt. 


ACT    III.    SCENE    I. 

Enter  Perez. 

TRUE,  the  Reward  propos'd  is  great  enough,  I 
want  it  too ;  befides,  this  Engli/hman  has  never  paid 
me,  fince,  as  his  Lieutenant,  I  ferv'd  him  once  againft 
the  Ti^rk  at  Sea,  yet  he  confefs'd  I  did  my  Duty  well, 
when  twice  I  clear'd  our  Decks  j  he  has  long  prorais'd 
me,  but  what  aie  Promifes  to  ftarving  Men  ?  this  is  his 
Houfe,  he  may  walk  out  this  Morning. 
Btiter  a  Page  and  another  Servant,  walkmg  by, not  feeing  him. 
Thcie  belong  to  him,  I'll  hide  till  they  are  paft. 

Serv.  He  flecps  foundly  for  a  Man  who  is  tobcmarry'd 
when  he  wakes. 

Page.  He  do's  well  to  take  his  Time,  for  he  do's  not 
know  when  he's  marry'd,  whether  ever  he  fhall  have  a 
ibund  Sleep  again. 

Serv.  He  bid  we  fhou'd  not  wake  him,  but  fome  of 
us  in  good  Manners  ftiou'd  have  flaid,  and  not  have  left 
him  quite  alone. 

Page.  In  good  Manners,  I  {hou'd  indeed,  but  I'll  ven- 
ture a  Mailer's  Anger  at  any  time  for  a  Miflrefs,  and 
that's  my  Cafe  at  prefent. 

Serv.  1*11  tempt  as  great  a  Danger  that  comes  to,  for 
good  old  EngliJJj  Fellowftiip ;  I  am  invited  to  a  Morning's 
draught. 

Page.  Good-morrow  Brother,  good-morrow;  by  that 
time  you  have  fili'd  your  Belly,  and  I  have  emptied  mine, 
it  will  be  time  to  meet  at  home  again.    lExemt  feverally. 

Per. 
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Ter,  So,  this  makes  well  for  my  Defign,  he's  left  a- 
lone,  unguarded  and  afleep :  Satan,  thou  art  a  bounteous 
Friend,  and  liberal  of  Occafions  to  do  mifchief ;  my  Par- 
don I  have  ready,  if  I  am  taken,  my  Mony  half  before 
hand;  up  Terez,,  rouze  thy  Spanijli  Courage  up,  if  he 
fliould  wake,  I  think  I  dare  attempt  him,  then  my  Re- 
venge is  nobler,  and  Revenge,  to  injur'd  Men,  is  full  as 
Sweet  as  Profit.  [Ejff . 

The  SCENE  drawn,  difcovers  Towerfon  ajltep  on  a,  Couch 
in  his  Night-Gown.  A  Table  by  him.  Fen,  Ink,  and  ta- 
per on  it. 

Re-enter  Perez  with  a  Dagger. 

Fer.  Afleep  as  I  imagin'd,  and  as  faft,  as  all  the  Plum- 
mets of  eternal  Night  were  hung  upon  his  Temples :  Oh 
that  fome  courteous  Dxmon  in  the  other  World,  ^vould 
let  him  know,  'twas  Perez,  fent  him  thither:  A  Paper  by 
him  too!  he  little  thinks  it  is  hisTeftamcnt,  the  lafi  he 
e'er  fhall  make :  I'll  read  it  firft.  [Takes  it  up.']  Oh  by 
the  Infcription,  'tis  a  Memorial  of  what  he  means  to 
do  this  Day :  What's  here  ?  my  Name  in  the  firft  Line  ? 
I'll  read  it.  iReads.'}  Memorandum,  That  my  firfl  Action 
this  Morning  (hall  be  to  find  out  my  true  and  valiant  Lie.fte- 
nant.  Captain  Perez,  and  as  a  Tefiimony  of  my  Gratiiude  for 
his  honourable  Sen  ice,  to  bcftoio  on  him  five  hundred  Englifh 
towids,  7naking  my  jufl  Excufe,  I  had  it  not  before  within 
my  PoTver  to  reward  him.  [Lays  down  the  Paper.]  And 
was  it  then  for  this  I  fought  his  Life  ?  oh  baie  degene- 
rate Spaniard!  hadft  thou  done  it,  thou  hadft  been  worie 
than  damn'd;  Heav'n  took  more  care  of  me,  than  1  of 
h..xn,  to  expofe  this  Paper  to  my  timely  View.  Sleep  on 
thou  honourable  Englifhmm,  1 11  fboner  now  pierce  my 
own  Breaft  than  thine  j  fee,  he  fmilcs  too  in  his  Slum- 
ber, as  if  his  Guardian  Angel  in  a  Dream,  told  him,  he 
was  fecurci  I'll  give  him  warning  though,  to  prevent 
Danger  from  another  Hand. 

[^Vrites  on  Towerfon'f  Paper,  then  flicks  his  Dagger  in  it. 

Stick  there;  that  when  he  wakens,  he  may  know, 

T«  his  own  Virtue  he  his  Life  do's  o-ve.  [Exit  Perez. 

[Towerlbn  awaktns. 
R  4  Tovp. 
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Toif.  I  have  o'erflept  my  Hour  this  Morning,  if  to  cn- 
5oy  a  plcafing  Dream,  can  be  to  fleep  too  fong  :  Me- 
thought  my  dear  Yfab'mdM  and  my  fclf,  were  lying  in  an 
Arbour,  wrcath'd  about  with  Myrtle,  and  with  Cyprefs ; 
my  Rival  Harmsm  reconcil'd  again  to  his  Friendlhip, 
ftrew'd  us  with  Flowers,  and  put  on  each  a  Crimfon-cc- 
lour'd  Garment,  in  which  we  ftraightway  mounted  to 
the  Skies,  and  with  us,  many  of  my  'Englijh  Friends,  all 
clad  in  the  fame  Robes :   If  Dreams  have  any  meaning, 

furc  this  portends  fomc  good What's  that  I  fie,   a 

Dagger  fluck  into  the  Paper  of  my  Memorials  ?  and  writ 
below,  Thy  Virtue  fa-Jd  thy  Life ;  it  feems  fome  one  has 
been  within  my  Chamber  whilft  I  flept  5  fomething  of 
conftquence  hangs  upon  this  Accident :  What  ho,  who 
waits  without — None  anfwer  me:  Are  ye  all  dead?— 

what  ho! 

Enter  Bcamont. 

Bettm.  How  is  it,  Friend?  I  thought  cntring  your 
Houfc,  I  heard  you  call. 

T<m.  I  did,  but  as  it  feems  without  Effeft,  none  of 
my  Servants  are  within  reach  of  my  Voice. 

Beam.  You  feem  amaz'd  at  fbmcwhat! 

Tovp.  A  little  difcompos'd -. read  that,  and  iee  if 

T  have  no  occafion;  that  Dagger  was  (luck  there,  by 
him  who  writ  it. 

Beam.  I  muft  confefs  you  have  too  juft  a  Caulc:  I  am 
my  lelf  furpriz'd  at  an  Event  (b  ftrange. 

Tow.  I  know  not  who  can  be  my  Enemy  within  this 
IQand,  except  my  Rival  HArmm ;  and  for  nim,  I  truly 
did  relate  what  pafs'd  betwixt  us  Yeftcrday. 

Beam.  Ycu  bore  your  felf  in  that  as  it  became  you, 
a;  one  who  was  a  Witnefs  to  himfelf  of  his  own  Cou- 
rao-e,  and  while  by  neceffary  Care  of  others>you  were 
forc'd  to  decline  fighting,  ftiew'd  how  much  you  did  de- 
f  jife  the  Man  who  fought  the  Qiiarrel :  'Twas  bafe  in 
hiim,  fo  back'd  as  he  is  here,  to  otter  it,  much  more  to 
prefs  you  to  it. 

Tow.  I  may  find  a  foot  of  Ground  in  Ettrope,  to  tell  the 
in  {lilting  Youth,  he  better  had  provok'd  ibmc  other 
Man;  but  fure  I  cannot  think  'cwas  he,  who  left  that 
Dagger  there. 
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Beam.  No,  for  it  fccms  too  great  a  Noblenefs  of  Spi- 
rit, for  one  like  him  to  praftife:  Twas  certainly  an  E- 
nemy,  who  came  to  take  your  flcepin^  Life ;  but  thus 
to  leave  unfini(h'd  the  Defign,  proclaims  the  Ait  no 
Dutchman's. 

Tow.  That,  time  will  beft  Difcover,  I'll  think  no  fur- 
ther of  it. 

Beam.  I  confefs  you  have  more  pleafmg  Thoughts  to 
employ  your  Mind  at  prefent;  I  left  your  Bride  juft  rea- 
dy for  the  Temple,  and  came  to  call  you  to  her. 

Tm.  I'll  ftraigbt  attend  you  thither. 

Enter  Haiman  Sen.  Fifcal,  a>2<l  Van  Herring. 

Fife.  Remember,  Sir,  what  I  advis'd  you  ;  you  muft. 
fecmingly  make  up  the  Bufinefs.  [To  Har.  Sen. 

Har.  Sen.  I  warrant  you.  What  my  brave  bonny 
Bridegroom,  not  yet  drefl ;  you  arc  a  laiie  Lover,  I  muft 
chide  you,  [To  Tower fon,. 

Tow.  I  was  juft  preparing. 

Har.  Sen.  I  muft  prevent  part  of  the  Ceremony :  You 
thought  to  go  to  her,  Ihe  is  by  this  time  at  the  Cajile, 
where  ftie  is  invited  with  our  common  Friends j  for  you. 
flial!  give  me  leave,  if  you  fopleafc,  to  entertain  you  both. 

Tow.  I  have  fome  Reaibns,  why  I  muft  rcfufe  the  Ho-  ■ 
nour  you  intend  me. 

Har.  Sen.  You  muft  have  none;  what  my  old  Friend- 
ftcal  a  Wedding  from  me  ?  In  troth  you  wrong  our  Friend- 
ftiip. 

Beam.  [To  him  ajide.']  Sir,  go  not  to  the  CaJlle,  you 
cannot  in  Honour  accept  an  Invitation  from  the  Father, 
after  an  Affront  from  the  Son. 

Tow.  Once  more  I  beg  your  Pardon,  Sir. 

Har.  Sen.  Come,  come,  I  know  your  Reafon  of  refu- 
fal,  but  it  muft  not  prevail  j  my  Son  has  been  to  blame } 
ril  not  maintain  him  in  the  Icaft  negledt;  which  he 
ftiould  fliow  to  any  Engli/Ijmant  much  lefs  to  you,  the 
beft,  and  moft  efteem'd  of  all  my  Friends. 

Tow.  I  ftould  be  willing.  Sir,  to  think  it  was  a  young 
Man's  Radinefs,  or  perhaps  the  Rage  of  a  fuccelslefs  R^ 
valj  yet  he  might  have  fpar'd  feme  Words 

Hat.  Sen.  Friend,  he  {hall  ask  your  Pardon,   or  I'll"  no  • 
longer  own  himj  what,  ungrateful  to  a  Man,  whole  Va~ 
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Jour  has  preferv'd  him  ?  he  fhall  do't,  he  (hall  indeed,  I'll 
ftiakeyou  Friends  upon  your  own  Conditions,  he's  at 
the  Door,  pray  let  him  be  admitted :  This  is  a  Day  of 
general  yubilee. 

Tew.  You  command  here,  you  know,  Sir. 

Fifi.  I'jl  call  him  in,  I  am  fure  he  will  be  proud  at  any 
Rate  to  redeem  your  kind  Opinion  of  him. 

[Exit  Fifcal,  anJ  re-enters  vith  Harman  yurjjr. 

tiar.  ytm.  Sir,  my  Father,  I  hope,  has  in  part  latisfy'd 
you,  that  what  I  fpoke  was  only  an  efFeft  of  fliddcn 
Paffion,  of  which  I  am  now  afham'd,  and  defire  it  may 
he  no  longer  lodg'd  in  your  Remembrance,  than  it  is 
now  in  my  Intention  to  do  you  any  Injury. 

Tow.  Your  Father  may  Command  me  to  more  diffi- 
cult Employments,  than  to  receive  the  Friendfliip  of  a 
Man,  of  whom  I  did  not  willingly  embrace  an  ill  Opinion. 

Har.Jun.  Nothing  hence-forward  (hall  have  Power 
to  take  from  me  that  Happinefs,  in  which  you  are  fo 
generoufly  pleas'd  to  reinftate  me. 

Har.Stn.  Why  this  is  as  it  fhould  be,  truft  me  I  weep 
for  Joy. 

Beam.  Toicerjbn  is  cafie,  and  too  credulous.  I  fear  'tis 
all  diflembl'd  on  their  Parrs.  [Ajuie. 

Har.  Sen.  Now  let  we  forward  to  the  Caftle,  the  Bride 
is  there  before  us. 

Jbip.  Sir,  I  wait  you. 

[Exefmt  Harman  Sen.  Towerfon,  Bcamont  an4l 
y^an  Herring. 

Enter  Captam  Perez. 

Tifi.  Now  Captain,  when  perform  you  what  you  pro- 
mis'd  concerning  Towerfm's  Death  ? 

ter.  Never there  Judas,  take  your  Hire  of  Blood 

again.  [Throws  htm  a  fur  ft. 

Har.  Jun.  Your  Reafbn  for  this  fudden  Change  ? 

ter.  I  carmot  own  the  Name  of  Man  and  dot. 

Har.  fun.  Your  Head  fhall  anfwerthc  Negle6l  of  what 
you  Were  commanded. 

Per.  If  it  muft,  I  cannot  (bun  my  Dcftiny. 

Tife.  Harma»,  you  are  too  raih,  pray  hear  his  Reafbns 
feft.  ~ 

ffr. 
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Per.  I  have  'em  to  my  felt,  I'il  give  you  none. 

Tifc.  None?  that's  haid;  well,  you  can  te  fccrct  Cap- 
tain, for  your  own  fake  I  hope? 

¥er.  That  I  have  fworn  already,  my  Oath  binds  tnc. 

Fife.  That's  enough :  We  have  now  chang'd  our  Minds, 
and  do  not  wifh  his  Death,  at  lead  as  you  fhall  know. 

Per.  I  am  glad  on't,  for  he's  a  brave  and  worthy  Gen-r 
tk-man,  I  would  not  for  the  Wealth  of  both  the  InJes, 
have  had  his  Blood  upon  my  Soul  to  an'vver. 

Fife.  \_Afide  to  Harmon.']  I  fhall  find  a  li  ne  to  take  back 
our  Secret  from  him,  at  the  price  of  his  Life,  when  he 
leafl:  dreams  of  it;  mean  time  'tis  fie  we  fpeak  him  fair. 
[Jo  Perez.]  Captain,  a  Reward  attend  you  g;  eater  than 
you  could  hope,  we  only  meant  to  try  your  Honclly.  I 
am  more  tlian  fatisfy'd  of  your  Rcafo;)s. 

Per.  I  Hill  lliall  labour  to  defcrve  yoar  Kindncfs  in  any 
honourable  way.  [Exit  Perez. 

Hur.Jun.  I  told  you  that  this  5|>.r?;Mri  had  not  Coaiage 
enough  for  fjch  an  Enterprise. 

Fife.  He  rather  had  too  much  of  Honefty. 

Bur.  Jky).  Oh  }  ou  hwe  ruiu'd  me,  you  promis'd  me, 
this  Day,  the  Death  of  Towerfon,  and  now  inftead  of  that 
1  fee  him  happy ;  I'll  go  and  fight  hi  n  yet,  1  fwcar  he 
never  fhall  enjoy  her. 

Fife.  He  fl'a'not,  that  I  fwear  with  you,  but  you  aie 
too  rafh ;  the  Bulmcfs  can  never  be  done  youi  way. 

Bar.  fun.  I'll  trufl:  no  other  Arm  but  my  own  in  it. 

Fife.  Yes,  mine  you  fiiall,  I'll  help  you,  this  Even'ng  as 
he  goes  from  the  Caftle,  we'll  find  fomc  way  to  m;et 
him  in  the  dark,  and  then  make  fure  of  him  for  getting 
Maidenheads  to  Night  j  to  Morrow  I'll  be.lpw  a  Pill  upon 
my  Spanifl)  Don,  Icall:  he  difcover  what  he  knows, 

Har.  J  tm.  Give  me  your  Hand,  you'L  help  me. 

Fife.  By  all  my  Hopes,  I  wiil:  In  the  mean  time,  with 
a  feign'd  Mirth,  'tis  fit  we  gild  our  Faces;  the  truth  is, 
th  it  we  may  fiv.ile  in  earneft,  when  we  look  upon  the 
Sajiijhnan,  and  think  how  we  will  ufe  him« 

fiar.  Jun,  Agreed,  come  to  the  Caltie.  \EMtHnt, 

FAtif 
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^»ter  Harman  Senior,  Towerfon,  and  Yfabinda,  Bcamont^ 
.    Collins,  Van  Herring :  They  feat  them/elves. 

EPITHALAMIUM. 

The  Day  is  come,  I  fee  it  rifi, 

Betwixt  the  Bride^s  and  Brtdegroom*s  Eyes^ 

That  Golden  Day  they  wifh'd  fo  long. 

Love  pick'd  it  out  amidft  the  Throng  j 

He  defin'd  to  himfelf  this  Sun, 

Avd  took  the  Rfias  and  drove  him  on ;  ^ 

In  h'ts  own  Beams  he  dreft  him  bright^ 

TCet  bid  him  bring  a  better  Night. 

The  Day  you  wijVd  arriv'd  at  laji, 

Tau  wifh  as  nmch  that  a  -were  pafi: 

One  Minute  more,  and  Night  rdll  hide 

The  Bridegroom  and  the  blufhing  Bride. 

The  llrgin  nonv  to  Bed  do's  go : 

Take  care,  oh  Youth,  flie  rife  not  fo ; 

She  pants  and  trembles  at  her  Doom, 

</ind  lears  and  IVifhts  thou  wou'dft  come. 

The  Bridegroom  comes.  He  comes  apace. 

With  Love  and  Fury  m  his  Face; 

She  fijrinks  aveay.,  he  clofe  purfues, 

Jtnd  Vrayers  aud  Threats  at  once  do's  «/». 

She  foftly  fghing  begs  delay. 

And  vrith  her  Hand  puts  his  away. 

Now  out  aloud  for  help/he  cries, 

And  r.OTP  defpair'mg  jhuts  her  Fyes. 

Har.  Se>i.  I  like  this  Song,  'twas  fprightly,  it  would 
reftoie  me  twenty  Years  of  Youth,  had  I  but  fiich  ar 

Biide. 

A    DANCE. 

Jiff er  the  Donee  i  Enter  Harman  Junior,  and  Fifcal. 

Beam.  Come  let  me  have  the  Sea  Fight.  I  like  that  bet- 
tcv  than  a  thouland  of  your  wanton  Epithalamiums. 

Har.  Jim.  He  means  that  Fight  in  which  he  freed  me. 
fiota  tite  Pirates. 

To». 
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II»».  Prethee  Friend  oblige  me,  and  call  not  for  that 
Song,  'twill  breed  ill  Blood.  [To  Beamont. 

Beam.  Prcthee  be  not  fcrupulous,  ye  fought  it  bravely. 
Young  Harmon  is  ungratefUl  if  he  does  not  acknowledge 
it.    I  fay,  iing  me  the  Sea  Fight. 

The  Sea  Fight. 

Who  ever  fato  a  noble  Sight, 

That  nerver  viere'd  a  brave  Sea  Fight ! 

Hang  up  your  Moody  Colours  in  the  Air, 

Up  with  your  Fights  and  your  Nettings  prepare. 

Tour  merry  Mates  chtar,  with  a  lufiy  bold  Spright, 

Now  each  Man  his  Brindice,  ami  then  to  the  Fight, 

St.  George,  St.  George  we  cry, 

Thejhouting  Turks  replv. 

Oh  now  it  begins,  and  ttie  Gun-room  gro^s  hot, 

fly  it  with  Culverm  and  with  fmall  Shot ; 

Heark,  do's  it  net  Thunder  ?  no  'tis  the  Guns  roar. 

The  neighbouring  Eilhwf  are  turned  into  Gorey 

Now  each  Man  mu/i  rejolve  to  die. 

For  here  the  Coward  cannot  fly. 

Brums  and  Trumpets  toll  the  Knells 

jiad  Cuherins  the  Faffing  Bell. 

Now  now  they  Grapple,  and  now  board  a  main. 

Blow  up  the  Hatches,  they're  off  all  again: 

Give  'em  a  Broadfide,  the  Dice  run  at  all, 

Down  comes  the  Maji  and  Tard,  and  Tacklings  fall, 

She  grows  giddy  now  like  blind  Fortune's  Wheel, 

She  finks  there,  flje  finks,  fije  turns  up  her  Keel, 

Who  ever  beheld  fi  noble  a  Sight 

As  this  fo  brave,  fo  bloody  Sea  Fight ! 

Har.  Jun.  See  the  Infolence  of  theft  Fnglifh;  they  can- 
not do  a  brave  A£tion  in  an  Age,  but  prefently  they  muffi 
put  it  into  Metre,  to  upbraid  us  with  their  Benefits. 
Fife.  Let  'cm  laugh  that  win  at  laft. 
"Enter  Captain.  Midaleton  arid  a  Woman  with  him,  alt  pale 
and  weakly,  and  in  tatter'd  Garments. 
Tow.  Captain  Middleton,  you  are  arriv'd  in  a  good  Hour, 
to  be  partaker  of  my  Happinefs,  which  is  as  great  this 
Day,  as  Love  and  Expectation  can  make  it. 

[Rifing  up  t9  falute  Middleton*. 
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MU.  And  may  it  long  continue  Co. 

Tcra>.  But  how  happens  it  that,  fctting  out  witk  us 
from  EnJanJ,  you  came  not  fooner  hither  ? 

Mid.  It  feems  the  Winds  favour'd  you  with  a  quicker 
PafTage :  You  know  I  lod  you  in  a  Storm  on  t'other  lidc 
the  Cafe,  with  which  difabled,  I  was  forc'd  to  put  into 
St.  Htllem  Ifle,  there  'twas  my  Fortune  to  preferve  the 
Life  of  this  our  Country  Woman,  the  reft  let  her  relate. 

rfub.  Alas,  fhe  feems  half  ftarv'd,  unfit  to  make  Rela- 
tions. 

VanHer.  How  the  Devil  came  (he  off?  I  know  her  but 
too  well,  and  fear  fhe  knows  me  too. 

Taw.  Pray  Country  Woman  fpcak. 

Eng.Wom.  Then  thus  in  brief;  in  my  dear  Husband's 
Company,  I  parted,  from  our  fweet  native  Ifle :  We  to 
Lantore  were  bound,  with  Letters  from  the  States  of  Hol- 
land, gain'd  for  Reparation  of  great  Damages,  fuftain'd 
by  us;  when  by  the  infuking  Dutch,  our  Countrymen, 
againfl  all  fhow  of  Right,  were  d;rpoflefs'd,  and  naked 
fent  away  from  that  rich  Ifland,  and  from  F/tkroon. 

Har.  Sen.  Woman,  you  fpeak  with  too  much  Spleen,  I 
muft  not  hear  my  Countrymen  aflronted. 

Eng.  Worn.  I  wifh  they  did  not  merit  much  worfe  of 
me,  than  I  can  fay  of  them :  WclJ,  we  faii'd  forward  with 
a  merry  Gale,  'till  near  St.  HelLns  Ifle  we  were  o'er  ta- 
ken, or  rather  way-lay 'd  by  a  Holland  Vcflcl,  the  Captain 
of  which  Ship,  whom  here  I  fee,  the  Man  who  quitted 
us  of  all  we  had  in  thofc  rich  Parts  before,  now  fearing 
to  rcflore  his  ill  got  Goods,  firft  hal'd,  and  then  invited 
us  on  Board,  keeping  himfelf  conceal'd  ;  his  bafe  Lieute- 
nant ply'd  all  our  Englijh  Mariners  with  Wine,  and  when 
in  dead  of  Night  they  lay  fecure  in  lilent  Sleep  j  moft 
barbaroufly  commanded,  they  fliould  be  thrown  o'er  board. 

Fife.  Sir,  do  not  hear  it  out. 

Har.  Sen.  This  is  all  falfe  and  fcandalous. 

Tore.  Pray,  Sir,  attend  the  Story. 

Eng.  M'om.  The  Vcflcl  rifl'd,  and  the  rich  Hold  rum- 
mag'd,  they  fmk  it  down  to  rights ;  but  firft  I  ftiould  have 
told  you,  (Grief  alas  has  fpoil'd  my  Memory)  that  my 
dear  Husband  waken'd  at  the  Noile,  before  they  reach'd 
the  Cabin  where  wc  lay,  took  jnc  all  trembling  with  the 

fuddcn 
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fudden  fright,  and  leapt  into  the  Boat ;  we  cut  the  Cor- 
dage, and  fo  put  out  to  Sea,  driving  at  mercy  of  the 
Waves  and  Wind;  fo  fcap'd  wc  in  the  dark.  To  fum  up 
all,  we  got  to  fhore,  and  in  the  Mountains  hid  us,  untill 
the  barbarous  Hollanders  were  gone. 

Tow.  Where  is  your  Husband,  Country  Woman? 

Eng.  Worn.  Dead  with  Grief;  with  thcfe  two  Hands  I 
fcratch'd  him  out  a  Giavc;  on  which  I  plac'd  a  Crofs, 
and  every  Day  wept  o'er  the  Ground  where  al!  my  Joys 
lay  bury *d.  The  manner  of  my  Life  who  can  cxpreis! 
the  Fountain  Water  was  my  only  Drink,  the  crabbedjuice 
and  Rind  of  half  ripe  Lemmons  almoll  my  only  Food, 
except  fome  Roots;  my  Houie  the  widow'd  Cave  of 
fome  wild  Beaft:  In  this  fad  State,  I  flood  uppn  the 
Shore,  when  this  brave  Captain  with  his  Ship  approach'd, 
whence  holding  up  and  waving  both  my  Hands,  I  flood, 
and  by  my  Aftions  bcgg'd  their  Mercy:  yet  when  they 
nearer  came,  I  would  ha'  fled,  had  I  been  able,  Icaft  they 
fhould  have  prov'd  thofe  murderous  Dutch  I  more  thjui 
Hunger  fear'd. 

Har.  Sen.  What  fay  you  to  this  Accufation,  Vm  Herring  ? 

Van  Her.  'T\s  as  you  faid,  Sir,  falfe  and  fcandalous. 

Har.  Sen.  I  told  you  fo;  all  falie  and  fcandalous. 

TCfab.  On  my  Soul  it  is  not :  Her  Heart  fpeaks  in  her 
Tongue,  and  were  flic  filcnt,  her  Habit  and  her  Face 
{peak  for  her. 

Beam.  Sir,  you  have  heard  the  Proofs. 

Tifc.  Mccr  Allegations  and  no  Proofs :  Seem  not  to  be- 
lieve it.  Sir. 

Har.  Sen.  Well,  well,  we'll  hear  it  another  time. 

Mid.  You  feem  not  to  believe  her  Teftimony,  but  my 
whole  Crew  can  witnefs  it. 

Van  Her.  Ay,  they  are  all  Englifljmm. 

Tow.  That's  a  Nation  too  gen'rous  to  do  bad  Actions,' 
and  too  fincere  to  juflifie  'em  doncj  I  wifli  their  Neigh- 
bours were  of  the  fame  Temper. 

Har.  Sen.  Nay  now  you  kindle.  Captain,  this  muft  not 
be,  we  are  your  Friends  and  Servants. 

Mii.  'Tis  well  you  are  by  Land,  at  Sea  you  would  be 
Matters;  there  I  my  felt  have  met  wi  a  fome  AftVonts, 
which  tho'  I  wanted  power  then  to  return,  1  hail'd  the 

Captain 
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Captain  of  the  Holland  Ship,  and  told  him  he  (hould  dear- 
ly anfwer  it,  if  e'er  I  met  him  in  the  Narrow  Seas:  His 
anfwer  was,  (mark  but  the  Infolcnce)  If  I  (hould  hang 
thee  Middleton,  up  at  thy  Main  Yard,  and  fink  thy  Ship ; 
here's  that  about  my  Neck,  (pointing  to  his  Gold  Chain) 
wou'd  anfwer  it  wnen  I  came  into  Holland. 

Har.  fun.  Yes,  this  is  like  the  other. 

T(m.  I  find  we  muft  complain  at  home,  there's  no 
Redrefs  to  be  had  here. 

Tfab.  Come  Country  Woman,  I  muft  call  you  fb,  fince 
he  who  owns  my  Heart,  is  Engli(h  born ;  be  not  dejedlcd 
at  your  wretched  Fortune,  my  Houfe  is  yours,  my 
Cloaths  {hall  liabit  you,  even  thefe  I  wear,  rather  than 
fee  you  thus. 

Har.  Sen.  Come,  come,  no  more  Complaints ;  let  us  go 
in :  I  have  ten  Romers  ready  to  the  Bride ;  as  many  times 
Ihall  all  our  Guns  difcharge,  to  fpeak  the  general  Gladncfs 
of  this  Day.    I'll  lead  you.  Lady. 

\Takes  the  Bride  by  the  Hani, 

Tow.  A  heavy  Omen  to  my  Nuptials! 
My  Country  Men  oppreft  by  Sea  and  Land, 
And  I  not  able  to  redrefs  the  Wrong, 
So  weak  are  we,  our  Enemies  fo  ftrong.    [^Exeimt  cnnet. 


ACT    IV.    SCENE    I. 

SCENE    A  IVood. 

Inter  VlutMnymior,  and  Fifcal,  with  Swords,  and  dijguis'd 
ia  Vizards. 

Har.  Jtm.  \17  E  are difguis'd  enough;  the  Evening  now 
W    grows  dusk,  I  would  the  Deed  were 
done. 

E»/er  Perez  with  a,  Soldiery  and  over-hears  them. 

Jifc.  'Twill  now  be  fuddenly,  if  we  have  Courage;  in 

this  wild  woody  Walk,  hot  with  the  Feall,  and  plenteous 

Bowls,  the  Bridal  Company  are  walking  to  enjoy  the 

cooling  Breeze  i  I  Ipokc  tojbwerfin  as  I  laid  I  would,  and 

on 
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on  fome  private  Bufinefs  of  great  Moment,  defir'd,  that 
he  would  leave  the  Company,  and  meet  me  finele  here. 

H»r.  fun.  Where  if  he  comes,  he  never  fliail  return ; 
but  lower/on  ftays  too  long  for  my  Revenge  j  I  am  in 
hafte  to  kill  him. 

Tifc.  He  promisM  me  to  have  been  here  e'er  novr,  if 
you  think  fitting,  I'll  go  back  and  bring  him. 

Har.  Jun.  Do  fb.  Til  wait  you  in  this  place.  \Exit  Fif. 

Ter.  Was  ever  Villany  like  this  of  thefe  unknown  Af- 
faffinates?  Towerfon,  in  vain  I  fav'd  thy  fleeping  Lifej  if 
now  I  let  thee  lofe  it,  when  thou  wak'ft;  thou  lately, 
haft  been  bountiful  to  me,  and  this  way  I'll  acknowledge 
it.  Yet  to  difclofe  their  Crimes  were  dangerous.  What 
muft  I  do  ?  This  gcn'rous  Engtijhman  will  ftrait  be  here, 
and  Confultation  then  perhaps  will  be  too  late ;  I  am  re- 
fblv'd.  Lieutenant  you  have  heard,  as  well  as  I,  the  bloody 
Purpofe  of  thefe  Men. 

Sold.  I  have;  and  tremble  at  the  mention  of  it. 

Ter.  Dare  you  adventure  on  an  Adtion  as  brave  as  theirs 
is  bale? 

Sold.  Command  my  Life. 

fer.  No  more;  help  mc  difpatch  that  Murderer,  e'er 
his  Accomplice  come 5  the  Men  I  know  not;  but  their 
Deiign  is  treacherous  and  bloody. 

Sold.  And  he  they  mean  to  kill,  is  brave  himfelfi  and 
of  a  Nation  I  much  love. 

Ter.  Come  on  then.    [Both  drayp.'] lo  Har.  Villain, 

thou  dy'ft,  thy  Confcience  tells  thee  why;  I  need  not 
urge  the  Crime.  [They  ajfetult  him. 

Har.  Jun.  Murder !  I  fhall  be  bafely  murder'd ;  help. 
Enter  Towerfon. 

Tow.  Hold  Villains,  what  unmanly  odds  is  this?  Cou- 
rage, who  e'er  thou  art,  I'll  fuccour  thee. 

[Towerfon  fights  with  Perez,,  md  Hapman  with  the 
Lienterumt,  and  drive  them  off  the  Stage, 

Har.Jm.  Tho'  (biavc  Unknown)  Night  takes  thee 
from  my  Knowledge,  and  I  want  time  to  thank  thee 
now ;  take  this  and  wear  it  for  my  fake :  [Gimes  him  a 
Ring.]  Hereafter  Til  acknowledge  it  more  largely.  [Exit. 

Tow.  That  Voice  I've  heard,  but  cannot  call  to  mind, 

cicept  it  be  young  Harman's Yet  who  lliould  put  his 

Life 
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Life  in  danger  thus  ?  This  Ring  I  would  not  take  as  Sa- 
lary, but  as  a  Gage  of  his  free  Heart  who  left  it:  And 
w^hen  I  know  him,  I'll  rcftore  the  Pledge  -,  fure  'twas  not 
far  from  hence  I  made  th'  Appoinment;  I  know  not 
what  this  Dutchmmi  Bulinefs  is,  yet  I  believe  'twas 
fomewhat  fiom  my  Rivalj,  it  fliall  go  hard  but  I  will 
find  him  out,  and  then  re-join  the  Company.  [Exit. 

Re-enter  Harman  yunior,  atul  Fifcal. 

Fifi.  The  Accident  was  wond'rous  ftrange:  Did  you 
neither  know  your  Aflaflinates,  nor  your  Deliverer? 

Har.  fun.  'Twas  all  a  hurry,  yet  upon  better  recollect- 
ing of  my  felf,  the  Man  who  freed  me,  muft  be  Towerfoa. 

Fife.  Hark,  I  hear  the  Company  walking  this  way, 
will  you  withdraw  ? 

Har.  Jnn.  Withdraw,  and  Xfabrndu  coming ! 

Tifc.  The  Wood  is  full  of  Murderers,  every  Tree  me- 
thinks  hides  one  behind  it. 

H»r,  Jun.  You  have  two  Qualities,  my  Friend,  that 
fort  but  ill  together,  as  mifchievous  as  Hell  could  wifli 
you,  but  fcarml  in  the  Execution. 

Ttfi.  Theie  is  a  thing  within  me  cali'd  a  Confcience, 
which  is  not  quite  o'eicome,  now  and  then  it  rebels  a 
little,  cfpccially  when  1  am  alone,  or  in  the  dark. 

Hnr.  Jun.  The  Moon  begins  to  rife,  and  glitters  thro' 
the  Trees. 

rfenb.  [withm.']  Pray  let  us  walk  this  way,  that  farther 
Lawn  between  the  Gioves,  is  the  moft  green  and  plea- 
fant  of  any  in  this  Ifle. 

Har.Jtm.  I  hear  my  Siren's  voice,  I  cannot  ftir  from 
hence,  dear  Friend,  if  thou  wilt  e'er  oblige  me,  div  rt 
the  Company  a  little,  and  give  me  Opportunity  a  while 
t©  talk  alone  with  her. 

Fi/c.  You'll  get  nothing  of  her,  except  it  be  by  force. 

Har.  Jun.  You  know  not  with  what  Eloquence  Love 
may  infpire  my  Tongue  :  The  guiltieft  Wretch  when 
ready  for  his  Sentence,  has  fomething  ftill  to  fay. 

Fife.  Well,  they  come,  I'll  put  you  in  a  way,  and  wiHi 
you  good  Succefs ;  but  do  ye  hear ;  remember  you  are  a 
Man,  and  fhe  a  Woman  j  a  little  Force  it  may  be  would 
do  well. 
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l^nttr  Yfabinda,  Beamont,  Middleton,  Collins,  Harman 
Senior,  and  Julia. 

Yfiib.  Who  fav/  the  Bridegroom  laft  ? 

Har.  Sen.  He  refus'd  to  pledge  the  kft  Romer ;  fo  I  atn 
out  of  Chaiity  with  him. 

Beam.  Come*,  fhall  we  backward  to  the  Caftlc,  I'll  take 
caie  of  you,  Lady. 

Jul.  Oh,  you  have  drunk  fo  much,  you  are  paft  all  Care. 

Col.  But  where  can  be  this  jolly  Bi  idegroom  ?  Anfwcr 
me  that,  I  will  have  the  Bride  fatisfy'd. 

Ttfc.  He  walk'd  alone  this  way ;  we  met  him  lately. 

Yfrb.  I  beleech  you.  Sir,  conduft  us. 

Har.  Jhu.  I'll  brinp;  you  to  him,  Madam. 

Fife,  to  Har.  fun.  Remember,  now's  your  time,  if  you 
o'er  flip  this  Minute,  Fortune  perhaps  will  never  fend  a- j 
nether. 

Har.  fun.  I  am  refblv'd. 

Fife.  Come,  Gentlemen,  I'll  tell  you  fuch  a  plcafant 
Accident,  you'll  think  the  Evening  (Viort. 

Jul.  I  love  a  Story,  and  a  Walk  by  Moonfliine. 

tlfc.  Lend  me  your  Hand  then.  Madam. 

\Takes  her  by  the  me  HeUul. 

Beam.  But  one,  I  befeech  you  then ;  I  muft  not  quit 
her  fb.  {Takes  her  by  the  other  Hand.  Exeunt. 

Re-enter  Harman  Junior,  and  Yfabinda. 

ICfab.  Come,  Sir,  which  is  the  way  ?  I  long  to  fee  my 
Love. 

Har.Jun.  You  may  have  your  Wifli,  and  without  ftir- 
ring  hence. 

Yfaht  My  Love  fo  near?  Sure  you  delight  to  mock  me. 

Har.  jHn.  'Tis  you  delight  to  torture  me ;  behold  the 
Man  who  loves  you  more  than  his  own  Eyes,  more  than 
the  Joys  of  Eaith,  or  Hopes  of  Heav'n. 

Xfab.  When  you  rcnew'd  your  Friendfhip  with  my 
Tovoerfon,  I  thought  thefe  vain  Dclires  were  dead  with- 
in you. 

Har'.Jun.  Smother'd  they  were,  not  dead,  your  Eyes 
can  kindle  no  fuch  petty  Fires,  as  only  blaze  a  while, 
and  ftraight  go  out. 

Yjab.  You  know  when  I  had  far  left  tics  upon  mc,  I 
would  not  hear  you ;  therefore  wonder  not  if  I  with- 
draw, and  find  the  Company.  Har. 
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Har.  Jun.  ^hat  would  be  too  much  Cruelty,  to  make 
me  wretched,  and  then  leave  me  fb. 

Y[»b.  Am  I  in  fault  if  you  are  miferable?  io  you  may 
call  the  rich  Man's  Wealth,  the  caufe  and  objcft  of  the 
Robbei's  Guilt:  Pray  do  not  pcrfecute  me  farther:  You 
know  I  have  a  Husband  now,  and  would  be  loath  t'af- 
flicl  his  Knowledge  with  your  fecond  Folly. 

Har.  fun.  "What  wond'rous  Care  you  take  to  make 
him  happy!  yet  I  approve  your  Method.    Ignorance,  oh, 
'tis  a  Jewel  to  a  Husband,  that,  'tis  Peace  in  him,  'tis 
Virtue  in  his  Wife,  'tis  Honour  in  the  World  j  he  has  all  - 
this,  while  he  is  ignorant. 

Yfab.  You  pervert  my  Meaning :  I  would  not  keep 
my  Adions  from  his  Knowledge  j  your  bold  Attempts 
I  would  :  But  yet  henceforth  conceal  your  impious 
Flames  j  I  fhall  not  ever  be  thus  indulgent  to  your  Shame, 
to  keep  it  from  his  Notice. 

Har. fun.  You  are  a  Woman;  have  enough  of  Love 
for  him  and  mc;  I  know  the  plenteous Harveft  all  is  his: 
He  has  fo  much  of  Joy,  that  he  muft  labour  under  it. 
In  Charity  you  may  allow  fome  gleanings  to  a  Friend. 

Tjitb.  Now  you  grow  rude ;  I'll  heai"  no  more. 

Har. fun.  You  muft. 

Tfab.  Leave  me. 

Har.  fun.  I  cannot. 

Tfab,  I  find  I  muft  be  troubl'd  with  this  idk  talk  fome 
Minutes  more,  but  'tis  your  laft, 

Har.  Jun.  And  therefore  I'll  improve  it :  Pray  refolve 
to  make  me  happy  by  your  free  Confent ;  I  do  not  love 
thefe  half  Enjoyments,  t'encrvate  my  Delights  with  ufing 
force,  and  neither  give  my  lelf  nor  you  that  full  Con- 
tent, which  two  can  never  have,  but  where  both  join 
with  equal  Eagernefs  to  blefs  each  other. 

tf;A.  Blefs  me  ye  kind  Inhabitants  of  Heav'n,  from 
hearing  words  like  theie. 

Har.  Jun.  You  muft  do  more  than  hear  'em :  You 
know  you  were  now  going  to  your  Bridal  Bed.  Call 
your  own  Thoughts  but  to  a  ftrift  Account,  they'll  tell 
you  all  this  Day,  your  Fancy  ran  on  nothing  elib;  'tis 
but  the  iame  Scene  ftill  you  were  to  adt}  only  the  Ptr- 
fon  chang'd,  it  may  be  for  the  better, 

r[»b. 
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ICfiib.  You  dare  not,  fure,  attempt  this  Villanjr. 
Hur.Jnn.  Call  not  the  adt  of  Love  by  that  grofsName, 
you'll  give  it  a  much  better  when  'tis  donej  and  wooc 
mc  to  a  Second. 
rfub.  Doft  thou  not  fear  a  Heav'n! 
Har,  fun.  No,  I  hope  one  in  you.    Do  it,  and  do  it 
heartily ;  time  is  precious ;  it  will  prepare  you  better  for 
your  Husband-  ■  Come.  [_Lays  hold  on  her." 

rfab.  Oh  Mercy,  Mercy,   Oh  pity  your   own    Soul, 
and  pity  mine ;  Think  how  you'll  wiih  undone  this  hor- 
rid A&,  when  your  hot  Luft  is  flak'd  :  Think  what  will 
follow  when  my  Husband  knows  it,  if  Shame  will  let 
me  live  to  tell  it  him  ■■,  and  tremble  at  a  Power  above, 
who  fees,  and  furely  will  revenge  it. 
Hur.Jun.  I  have  thought ! 
rfab.  Then  1  am  fure  you're  Penitent. 
Har.  Jm.  No,  I  only  gave  you  fcope,  to  let  you  fee 
all  you  have  urg'd  I  knew :  You  find  'tis  to  no  purpofe 
cither  to  talk  or  ftrive. 

rf(*b.  [R«»»/»^.]  Some  Succour,  help,  oh  help. 

{She  breaks  from  him. 

Har.Jtm.  [Running  after  her.}  That  too  is  vain,  you 

cannot  fcape  me.  [Exit. 

Har.  fun.  {Within^  Now  you  are  minej  yield,  or  by 

force  I'll  take  it. 

rfab.  [Within:]  Oh  kill  me  firft. 
Mur.fun  [tVithin.']  I'll  bear  you  where  your  Cries  {hall 
not  be  heard. 

Ifab.  [As  farther  of.}  Succour  fweet  Heav'n,  oh  Suc- 
cour me. 

Enter  Harman  Senior,  Fifcal,  Van  Herring,  Beamont, 

Collins  and  Julia. 
Beam.  You  have  led  us  here  a  Fames  Round  in  the 
Moonfliine,  to  feck  a  Bridegroom  in  a  Wood,tiU  weJbave 
^  'I  loft  the  Bride. 
;        Col.  I  wonder  what's  become  of  her  ? 

Har.  Sen.  Got  together,  got  together  I  warrant  you,' 
before  tliis  time ;  you  Engli/hmen  are  fo  hot,  you  cannot 
ftay  for  Ceremonies,  a  good  honcft  Dutchman  would  have 
been  plying  the  Glafs  all  this  while,  and  drunk  to  the 
hopes  of  Hans  in  Kelder  till  'twas  Bed-time. 

Btam. 
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Beam.  Yes,  and  then  have  rowl'd  into  the  Sheets,  and 
turn'd  o'th'  t'other  lide  to  ihorc,  without  fo  much  as  a 
parting  Blow;  till  about  Midnight  he  would  have  wak- 
en'd  in  a  Maze,  and  found  firll  he  was  mariy'd  by  put- 
ting forth  a  Foot,  and  feeling  a  Woman  by  him;  and  it 
may  be  then  inftead  of  kiflin^,delir'd  yough  Fro  to  hold 
his  H«ad. 

Col.  And  by  that  Night's  Work  have  given  her  a  Proof, 
what  fhe  might  expcft  for  ever  after. 

Beam.  In  my  Confcience  you  HolLindersntvcv  get  your 
Child)  en,  but  in  the  Sprit  of  Brandy;  you  are  exaJred 
then  a  little  above  your  natural  Phlegm,  and  only  that 
which  can  make  you  fight  and  deftroy  Men,  makes  you 
get  'em. 

Tijc.  You  may  live  to  know,  that  wc  can  kill  Men 
when  we  are  fober. 

Beam.  Then  they  muft  be  drunk,  and  not  able  to  de- 
fend themfelves. 

ful.  Pray  leave  this  talk,  and  let  us  try  if  wc  can  iur- 
priz.c  the  Lovers  under  ibme  convenient  Tree :  Shall  we 
icparate  and  look  them  ? 

Beam.  Let  yoa  and  I  go  together  then,  and  if  we  can- 
not find  them,  we  fiiail  do  as  good,  for  we  (hall  find 
one  another, 

Fife.  Pray  take  that  Path,  or  that,  I  will  purfue  this. 
[Exeunt  all  iitt  the  Fifcal. 

Ttfc.  So,  now  I  have  diverted  them  from  Har/nan :  I'll 
look  for  him  my  ielf,  and  fee  how  he  ipeeds  in  his  Ad- 
venture. 

Enter  Harman  junior. 

Har.  fun.  Who  goes  there? 

Eifc.  A  Friend:  1  was  jult  in  queft  of  you,  fb  are  all 
the  Company :  Where  have  you  lett  the  Bride  ? 

Bar.  Jun.  Ty'd  to  a  Tree  and  gagg'd,  and 

Eifc.  And  what?  Why  do  you  ItaiC  and  tremble?  An- 
fwer  me  like  a  Man. 

Har. fun.  Oh,  I  have  nothing  left  of  Manhood  in  me;  I 
am  turn'd  Beaft  or  Devil;  have  I  not  Horns,  and  Tail,  and 
leathern  Wings?  Mcthinks  I  fhould  have  by  my  Adions 
>— Oh  1  have  done  a  Deed  ib  ill,  I  cannot  name  it. 

Tifi. 
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Fife.  Not  name  it,  and  yet  do  it?  That's  a  Fool's  Mo- 
defty :  Come,  I'll  name  it  for  you :  You  have  enjoy'd 
your  Miflrefs? 

Hdr-fun.  How  eafily  fo  great  a  Vill  ny  comes  from 
thy  Mouth!  I  have  done  worie,  I  have  ravifli'd  her. 

Fife.  That's  no  harm,ib  you  have  kill'd  he;  afe:  wards. 

Har.Jun.  Kill'd  her!  why  thou  art  a  wo: Ic  Fiend 
than  I. 

Fife.  Thofe  Fits  of  Confciencc  in  another  might  be 
excuiabie  ■■>  but,  in  you,  a  Dutchman,  who  are  of  a  Race  f 
that  are  boin  Rebels,  and  live  every  where  on  Rapine  ;| 
wou'd  you  degenerate,   and  have  remorfe?  Pray  whaf  i 
makes  any  thing  a  Sin  but  Law;  arul,  what  Law  is  there 
here  sgainfl:  it?  Is  not  your  Father  Chief?  Will  he  con- 
demn you  for  a  petty  Rape?  The  Woman  an  Amioynert 
and  what's  lefs,  now  marry'd  to  an  Englijhman:  Ccme, 
if  there  be  a  Hell,  'tis  but  for  thofe  than  Sin  in  Europe, 
not  for  us  in  Ajia;  Heathens  have  no  HeU.    Tell  me, 
how  was't  ?  Pi  ethce  the  Hiftory. 

Har.Jun.  I  forc'd  her What  Refiftance  fie  could 

make  (he  did,  but  'twas  in  vain;  I  bound  her  as  I  told 
you  to  a  Tree. 

life.  And  Ihe  exclaim 'd,  I  warrant 


Har.Jun.  Yes,  and  call'd  Hcav'n  and  Earth  to  Witncfi. 

Fi[c.  Not  after  it  was  done. 

Har.  Jun.  More  than  before defir'd  me  to  have 

kill'd  her.     Even  when  I  had  not  left  her   Power  to 
fpeak,  fhe  curft  me  with  her  Eyes. 

Fife.  Nay,  then,  you  did  not  pleafe  her;  if  you  had, 
fhe  ne'er  had  curs'd  you  heartily ;  but,  we  lofe  time  : 
Since  you  have  done  this  Aflion,  'tis  necellary  you  pro- 
ceed ;  wc  muft  have  no  Tales  told. 

Har.  Jun.  What  do  you  mean  ? 
Fi[c.  To  difpatch  her  immediately ;  cou'd  yoir  be  fo 
fcnlclefs  to  Ravifli  her,  and  let  her  live  ?  What  it  her 
Husband  fhou'd  have  found  her  ?  What  if  any  other  Eng- 
li/ljl  Come,  there's  no  dallying;  it  muft  be  done:  My  o- 
ther  Plot  is  ripe,  which  fliali  dcftroy  'em  all  to  morrow. 
Har.  Jun.  I  love  her  ftill  to  Madneis,  and  never  can 
.cQiifent  to  have  her  kill'd  j  wc'h  thence  remove  her  if 

yott 
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you  plcafe,  and  keep  her  fafc  till  your  intended  Plot  ihall 
take  EfFc£i  i  and  when  her  Husband's  gone,  I'll  win  her 
Love  by  every  Circumftance  of  Kindneis. 

Fife.  You  may  do  fo;  but,  t'other  is  the  fafer  Way  : 
But  I'll  not  {land  with  you  for  one  Life.  I  could  have 
wifli'd  that  Tower  fin  had  been  kill'd  before  I  had  proceed- 
ed to  my  Plot  j  but  {incc  it  cinnot  be,  we  muft  go  on  j 
Conduft  me  where  you  left  her. 

Hur.  Jun.  Oh  that  I  could  forget  both  KCt  and  Place. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  drawn  difcovers  Yfabinda  bound. 
Enter  Towerfon. 

jOw.  Sure  1  miftook  the  Place,  I'll  wait  no  longer, 
Something  within  me  does  forebode  me  illj 
I  ftumbled  when  I  enter'd  firft  this  Wood : 
My  Noftrils  bled  three  Drops ;  then  ilop'd  the  Blood, 
And  not  one  more  wou'd  follow. 
What's  that  which  fcems  to  bear  a  mortal  Shape,  [Sees  Yfab. 
Yet  neither  ftirs  nor  fpcaks !  or,  is  it  fome 
lilufion  of  the  Night  ?  fome  Spe£tre,  fuch 
As  in  thcfe  A/ian  Parts  more  frequently  appear ; 
What  e'er  it  be,  I'll  venture  to  approach  itj      [Goes  nesr. 
My  Yfah'mdA  bound  and  gagg'd !  Ye  Powers, 
I  tremble  while  I  free  her,  and  fcarce  dare 
Reflore  her  Liberty  oi  Speech,  for  fear 
Of  knowing  more.  [Unb'mels  her,  and  ungaggs  ktr. 

Xfab.  No  longer  Bridegroom  thou,  nor  I  a  Bride} 
Thofe  Names  are  vanifh'd;  Love  is  no  now  more; 
Look  on  me  as  thou  would'ft  on  fome  foul  Leper  j 
And  do  not  touch  me :  I  am  all  polluted. 
All  Shame,  all  o'er  Difholwur  j  fly  my  Sight, 
And,  for  my  fake,  fly  this  detefted  Ifle, 
Where  horrid  Ills  fo  black  and  fatal  dwell, 
As  Indians  could  not  guefs,  till  Europe  taught. 

Tov.  Speak  plainer,  I  am  recollcdled  now : 
I  know  1  am  a  Man,  the  Sport  of  Fate  j 
Yet,  oh  my  better  half,  had  Heav'n  fo  pleas'd, 
I  had  been  more  content,  to  fuffer  in  my  fclf 
Than  thee.  rfub. 
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T*rfi.  Speak  plainer,  I  am  recoUedlcd  now: 
X  know  I  am  a  Man,  the  Sport  of  Fate; 
Yet,  oh  my  better  half,  had  Heav'n  fo  pleas'dj 
I  had  been  more  content,  to  fuffer  in  my  felf 
Than  thee, 

rfalf.  "What  fliall  I  fay/  That  Monfter  of  a  Mra, 
Harman ;  now  I  have  nam'd  him,  think  the  reft. 
Alone,  and  fingl'd  like  a  tim'rous  Hind 
From  the  full  Herd,  by  Flattery  drew  me  firft. 
Then  forc'd  me  to  an  A£t,  fo  bafe,  and  brutal, 
Heav'n  knows  my  Innocence :  But,  why  do  I 
Call  that  to  Witnefs ! 

Heaven  faw,  flood  fileint :  Not  one  flafli  of  Lightning 
Shot  from  the  confcious  Firmament  to  fhew  its  Jufticc: 
Oh  had  it  ftruck  us  both,  it  had  fav'd  me ! 

Tow.  Heav'n  fuffer'd  more  in  that,  than  you,  or  I : 
Wherefore  have  I  been  faithful  to  my  Truft, 
True  to  my  Love,  and  texider  to  th'  Oppreft? 
Am  I  condemn'd  to  be  the  fecond  Man, 
■Who  e'er  complain'd  he  Virtue  ferv'd  in  vain  ? 
But  dry  your  Tears,  thefc  Sufferings  all  are  mine. 
Your  Breaft  is  white,  and  cold  as  filing  Snow. 
You  flill  as  fragrant  as  your  Eaftcrn  Groves  j 
And  your  whole  Frame  as  innocent,  and  holy. 
As  if  your  Being  were  all  Soul  and  Spirit, 
Without  the  grofs  Allay  of  Flefli  and  Blood. 
Come  to  my  Arms  again. 
Tfa&.  Oh  never,  never, 
I  am  not  worthy  nowj  my  Soul  indeed 
Is  free  from  Sin,  but  the  foul  fpeckled  Stains 
Are  from  my  Body  ne'er  to  be  wafli'd  out. 
But  in  my  Death.    Kill  me,  my  Love,  or  I 
Muft  kill  my  felf;  elfc  you  may  think  I  was 
A  black  Adulterefs  in  my  Mind,  and  ibmc 
Of  me  confented. 

Tow.  Your  Wifh  to  die,  fhews  you  defcrve  to  live. 
I  have  proclaim'd  you  guiltlefs  to  my  felf. 
Self-homicide,  wmch  was  in  Heathens  Honour, 
In  us  is  only  Sin. 

Tfai.  I  thought  th'  eternal  Mind 
Had  made  us  Matters  of  thcfc  mgrtal  Frames; 
Yoi..  III.     S  yg» 
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You  told  me  he  had  given  us  Wills  to  chufe. 
And  Reafon  to  dire£t  us  in  our  Choice; 
If  fo,  why  fhould  he  tie  us  up  from  dying, 
"When  Death's  the  greater  Good  ? 

Toivo.  Can  Death,  which  is  our  greateft  Enemy,  be  good? 
Death  is  the  Diflblution  of  our  Nature ; 
And  Nature  therefore  docs  abhor  it  moft. 
Whole  greateft  Law  is  to  prcicrve  our  Beings. 
Tfai.l  grant,  it  is  its  great  and  general  Law: 
rCut  as  Kings,  who  arr,  or  fhould  be  above  Laws, 
I  Difpencc  with  'em  when  levcll'd  at  themfelves; 
■  Even  fo  may  Man,  without  Offence  to  Heav'n, 
:  Difpence  with  what  concerns  himfclf  alone : 
Nor  is  Death  in  it  fdf  an  111  j 
Then  hcly  Martyrs  iin'd,  who  ran  unciU'd 
To  fnatch  their  Martyrdom :  And  blefled  Virgins, 
Whom  you  celebrate  for  voluntary  Death, 
To  free  themfelves  from  that  which  I  have  fuffer'd. 

Torp.  They  did  it  to  prevent  what  might  cnfuej 
Your  Shame's  already  paft. 

Yfa^.  It  may  return, 
If  I  am  yet  fo  mean  to  live  a  little  longer. 

To*.  You  know  not.  Heaven  may  give  you  Succour  yctj 
You  fee  it  fends  me  to  you. 

rfai>.  'Tis  too  late. 
You  {hou'd  have  come  before. 

Tow.  Yet  you  may  live  to  fee  your  felf  reveng'd. 
Come  you  fhall  fray  for  that,  then  I'll  die  with  you. 
You  have  convinc'd  my  Reafon,  nor  am  I 
Afliam'd  to  learn  from  you. 
To  Heaven's  Tribunal  my  Appeal  I  makej 
If  as  a  Governor  he  fets  me  here. 
To  guard  this  weak  built  Cittadel  of  Life, 
When  'tis  no  longer  to  be  held,  I  may 
With  Honour  quit  the  Fort,    But  firft  I'll  both 
Revenge  my  felf  and  you. 

Tjalf.  Alas,  you  canaot  take  Revenge,  your  Coimtrymca 
Are  few,  and  thofe  unarm'd. 

row.  Tho'  not  on  all  the  Nation,  as  I  wou'd  j 
Yet  I  at  leaft  can  take  it  on  the  Man. 
Tfti.  Leave  me  to  Heaven's  Revenge,  for  thither  I 

Will 
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tVill  go,  and  plead  my  felf  my  own  juft  Caufe. 
There's  not  an  injur'd  Saint  of  all  my  Sex, 
But  kindly  w  11  conduct  me  to  my  Judge, 
And  help  me  tell  my  Story. 

Tow.  I'll  fend  th' Offender  firft,  the'  to  tha^  phc« 
He  never  can  arrive :  Ten  thoufand  Devils 
Damn'd  for  lefs  Grimes  than  he, 
And  Tc.rquin  in  their  head,  way-lay  his  So  il, 
To  pull  him  down  in  Triumph,  and  to  (hew  hifti 
^In  Pomp  among  his  Country-men;  for  iiire 
Hell  has  its  Kether-lands,  and  its  loweft  Countrf 
Muft  be  their  Lot. 

Enter  Harman  junior,  and  Fifcal, 
Uar.Jim.  'Twas  hereabout  I  left  her  ty'd.    The  Rage 
Df  Love  renews  again  within  me. 

Fife.  She'll  liice  th'  Effcfts  on't  better  now.  By  this 
time  it  has  funk  into  her  Imagination,  and  given  her  a 
more  pleafing  Idea  of  the  Man,  who  offer'd  her  fo  Avccc 
a  Violence. 
Xfab.  Save  me,  fwcet  Heaven,  the  Monflcr  comes  agaijl; 
Har-ftin.  Oh  here  flie  is :  My  own  fair  Bride,  for  ib 
you  are,  notiTowerfcn\:  Let  me  imbind  you;  I  cxpe£l 
that  you  fhould  bind  your  felf  about  me  now,  and  tic 
me  in  your  Arms. 

To■tt>.[prPlmng^^  No,  Villain,  no  5  hot  Satyr  of  the  Woods ! 
Expeft  another  Entertainment  now. 
Behold  Revenge  for  injur'd  Chaftity, 
This  Sword  Heaven  draws  againft  thee,  > 

And  here  has  plac'd  me  like  a  fiery  Cherub, 
To  guard  this  Paradife  from  any  fecond  Violation.' 

life.  We  muft  difpatch  him.  Sir,  we  have  the  oddsj 
And  when  he's  kill'd,  leave  me  t'invcnt  th'  Excufe. 

Har.Jm.  Hold  a  little:  As  you  Ihuh'd  fighting  for- 
merly with  me,  fo  wou'd  I  now  v/ith  you.  The  Mil- 
chiefs  I  have  done  are  part  recall.  Yield  then  your  ufe» 
lefs  Right  in  her  I  love,  nnce  the  Pofleflion  is  no  longer 
yours ;  fo  is  your  Honour  lafe,  and  fo  is  hers,  the  Hus» 
band  only  alter'd.  rv  •    ,  •-;.. 

Tow.  Ye  trifle,  there's  no  room  for  Treaty  here :  - 
The  Shame's  too  open,  and  the  Wrong  too  great. 
Now  ail  the  Saints  in  Heaven  look  down  to  lee 

S  a  The 


41  i  A    M    B    O    Y   N    A. 

The  Juftlce  I  fhall  do,  for  'tis  their  Caufej 
And  all  the  Fiends  below  prepare  thy  Tortures. 

Tfab.  It'TovperJm  wou'd,  think'ft  thou  my  Soul  {o  poor 
To  own  thy  Sin,  and  make  the  bafe  A£t  mine. 
By  chufing  him  who  did  it?  Know,  bad  Man, 
I'll  die  with  him,  but  never  live  with  thee. 

-T«p.  Prepare,  I  fhall  fufpeft  you  flay  for  furdier  help, 
And  think  not  this  enough. 

Fife.  -We  are  ready  for  you, 

Hetr.Jm:  Stand  back,  I'll  fight  with  him  alone. 

Jifc.  Thank  you  for  that  j   io  if  he  kills  you,  I  (hall 
"have  him  fingle  upon  me.  {Ml  three  fight. 

ICfab.  Heaven  auift  my  "Love. 

Hot.  fun.  There,  IxgUJhriMn,  'twas  meant  well  to  thy 
-Heart.  [Towerfon  woHnded, 

life.  Oh  you  can  bleed,  I  fee,  for  all  your  Caufe. 

Tow.  Wounds  but  awaken  Englijh  Courages. 

Hftr.Jtm.  Yet  yield  me  Tfabinda,  and  be  fafe. 

Urm.  I'll  fight  my  felf  all  fear  let  over  firfti 
"Were  there  no  Love,  or  no  Revenge, 
I  cou'd  not  now  defift  in  Point  of  Honour.     "* 

Hot.  J»n.  Refolve  me  firft  one  Queftion, 
Did  you  not  draw  -your  Sword  this  Night  before. 
To  rcicue  one  oppreft  with  odds  ? 

Tm.  Yes,. in  this  very  Wood:  I  bear  a  Ring, 
The  Badge  ot  Gratitude  from  him  I  fav'd.  [kill 

Har.Jm.  That  Ring  was  mincj  I  fhou'd  be  loath  to 
The  frank  Redeemer  of  my  Life. 

T<np,  I  quit  that  Obligation.  But  we  lofe  time.  Come, 
Ravilher. 
\Jhey  fight  agum,Tovrct£oiticlofesr!i>ithlhxm^s\.  and  gets  him 

down.,  ashe  is  going  to  kill  him,  the  Fifcal  gets  over  him. 

Jifc.  Hoki,  and  let  him  rifcj  for  if  you  kUi  him,  at  the 
iame  inftant  you  die  too. 

Tov.  Dog,  do  thy  worft,  for  I  would  fo  be  kill'd;  I'll 
-^jrry  his  Soul  captive  with  me  into  the  other  World. 
.  ■  \Staifs  Harman. 

Har.ftm.  O  Mercy,  Mercy,  Heaven.  [Dies. 

Fife.  Take  this  then  in  return. 
[.iis  he's  going  tofitU?  him,  Yfabinda  takes  hold  of  his  Hand. 

Xfab,  Hold,  hold*  the  jveak  may  give  ibme  help. 
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Tcy».  [Rifing.^  Now,  Sir,  I  am  for  you. 

Fife.  iPMlriag.']  Hold,  Sir,  there  is  no  more  Refinance 
I  beg  you  by  the  Honour  of  your  Nation,  [made. 

Da  not  purfue  my  Life,  I  tender  you  my  Sword. 

l^HoUs  his  Sword  by  the  Point  to  him. 

Tofi.  Bafe  beyond  Example  of  any  Country,  but  thy 
own. 

Tfa^.  Kill  him,fwcct  Love,  or  we  fliall  bath  repent  if. 

Tifc.  [Kneeling  to  her.']  Divineft  Beauty!  abflra<9:  of  all 
that's  excellent  in  Woman,  can  you  be  Friend  to  Murder? 

Tfab,  'Tis  none  to  kill  a  Villain,  and  a  Dutchman. 

fife.  [Kneeling  to  Tojvcrfon.']  Noble  ^nglijhmim,  giyc  me 
my  Life,  unworthy  of  your  taking.  By  all  that's  Good 
and  Holy  here  I  Iwear,  before  the  Governor  to  plead 
your  Caufc;  and  to  declare  his  Son's  detefted  Crime, 
ib  to  fecure  your  Lives. 

Tow.  Rife,  take  thy  Life,  tho'  I  can  fcarce  believe  thee  j. 
If  for  a  Coward  it  be  poffible,  become  an  honell  Man. 
Enter  Harman  Senior,  Van  Herring,  Beamont,  Collins, 
Julia,  the  Governor's  Guard. 

Fife,  to  Nar.  Oh  Sir,  you  come  in  time  to  refcue  mcf , 
The  greateft  Villain  who  this  Day  draws  Breath 
Stands  here  before  your  Ryes  j  behold  your  Son, 
That  worthy,  fweet,  unfortunate  young. Man 
Lies  there,  the  laft  cold  Breath  yet  hovering 
Betwixt  his  trembhng  Lips. 

Tow.  Oh  Monfter  of  Ingratitude ! 

Har.  Oh  my  unfortunate  old  Age,  whofe  Prop,  . 
And  only  Staff  is  gone,  dead  e'er  I  die, 
Thefc  fliou  d  have  been  his  Tears,  and  J  have  been 
That  Body  to  be  mourn'd. 

Beam.  I  am  fo  much  amaz'd,  I  fcarce  believe  my  Senfcj; 

Fifi.  And  will  you  let  him  live,  who  did  this  A6t  ? 
Shall  Murder,  and  of  your  own  Son, 
And  fuch  a  Son  go  free  ?  He  lives  too  long 
By  this  one  Minute  which  he  ftays  behind  him. 

Tfab.  Oh  Sir,  remember,  in  that  Place  you  hold. 
You  are  a  common  Father  to  us  allj 
We  beg  but  Juftice  of  you  j  hearken  firfl: 
To  my  lamented  Story. 

Fife.  Firft  hear  me,  Sir. 

S3  2Wj». 
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Tow.  Thee,  Slave !  thou  liv'ft  but  by  the  Breath  I  gave  the*.' 
Didft  thou  but  now  plead  on  thy  Knees  for  Lite  ? 
And  offcr'd'ft  to  make  known  my  Innocence 
In  Harmad%  Injuries. 

Ttjc.  I  offer'd  to  have  clear'd  thy  Innocence 
Who  bafely  murdcr'd  him?  But  Words  are  nced]efs3^ 
Sir,  you  fee  Evidence  before  your  Eyes, 
And  I  the  Witnefs,  on  my  Oath  to  Heaven, 
How  clear  your  Son,  how  criminal  this  Man. 

Col.  Ttrverfin  could  do  nothinj^  but  what  was  Noble. 
:Be*m.  "We  know  his  native  Worth. 
Tifc.  His  Worth?  Behold  it  on  the  Murderer's  Hand, 
"A  Robber  firft,  he  took  Degrees  in  Mifchief, 
And  g'-ew  to  what  he  is :  Know  you  that  Diamond, 
And  whofc  it  was?  See  if  he  dares  deny't. 

U>w.  Sir,  'twas  your  Son's,  that  freely  I  acknowledge^ 

But  how  I  came  by  it 

Har.  No,  'tis  too  much,  I'll  hear  no  more. 
Jifa.  The  Devil  of  jealouiie,  and  that  of  Avarice,  both 
I  beJieve  p  oflefl:  him ;  or  your  Son  was  innocently  talk- 
ing with  his  Wife,  and  he  perliaps  had  found  'em  j  this 
I  cuefs,  but  faw  it  not,  becaufe  I  came  too  late.  I  only 
vicw'd  the  fwcct  Youth,  juft  expiring,  and  Towerfon 
{looping  dov,"!!  to  take  the  Ring :  She  kneeling  by  to 
help  him  5  when  he  faw  me,  he  wou'd,  you  may  be  fure, 
liave  fent  me  after,  becaufe  I  was  a  Witneii  of  the  Faifti 
this  on  my  Soul  is  true. 

TcTP.  Falfe  as  that  Soul,  each  Word,  each  Syllable} 
The  Rincr  he  put  upon  my  Hand  this  Night, 
"When  in  this  Wood  unknown,  and  near  this  place. 
Without  my  timely  help  he  had  been  flain. 

Fife.  See  this  unlikely  Story, 
What  Enemies  had  he  who  {hou'd  aflault  him. 
Or  is  it  probable  that  very  Man 
Who  aftuaily  did  kill  him  afterwards. 
Should  fave  his  Life  {o  httle  time  before? 

Yfub.  Bafe  Man,  thou  know'ft  the  rcafon  of  his  Death} 
He  had  committed  on  my  Perfon,  Sir, 
An  impious  Rape;  firft  ty'd  me  to  that  Tree, 
And  there  my  Husband  found  me,  whofe  Revenge 
Was  fuck,  as  Heaven  and  Earth  will  juftify. 

Bar, 
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Har.  I  know  not  what  Heaven  will,  but  Earth  (lull 
not. 

Beam.  Hei\Story  carries  fuch  a  face  of  Truth, 
Ye  cannot  but  believe  it. 

Col.  The  other  a  malicious  ill-patch 'd  Lie. 

Tifc.  Yes,  you  are  proper  judges  of  his  Crime, 
Who  with  the  reft  of  your  Accomplices, 
Your  Countrymen,  and  Teveerfon  tlie  Chief, 
Whom  we  too  kindly  us'd,  wou'd  have  furpriz'd 
The  Fort,  and  made  us  Slaves;  that  (lull  be  prov'3. 
More  foon  than  you  imagine  j  I  found  it  out 
This  Evening. 

To-x.  Sure  the  Devil  has  lent  thee  all  his  ftock  of  Falf- 
hocd,  and  muft  be  foic'd  hereafter  to  tell  Truth. 

Beam.  Sir,  'tis  impotrible  you  fliould  believe  it. 

Har.  Seiz-e  'em  all. 

Col.  You  cannot  be  (b  bafe. 

Har.  I'll  be  fo  juft  'till  I'can  hear  your  Plea 
Againft  this  Plot;  which  if  not  prov'd,  and  fully. 
You  are  quit,  mean  time,  Refiftance  is  but  vain. 

Tow.  Provided  that  we  may  have  equal  hearing, 
I  am  content  to  yield,  though  I  declare 
You  have  no  Power  to  judge  us.  [Gives  his  Srtordt 

Beam.  Barb'rous  ungrateful  Dutch. 

Har.  See  'em  convey 'd  apart  to  fevcral  Prifbns, 
Lcaft  they  combine  to  forge  fome  ipecious  Li« 
In  their  Excufe. 
Let  Towerfon  and  that  Wom^n  too  be  parted. 

2}ij^.  Was  ever  fuch  a  fad  divorce  made  on  a  Bridal  Ni^ht! 
But  we  before  were  parted  ne'er  to  meet, 
Farewel,  fai'cwel,  my  laft  and  only  Love. 

low.  Curfe  on  my  fond  Credulity,  to  think 
There  cou'd  be  Faith  or  Honour  in  the  Dutch'. 
Farewel  my  Tfabinda,  and  farewel 
My  much  wrong'd  Countrymen  j  remember  yet 
That  no  unmanly  Weaknels  in  your  Sufferings 
Dilgrace  the  native  Honour  of  our  Ifle; 

I-  or  you  I  mourn.  Grief  for  my  felf  were  van, 

Jkhave  loll  all,  and  now  wou'd  loie  my  Pain.  [Exiunt. 

S4  ACT 
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ACTV.     SCENE    L 

ATablefet  out. 

Inter  Harman,  Fifcal,  Van  Herring,  am!  two  Dutchmen ; 
They  Jit.  Boy,  and  Waiters,  Guards. 

Hnr.  \  if  Y  Sorrow  cannot  be  fo  fbon  digefted  for  lo- 
i  Vl  iing  of  a  Son  I  lov'd  fo  well,  but  I  confider, 
g.eat  Advantages  muft:  with  feme  Lofs  be  bought:  As 
this  rich  Trade  which  I  this  Day  have  purchas'd  with 
ills  Death,  yet  let  me  be  reveng'd,  and  I  fhalj  ftill  live  on, 
and  cat,  and  drink  down  all  my  Griefs.  Now  to  the 
matter,  ¥ifcal. 

Fife.  Since  we  may  freely  fpeak  among  our  felves,  all 
1  have  iaid  oiTowerfon  was  moft  fallc;  you  were  con- 
fcnting,  Sir,  as  well  as  I,  that  Verez.  (hould  be  hir'd  to 
murder  him,  which  he  refufing  when  he  was  engag'd, 
'cis  dangerous  to  let  him  longer  live. 

Vmu  Her.  Diipatch  him,  lie  v/ill  be  a  ihrewd  Witnels 
againfl  us,  if  he  return  to  Europe. 

T/fc.  I  have  thought  better,  if  you  plcale,  to  kill  him 
by  form  of  Law,  as  accefTary  to  the  Znglijh  Piot,  which 
I  have  long  been  forging. 

Har.  Send  one  to  feize  him  ftrait.  [Exit  a  Mejfenger.'] 
B  It  what  you  laid,  that  Towerfon  was  guiltlefs  of  my 
Sm's  Death,  I  eafily  believe  j  and  ne'er  thought  other- 
w'fe,  though  I  dillembrd. 

Va)i  Htr.  Nor  I ;  but  'twas  well  done  to  feign  that 
Story. 

1  Dutch.  The  true  one  was  too  foul. 

2  Dutch.  And  afterwards  to  draw  the  Englijh  ofiTfrom 
his  Concernment,  to  their  own,  I  th'nk  'twas  rarely  ma- 
nag'd  that. 

/  Her.  So  far,  'twas  well;  now  to  proceed,  for  I  would 
/"ladly  know  v/hecher  the  Grounds  arc  plaufible  enough 
•'  ©f  tbis  pveicndpd  Plot. 
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Tifc.  With  favour  of  this  honourable  Court,  give  me 
but  leave  to  fmooth  the  way  before  you.  Some  two  or- 
three  Nights  fince,  (it  matters  not ;)  a  Japan  Soldier  un- 
der Capta:n  Perez,  came  to  a  Sentinel  upon  the  Guarrf, 
and  in  familiar  talk  did  queftion  him  about  this  Caftle,  of 
its  Strength;  and  how  he  thought  it  might  be  taken; 
this  Difcourfe  the  other  told  me  early  the  next  Morning : 
I  thereupon  did  ilTue  private  Order,  to  wrack  theja^on-^ 
nefe,  my  felf  being  prcfcnt. 
•  H(tr.  But  what's  this  to  the  EngliJJj? 

Tifc.  You  fhall  hear:  I  ask'dhim  when  his  Pains  were 
flrongeft  on  him,  if  Ttwerfon,  or  the  E-iglt(Ji  Factory,  had 
never  hir'd  him  to  betray  the  Fort  ?  he  anfwer'd,(as  'twas 
true)  they  never  had:  Nor  was  his  meaning  more  in 
that  Difcourfe,  than  as  a  Soldier  to  inform  himfelf,  and 
fb  to  pafs  the  time. 

Van  Her.  Did  he  confcfs  no  more  ? 

Tifc.  You  interrupt  me.  I  to!d  him  I  was  certainly  in- 
form'd  the  BngUfj  had  Defigns  upon  the  Caftle,  and  if  he 
frankly  would  confefs  their  Plot,  he  fhou'd  not  only  be 
reieasd  from  Torment,  but  bounteoufly  rewarded;  Pre-- 
fent  Pain  and  future  Hopes,  in  fine,  fo  wrought  upon 
him,  he  yielded  to  fubfaibe  what  e'er  I  pleas'dj  and  [q 
he  ftands  committed. 

Har.  Well  contriv'd,  a  fair  way  made  upon  this  Accu- 
fation,  to  put  them  all  to  Torture 

2  Dutch.  By  his  Confeflion,  all  of  'em  fhall  die,  ev'n  to 
thc-r  General  ro»«r/o«. 

Har.  He  ftands  convicted  of  another  Crime,  for  which, 
he  is  to  fuffer. 

Fife.  This  do's  well,  to  help  it  though.    For  To-»erfon 
is  here  a  Perfbn  publickly  employ'd  from  Enj^land,  and  if 
he  ftiou'd  appeal,  as  fuve  he  will,-  you  have  no  Power  to 
Judge  him  in  Amboyna. 

Van  Her.  But  in  regard  of  the  late  League  and  Union, 
betwixt  the  Nations,  now  can  this  be  anfwer'd  ? 

I  JSutch.  To  t9rture  Subjeds  to  fb  great  a  King,  a  pain 
ne'er  heard  of  in  their  happy  Land,  will  found  buE  ill  in 
iMro^e, 

Sf  lift. 
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Fife.  Their  Enr///Z>  Laws,  in  England  have  their  force  j 
and  we  have  ours,  different  from  theirs,  at  home;  it  is 
enough,  they  either  fliall  cbnfefs,  or  we  will  felfify  their 
Hands  to  make  'em.  Then  for  th' Apology  let  me  alonej 
I  have  it  writ  already  to  a  Tittle,  of  what  they  fhall  fub- 
icribc;  this  I  will  publifh,  and  make  our  moft  unheard 
of  Cruelties  to  fecm  moft  juft  and  legal. 

Har.  Then  in  the  name  of  him,  who  put  it  firft  into 
/thy  Head  to  form  this  damn'd  falfe  Plot,  proceed  we  ta 
the  Execution  of  it.  And  to  begin ;  firft  fcize  we  their 
Iffefts,  rifle  their  Chcfts,  their  Boxes,  Writings,  Books, 
and  take  of  'em  a  fceming  Inventory ;  but  all  to  our  owa 
ufe ;  I  fhall  grow  young  with  thought  of  this,  and  lofe 
my  Scon's  remembrance. 

Fife.  Will  you  not  pleafe  to  call  the  Prifoncrs  in?  At 
leaft  inquire,  what  Torments  have  extorted. 

Har.  Go  thou  and  bring  us  word.  {Exit  FifcaL 

Boy,  give  me  fome  Tobacco,  and  a  ftope  of  Wine,  Boy. 

Boy.  I  fliall,  Sir. 

Har.  And  a  Tub  to  leak  in  Boy ;  when  was  this  Table 
without  a  leaking  Veflel  ? 

Vm  Her.  That's  aii  Omiffion. 

T  T>utch.  A  great  Oraiflion.  'Tis  a  Member  of  the 
Table,  1  take  it  fo. 

Har.  Never  any  thing  of  Moment  was  done  at  our 
Council- Table,  without  a  leaking  Tub,  at  Icaft  in  my 
timej  great  Affairs  require  great  Confultations,  great 
Confultations  require  great  Drinking,  and  great  Drinking 
a  great  leaking  VeflcL 

Van  Her.  I  ana  e'en  drunk  with  Joy  already,  to  fee  o\ic 
godly  Bufinefs  in  this  forwardnefs. 
Enter  Fifcal. 

Hir.  Where  are  the  Prifoncrs? 

Fife.  At  the  Doer. 

Har.  Bring  'em  in ;  I'll  try  if  we  can  face  "em  down 
by  Impudence,  and  make  'em  to  confefs. 

Enter  Beamont  and  Collins  guanltd. 

Tou  arc  not  ignorant  of  our  Bufinefs  with  you :  the  Cries 

of  your  Accomplices  have   already  reach'd    your  Earsj 

and  your  own  Co^cicaces,  &bovc  a  thouland  Summons, 

~^   ■  thou- 
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fhoufand  Tortures,  inftruft  you  what  to  do.  No  farther 
Juggling,  nothing  but  plain  Sincerity  and  Truth  to  be 
deliver'd  now;  a  free  Confeffion  will  firft  attone  for  all 
your  Sins  above ;  and  may  do  much  below  to  gain  your 
Pardons.  Let  me  exhort  you  therefore,  be  you  merciful, 
firft  to  your  felves,  and  make  acknowledgement  of  your 
Confpiracy. 

Bedtn.  What  Confpiracy  ? 

Tifc.  Why  la  you,  that  the  Devil  fhou'd  go  mask'd 
with  fuch  a  feeming  honeft  Face;  I  warrant  you  know 
ol;  no  fuch  thing. 

Har.  Were  not  you  Mr.  Beamont,  and  you  CoUim  both 
accefiary  tonhc  horrid  Plot,  for  the  Surprifal  of  this  Fort 
and  Ifland? 

Beam.  As  I  fliall  reconcile  my  Sins  to  Heaven,  in  my. 
Lft  Article  of  Life,  Tin  innocent. 
Col.  And  fo  am  L 

Jinr.  So,  you  are  firft  upon  the  Negative. 
Beam.  And  will  be  fo  'till  Death. 
Col.  What  Plot  is  this  you  fpeak  of? 
fife.  Here  are  impudent  Rogues,  now  after  Confcftlon 
of  two  Japimefis,  thefe  EngU(h  Starts  dare  ask  what  Plot 
it  is.  -  I 

Har.  Not  to  inform  your  Knowledge,  but  that  Law 
may  have  its  courfe  in  every  Circumftance;  Fifcal,  futn 
up  their  Accufation  to  'em. 

life.  You  ftand  accus'd,  that  Nere-years  Day  late  paft, 
there  met  at  Captain  Toreerfin's  Houie,  you  prefent,  and 
many  others  of  your  Faftory :  There,  againft  Law  and 
juftice,  and  all  Ties  of  Frieiidfliip,  and  of  Partnerfliip  be- 
twixt us,  you  did  confpire  to  leize  upon  the  Fort,  to 
murther  this  our  worthy  Governor;  and  by  the  help  of 
your  Plantations  near,  of  Jacatra,  and  Banda,  and  Loho,  ta 
keep  it  for  your  felves. 

Beam.  What  Proofs  have  you  of  this  ? 
Fife.  The  Confeffion  of  two  fa^omefes  hir'd  by  you  to 
attempt  it. 

Beam.  I  hear  they  have  been  forced  by  Torture  to  it. 
Harm.  It  matters  not  which  way  theTruth  comes  outj 
take  heed,  for  their  Example  is  before  you. 

""""  team. 
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Beam.  Ye  have  no  right,  ye  dare  not  Torture  us,  we- 
owe  you  no  Subje<ftion, 

Fife.  That,  Sir,  mufl:  be  difputed  at  the  Hague;  in  the 
mean  time  we  arc  in  Pofleffion  here. 

a  Butch.  And  we  can  make  our  felves  to  be  obey'd. 

Van  Her.  In  few  word?.  Gentlemen,  confcfs.  There  is 
a  Beverage  ready  for  you  elfe,  which  you'll  not  like  to. 
fwallow. 

Col.  How's  this  ? 

Har.  You  (hall  be  muffl'd  up  like  Ladies,  with  an  oil'd 
Cloath  put  underneath  your  Chins,  then  Water  pour'd  a- 
bove;  which  either  you  muft  drink,  or  mufc  not  breath. 

I  Dutch,  That's  one  way,  we  have  others.  • 

Har.  Yes,  we  have  two  Elements  at  your  Service,  Fire, 
as  well  as  Water  j  certain  things  caii'd  Matches  to  be  ty'd 
to  your  Fingers  ends,  which  are  as  fovereign  as  Nut-- 
megs,  to  quicken  your  fhort  Memories. 

Beam.  You  are  inhuman,  to  make  your  Cruelty  your 
Paftime;  Nature  made  rac  a  Man,  and  not  a  Whale,  to 
fwallow  down  a  Flood. 

Har.  You'Jl  grov/  a  corpulent  Gentleman  like  me;  I 
ItiaJllove  you  the  better  for'r,  now  you.  are  but  a  ipara 
Rib. 

Iljc.  Theft  things  arc  only  ofFer'd"  to  your  Choice  j 
you  may  avoid  your  Tortures,  and  confefs. 

Col.  Kill  us  firfl,  for  that  we  know  is  youx  Deiign  at. 
]aft  i  and  'tis  more  Mercy  now. 

Beam.  Be  kind,  and  execute  us^  while  wc  bear  thc: 
Shapes  of  Men,  e're  Fire  and  Water  have  delbroyed  our 
Figures;  let  me  go  whole  out  of  the  World,  I  care  not; 
and  find  my  Body  when  I  rile  again  fo,  as  I  need  not  b« 
afham'd  on't. 
Har.  'Tis  well  you're  merry ;  will  you  yet  confefs  ? 
'Beam.  Never. 

Har.  Bear  'em  away  to  Torture. 
Vfin  Her.  We'il  try  your  Conftancy.. 
Beam.  We'll  fhame  your  Cruelty;  if  we  deftrve  our 
Tortures,  'tis  firft  for  freeing  fuch  an  infamous  Nation, 
that  ought  to  have  been  Slaves,  and  then  for  trufting 
them  as  Partners,  who  had  caft  off  the  Yoke  of  their 
lawful  Sovcraign.  Mar.. 
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Nar.  Away,  Til  hear  no  more,  now  who  comes  the 
next?  [Exeunt  the  Englifli  tvith  a  Guard. 

life.  Toroer fen's  Page,  a  Ship  Boy,  and  a  Woman. 

Har.  Call  'em  in.  [Exit  a  Mejfengeri 

Van  Her.  We  fhall  have  eafie  Work  with  them. 

Yifc.  Not  fb  eafie  as  you  imagine,  they  have  indur'd 
the  iBeverage  already  j  all  Mafters  of  their  Pain,  no  one 
confeffinjT. 

Har.  The  Devil's  in  thefe  Englifl),  thofe  brave  Boys 
wou'd  prove  ftout  Topers  if  they  liv'd. 

Enter- two  Boys,  and  a  Woman  led  as  from  Tbrture. 
Cfame  hither  ye  perverfe  Imps;  they  fay,  you  have  indured 
the  Water  Torment,  we'll  try  what  Fire  will  do  with 
you:  You  Sirrah,  confefs,  were  not  you  knowing  of 
ToToerJbn's  Plot,  againft  this  Fort  and  Ifland  ? 

Page.  I  have  told  your  Hangman  no,  twelve  times 
within  this  Hour,  when  I  was  at  the  laftGafp.and  that's 
a  time  I  think,  when  a  Man  fhou'd  not  diflemble, 

Har.  A  Man,  mark  you  that  now;  you  EngUfh  Boys 
have  learn't  a  Trick  of  late,  of  growing  Men  betimes ; 
and  doing  Mens  Work  too,  before  you  come  to  twenty. 

Van  Her.  Sirrah,  I  will  try  if  you  are  a  Salamander,  and 
can  live  i'th'  Fire. 

Page.  Sure  you  think  my  Father  got  me  of  fbme  Dutch 
Woman,  and  that  I  am  but  of  a  half  ftrain  Courage ;  but 
you  fhall  find  that  I  am  all  o'er  EngUfh,  as  well  in  Fire  as 
Water. 

2  Boy.  Well,  of  all.  Religions,  Ido  not  like  your  Dtttfhi 

Fife.  No,  and  why  young  Stripling  ? 

2  Boy.  Becaufe  your  Penance  comes  before  ConfefiTion. 

Har.  Do  you  mock  us  Sirrah  ?  to  the  Fire  with  him. 

2  Boy.  Do  fo,  all  you  ftiall  get  by  it,  is  thisj  before  I 
anfwer'd  no,  now  I  il  be  fullen  and  will  talk  no  more. 

Har.  Beft  cutting  off  thefe  little  Rogues  betimc,  if  they 
grow  Men,  they'll  have  the  Spirit  of  Revenge  in  'em. 

Page.  Yes,  as  your  Children  have  that  of  Rebellion  j 
oh  that  I  cou'd  but  live  to  be  Governor  here,  to  make 
your  ht  Guts  pledge  me  in  that  Beverage  I  drunk,  you 
Sir  fohn  Idjia^  of  ^mjierdam. 

'    "  xBoy, 
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z  Bey.  I  have  a  little  Brother  in  England,  thai  I  intcn J 
to  appear  to,  when  you  have  kill'd  mc;  and  if  he  docs 
not  proraife  me  the  Death  of  ten  Dutchmen  in  tlie  next 
War,  rll  haunt  hiai  inftead  of  you. 

Har.  "What  fay  you.  Woman  ?  Have  Compaflion  of  your 
£elf,  and  confcfs ;  you  are  of  a  fbfter  Sex. 

fVom.  But  of  a  Courage  full  as  manly ;  there  is  no  Sex 
in  Souls;  wrould  you  have  EnglifJ}  Wives  fhew  lefs  of 
Bravery  then  their  Children  do?  To  lie  by  an  Engl'tjlt 
Man's  Side,  is  enough  to  give  a  Woman  Rcfolution. 

Fife.  Here's  a  Hen  of  the  Game  too,  but  we  fhall  tame 
you  in  the  Fire. 

Worn,  My  Innocence  fhall  tliere  be  try'd  like  Gold,  till 
it  come  out  the  purer.  When  y6u  have  burnt  me  all  in- 
to one  Wound,  cram  Gunpowder  into'r,  and  blow  me 
up,  ril  not  confefs  one  Word  to  Shame  my  Country. 

Har.  I  think  we  have  got  here  the  Mother  of  the 
"MacMbetSj  away  with  them  all  three. 

[Exeunt  the  Englifli  guarded, 
I'll  take  the  Pains  my  felf  to  lee  thefe  tortur'd 

[Eiceunt  Harman,  Van  Herring,  and  the  two  Dutch- 
men toith  the  Eng;lifh :  Manet  Fifcal. 
Enter  Julia  to  the  Filcal. 

Jul.  Oh  you  have  ruin'd  me,  yeu  hare  undone  me,  in 
the  Perfon  of  my  Husband ! 

Fife.  If  he  will  needs  forfeit  his  Life  to  the  Laws,  by 
joining  with  the  Englifj  in  a  Plot,  'tis  not  in  me  to  fave 
jaim ;  but  dcarefty»/w  be  fatisfy'd,  you  fhall  not  want  a 
Husband. 

Jul.  Do  you  think,  Til  ever  come  into  a  Bed  with 
him,  who  robb'd  me  of  my  dear  fweet  Man  ? 

Fife.  Dry  up  your  Tears,  I'm  in  earneft,  I  wi-il  marry 
you,  i'faith  I  will;  it  is  your  Deftiny, 

Jul.  Nay  if  it  be  my  Deftiny :  But  I  vow  I'll  ne'er  be 
yours  but  upon  one  Condition. 

Fife.  Name  your  Defire  and  take  it. 

Jul.  Then  lave  poor  Beamont's  Life. 

Fife.  Tl\is  is  the  moft  unkind  Requeft  you  cou'd  have 
made,  it  fhews  you  Love  him  better;  Therefore  in  Pru- 
dence I  fhould  hallc  his  Death. 
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yul.  Come,  I'll  not  be  deny'd,  you  fhall  give  roc  hir 
Life,  or  I'll  not  love  you,  by  this  Kifs  you  fhall.  Child. 

Fife.  Pray  ask  fome  other  thing. 

^ul.  I  have  your  word  for  this,  and  if  you  break  it^ 
how  fhall  I  truft  you  for  your  marrying  me  ? 

Fife.  Well,  I  will  do't  to  oblige  you.  [Afide.]  But  ta 
prevent  her  new  Defigns  with  him,  I'll  fee  him  Ihipt  a- 
way  for  England  ftraight. 

j^ul.  1  may  build  upon  your  Promifc  then  ? 

Fife.  Moft  firmly :  I  hear  Company. 
jEnter  Harman,  Van  Herring,  and  the  ftw  Dutchmen,  ifith 
Towerlon  frifmer. 

Hur.  Now  Captain  Toner  [on,  you  have  had  the  Privi- 
ledge  to  be  examin'd  lall: :  This  on  the  Score  of  my  old 
Fricndfhip  with  you,  though  you  have  ill  deferv'd  it. 
But  here  you  (land  accus'd  of  no  lefs  Crimes  then  Rob- 
bery firft,  then  Murthcr,  and  laft  Treafon :  What  can  yoa 
lay  to  clear  your  felf ? 

ToTo.  You're  intercfted  in  all,  and  therefore  partialj 
I  have  conlider'd  on't,  and  will  not  plead, 
Becaufe  I  know  yoa  have  no  Right  to  judge  me : 
For  the  laft  Treaty  'twixt  our  King  and  you 
Exprefly  faid,  that  Caufes  criminal 
Were  firft  to  be  Examin'd,  and  then  Judg'd, 
Not  here,  but  by  the  Council  of  Defence}  -^ 

To  whom  I  make  Appeal. 

Fife.  This  Court  conceives  that  it  has  Power  to  judge 
you}  deriv'd  from  the  moft  High  and  Mighty  States, 
who  in  this  Ifland  are  Supream,  and  that  as  well  in  Cri» 
minal,  as  Civil  Caufes. 

I  THiteh  You  are  not  to  qucftion  tke  Authority  of  the 
Court,  which  is  to  judge  you. 

Tm.  Sir,  by  your  Favour,  I  both  muft,  and  will: 
I'll  not  fo  far  betray  my  Nation's  Right  j 
We  are  not  here  your  Subjects,  but  your  Partners : 
And  that  Supremacy  of  Power  you  claim. 
Extends  but  to  the  Natives,  not  to  us : 
Dare  you,  who  in  the  Britifh  Seas  ftrike  Sail, 
Nay  more,  whofe  Lives  and  Freedom  are  our  Alms, 
Frefumc  to  lit  and  judge  your  Benefactors  ? 

""  Your 
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,  Your  bafc  new  upftart  Com  mon- Wealth  fliouldblufli,' 
/  To  doom  the  Subjefts  of  an  Englijh  King, 
The  meaneft  of  whofe  Merchants  wou'd  difdain  ■ 
The  narrow  Life,  and  the  domeftick  Bafenefs 
Of  one  of  thofe  you  call  your  mighty  States. 

Fife.  You  fpend  your  Breath  in  Railing  j  fpeak  to*  the 
Purpofe-. 

Httr.  Hold  yet:  Becaufe  you  (hall  not  call  us  cruel, 
.Or  plead  I  wou'd  be  Judge  in  my  own  Caufe  j 
I  fhall  accept  of  that  Appeal  you  make-. 
Concerning  my  Son's  Death;  provided  iirft 
You  clear  your  felf  from  what  concerns  the  Publick  \ 
For  that  relating  to  our  general  Safety, 
The  Judgment  of  it  cannot  ba  deferr'dj 
But  with  our  common  Danger. 

Tow.  Let  me  firft 
Be  bold  to  queftion  you :  What  Circumftancc 
Can  make  this  your  pretended  Plot  feem  likely .' 
The  Natives  firft  you  tortur'd,  their  Confeffion 
Extorted  fo,  can  prove  no  Crime  in  us. 
Confider  next  the  ftrength  of  this  your  Caftle ; 
Its  Garrifon  above  two  t.undrcd  Men, 
Belides  as  many  of  your  City  Burghers, 
All  ready  on  the  leafi:  Alarm,  or  Summons, 
To  reinforce  the  others,  for  ten  EngUJh, 
And  Merchants  they,  not  Soldiers,  with  the  Aid 
Gf  ten  faptmners  ■■,  all  of  'em  unarm'd. 
Except  five  Swords,  and  not  fo  many  Muskets; 
Tk'  Attempt  had  only  been  for  Fools  or  Madmen.' 
Tifc.  We  cannot  help  your  want  of  Wit;  proceed. 
Tow.  Grant  then  we  had  been  defperate  enough 
To  hazard  this;  we  muft  at  leaft  foiecaft 
How  to  fecure  Pofleflion  when  we  had  it. 
We  had  no  Ship  nor  Pinnace  in  the  Harbour  j 
Nor  could  have  Aid  from  any  Factory : 
The  nearefl:  to  us  forty  Leagues  from  hence, 
And  they  but  few  in  number :  You,  belides 
This  Fort,  have  yet  three  Caftles  in  this  Ifle  ^^ 
Amply  provided  tor,  and  eight  tall  Ships 
Riding  at  Anchor  near  j  coniider  this. 

And 
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And  think  what  all  the  World  will  judge  of  it. 

Hur.  Nothing  but  Falfhood  is  to  be  expefted 
From  fuch  a  Tongue,  whofe  Heart  is  foul'd  withTrcafonI 
Give  him  the  Beverage. 

Fife.  'Tis  ready,  Sir. 

Hfir.  Holdi  I  have  fome  Relu£lrance  to  proceed 
To  that  Extremity :  He  was  my  Friend, 
And  I  wou'd  have  him  frankly  to  confefs : 
Pufh  ope  that  Prifon  Door,  and  fet  before  him- 
The  Image  of  his  Pains  in  other  Men. 

7'he  SCENE  opens.,  and  difcovers  the  Englifh 
tortur'dy  and  the  Dutch  tormenting  them. 

Tifc.  Now,  Sir,  how  does  the  Objcft  like  you  ? 

Te-tf.  Are  you  Men  or  Devils !  D'Alva,  whom  you 
Cond  emn  for  Cruelty,  did  ne'er  the  like ; 
He  knew  original  Villany  was  in  your  Blood; 
Your  Fathers  all  are  damn'd  for  their  Rebellion ; 
"When  they  rebell'd,  they  were  well  us'd  to  this : 
Thefe  Tortures  ne'er  were  hatch'd  in  Human  Breafts, 
But  as  your  Country  lies  confin'd  on  Hell, 
Juft  on  its  Marches,  your  black  Neighbours  taught  yc, 
And  juft  fuch  Pains  as  you  invent  on  Earth, 
Hell  has  referv'd  for  you. 

Har.  Are  you  yet  mov'd? 

Tow.  But  not  as  you  would  have  mc. 
I  could  weep  Tears  of  Blood  to  view  this  Ufagcj 
But  you,  as  if  not  made  of  the  fame  Mould, 
See  wirh  dry  Eyes  the  Miferies  of  Men, 
As  they  were  Creatures  of  another  Kind, 
Not  Chriftians,  nor  Allies,  nor  Partners  with  you. 
But  as  if  Beafts,  transfix'd  on  Theatres, 
To  make  you  cruel  Sport. 

Har.  Thefe  are  but  vulgar  Objedls,  bring  his  Friendj 
Let  him  behold  his  Tortures  j  ftiut  that  Door. 

[The  Scene  doid. . 
Enter  Beamont  led,  roith  Matches  ty'd  to  his  Hands. 

Tow.  [Embrmng  him.']  Oh  my  dear  Friend,  now  I  am 
truly  wretched ! 

Even 
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Even  in  that  Part  vvtich  is  moft  ienfible. 
My  Fricndfhip : 

How  have  we  liv'd  to  fee  the  Englifh  Name, 
The  Scorn  of  thefe,  the  vilefl:  of  Mankind ! 

Bmw.  Courage  my  Friend,and  rather  praifc  weHeavcn> 
That  it  has  chofe  two  fuch  as  you  and  me, 
'Who  will  not  fhame  our  Country  with  our  Pains, 
But  ftand  like  Marble  Statues  in  their  Fires, 
Scorch'd  and  dcfadd  perhaps,  not  melted  down. 
So  let  "em  burn  this  Tenement  of  Earth} 
They  can  but  burn  me  naked  to  my  Soul, 
That's  of  a  nobler  Frame,  and  will  fland  firm. 
Upright,  and  unconfum'd. 

F'tjc.  Confefs;  if  jou  have  Klndnefs,  fave  your  Friend. 

Torf.  Yes,  by  my  Death  I  would,  not  my  Confefllon ; 
He  is  fo  Brave,  he  wouM  not  fo  be  iav'd ; 
But  wou'd  renounce  a  Friendfhip  built  on  Shame. 

Har.  Bring  more  Candles,  and  burn  him   from   th« 
Wrifts  up  to  the  Elbows. 

Beam.  Do,  Tli  enjoy  the  Flames  like  Se^voU', 
'And  when  one's  roaftcd,  give  the  other  Hand. 

ToU'.  Let  me  embrace  you  while  you  are  a  Man, 
Now  you  muft  lofe  that  Form  5  be  parch'd  and  riyel'd 
Like  a  dry'd  Mummy,  or  dead  Ma!efai5lor, 
Expos'd  in  Chains,  and  blown  about  by  Winds. 

Beam.  Yet  this  I  can  endure. 
Go  on,  and  weary  out  two  Elements ; 
Vex  Fire  and  Water  with  th'  Experiments 
Of  Pains  far  worfe  than  Death. 

Tow.  Oh  let  me  take  my  turn ; 
You  will  have  double  Pleafure,  I'm  a(ham*d 
To  be  the  only  Englifhman  untortur'd. 

Van  Her.  You  foon  {hou'd  have  your  Wiftij  but  that  we 
know 
In  him  you  fuffcr  more. 

Hur.  Fill  me  a  brim  full  Slafs: 
Now  Captain,  here's  to  all  your  Countrymen  j 
I  wi{h  your  whole  Eaft-lndm  Company 
Were  io  this  Room,  that  we  might  ulc  them  thus. 
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Ttfc.  They  fliould  have  Fires  of  Cloves  and  Cinnamon, 
We  would  cut  down  whole  Groves  to  Honour  'cm, 
And  be  at  Coft  to  burn  'em  nobly. 

Beam.  Barb 'rous  Villains !  now  you  fliow  your  fclvcs. 

Har.  Boy,  take  that  Qndle  tkencc,  and  bring  it  hithcc* 
I  am  exalted,  and  wou*d  light  my  Pipe 
Juft  where  the  Wyck  is  fed  with  Englijh  Fat. 

Van  Her.  So  wou'd  I  j  oh  the  Tobacco  taftcs  divinely 
after  it. 

Tow.  We  have  Friends  in  lEnglAnJ,  who  wou'd  weep 
to  fee 
This  afted  on  a  Theatre,  which  here 
You  make  your  Paftime. 

Beam.  Oh  that  this  Flefh  were  turn'd  a  Cake  of  Ice, 
That  I  might  in  an  inftant  melt  away. 
And  become  nothing,  to  efcape  this  Torment. 
There  is  not  cold  enough  in  all  the  North 
To  quench  my  burning  Blood,    ;[Fifcal  whijpers  Harman^ 

Har.  Do  v\'ith  Beanwnt  as  you  pleafe,  fo  Torverfm  die. 

Ttfc.  You'll  not  confefs  yet,  Captain  ? 

Tow.  Hangman,  no. 
I  would  have  don't  before,  if  e'er  I  would : 
To  do  it  when  my  Friend  has  fufFer'd  this. 
Were  to  be  lej[s  than  he. 

J//^.  Free  him.  \They  frtt  Beamonf,. 

To  Beamont  aJiJe. 
Btament,  I  have  not  fworn  you  (hou'd  not  fuffer. 
But  that  you  fhould  not  die ;  thank  yulia  for't. 
But  on  your  Life  do  not  delay  this  Hour 
To  poft  from  hence;  fo  to  your  next  Plantation j 
I  cannot  fuffer  a  lov'd  Rival  near  me. 

Beam.  I  almofl:  queftion  if  I  will  receive 
My  Life  from  thee:  'Tis  like  a  Cure  from  Witches } 
'Twill  leave  a  Sin  behind  it. 

Fife.  Nay,  I'm  not  lavifh  of  my  Courtefiej 
I  can  on  ealie  Terms  refume  my  Gift. 

Har.  Captain,  you're  a  dead  Man ;  I'll  fpare  your  Tor- 
ture for  your  Quality  j  prepare  for  Execution  inftantly. 

Toj9.  I  am  prcpai'd. 
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Tifc.  You  die  in  Charity,  I  hope. 
Tow.  I  can  forgive  even  thee; 
My  Innocence  I  need  not  name,  you  know  it. 
One  farewel  Kifs  of  my  dear  YftU>inJa, 
And  all  my  Buiinefs  here  on  Earth  is  done. 

Har.  Call  her,  flic's  at  the  Door.  [Exit  Fifcah' 

Jbw.  /*  Beatn.  embracing.  A  long  and  laft  farewel  j  I 
take  my  Death 
With  the  more  cfeearfiilnefs,  becaufe  thou  liv'ft 
Behind  mc :  Tell  my  Friends,  I  dy'd  fo  as 
Became  a  Chriftian  and  a  Man ;  give  to  my  brave 
Employers  of  the  E<r/I  India  Company, 
The  laft  Remembrance  of  my  faithful  Service; 
Tell  'em  I  Seal  that  Service  with  my  Blood  i 
And  dying,  v/ifh  to  all  their  Faftories, 
And  all  the  famous  Merchants  of  our  Ifle, 
That  Wtalth  their  gen'rous  Induftry  defer ves;  ; 
But  dare  not  hope  it  with  Dutch  Partnerlhip. : 
L^,  there's  my  Heart,  I  give  it  in  this  kifs;  [Kijfeshin^, 
Do  not  anfwer  me;  Friendfliip's  a  tender  thing. 
And  it  would  ill  become  me  now  to  weep. 

Beam.  Adieu,  if  I  wou'd  fpeak,  I  cannot    '    '     [Zxit. 
Enter  Yfabinda. 

7'/al>.  Is  it  permitted  me  to  fee  your  Eyes 
Once  more,  before  eternal  Night  fhall  clofe  'em  ? 

To:».  I  fummon'd  all  I  had  of  Man  to  lee  you, 
'Twas  well  the  time  allow'd  for  it,  was  fliort, 
I  could  not  bear  it  long :  'Tis  dangerous, 
And  would  divide  my  Love  'twixt  Heav'n  and  you^ 
I  therefore  part  in  hafte;  think  I  ani  going 
A  fudden  Journey,  and  have  not  the  Leifurc 
To  take  a  Ceremonious  long  farewel. 

Tfib.  Do  you  ftill  love  me  ? 

Tow.  Do  not  fuppofe  I  do, 
'Tis  for  your  Eafe,  iince  you  muft  ftay  behind  mcj 
To  think  I  was  unkind ;  you'll  grieve  the  lefs. 

Har.  Though  I  fufped  you  join'd  in  my  Son's  murder, 
Yet  fince  it  is  not  prov'd,  you  have  your  Life. 

rfab.  I  thank  you  for'r,  I'll  make  die  nobleft  Ufe 
Of  your  fad  Gift;  that  is,  te  die  unforcUj 
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ril  make  a  Prcfcnt  of  my  Life  to  TowerfiH', 
To  let  you  fee,  though  wonhlcfs  of  his  Love> 
I  would  not  live  witlKout  4ifn . 

Tow.  I  charge  you  love  my  Memory,  but  live. 
Har.  She  fliall  be  ftridtly  guarded  from  that  Violence, 
She  means  againft  her  felf. 

Xfrb.  Vain  Men!  there  are  fb  many  Paths  to  Death, 
You  cannot  ftop  'em  allj"  o'er  the  green  Turf 
Where  my  Love's  laid,  there  will  I  mourning  fit. 
And  draw  no  Air  but  from  the  Damps  that  rife 
Out  of  that  hallo w'd  Earth;  and  for  my  Diet, 
I  mean  my  Eyes  alone  fhall  feed  my  Mouth. 
Thus  will  I  live,  till  he  in  pity  rife,  *> 

And  the  pale  Shade  take  mc  in  his  cold  Arms, 
And  lay  me  kindly  by  him  in  his  Grave. 

Enter  Collins,  and  then  Perez,  Julia  following  him] 
Har.  No  more}  your  Time's  now  come,  you  mufl 
away. 

Col.  Now  Devils;  you  have  done  your  worfl  with 
Tortures,  Death's  a  Privation  of  Pain ;  but  they  were  a 
continual  dying. 

ful.  Farewel  my  Deareft,!  may  have  many  Husbands, 
But  never  one  like  thee. 

Per.  As  you  love  my  Soul,  take  hence  that  Woman^ 
My  Englijh  Friends,  I'm  not  afham'd  of  Death, 
While  I  have  you  for  Part'neis ;  I  know  you  Innocent, 
And  fo  ami,  of  this  pretended  Plot; 
But  I  am  guilty  of  a  greater  Crime ; 
For,  being  married  in  another  Country,' 
The  Governor's  Perfwafions,  and  my  Love 
To  that  ill  Woman,  made  me  leave  the  firfl,  _, 

And  make  this  fatal  Choice. 
I'm  juftly  punifh'd,  for  her  fake  I  die; 
The  Fifcal  to  enjoy  her  has  accus'd  me. 
There  is  another  caufe— — 
By  his  Procurement  I  fhould  have  kill'd— — 
life.  Away  with  him,  and  flop  his  Mouth.' 

[He  is  led  ojf  2 
Tow.  I  leave  thee.  Life,  with  no  regret  at  parting, 
Full  of  whatever  thou  cou'dft  give,  1  rife 

From 
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From  thy  neglected  Feaft,  and  go  to  deep : 

Yet  on  this  brink  of  Death,  my  Eyes  are  open'd. 

And  Heav'n  has  bid  me  prophelie  to  you, 

Th'unjuft  Contrivers  of  this  Tragick  Scene  j 

An  Age  is  coming,  tehen  an  Englifh  Monarch 

With  Blood,  Jl;all  pay  that  Blood  which  you  have  fl)€di 

To  fane  your  Cities  from  victorious  Arms, 

Tou  /hall  imite  the  Waves  to  hide  your  Earth.      | 

And  trembling  to  the  Tops  of  Houfis  fly. 

While  Deluges  invade  your  lower  Rooms : 

Then,  as  v>ith  Waters  )ou  have  fveelCd  our  Bodies ^ 

With  DafKps  of  Waters  fhall  your  Heads  be  fwolni 

Till  at  the  h.ft  your  fap'd  Foundaiio)u  fall. 

And  univerfal  Ruine  fxalloyps  all. 

[He's  led  out  with  the  EngltfJj,  the  Butch  remain. 

Van  Her.  Ay,  ay,  we'll  venture  both  our  Selves,  and 
Children  for  fuch  another  pull. 

1  Vutch.  Let  him  prophelie  when  his  Head's  off. 

1  Dutch.  There's  ne'er  a  Koftradamus  of  'em  all  fliall 
fright  us  from  our  Gain. 

Fife.  Now  for  a  fmooth  Apology,  and  then  a  fawning 
Letter  to  the  Kiag  of  Ingla>3d;  and  our  Work's  done. 

Har.  'Tis  done  as  I  wou'd  wifh  it: 
Kow  Brethren,  at  my  proper  Coft  and  Charges, 
Three  Days  you  are  my  Guefts  j  in  which  good  Tim« 
We  will  divide  their  greateft  Wealth  by  Lots, 
^Whilc  wantonly  we  rifle  for  the  reft : 

Then  in  full  Romers,  and  with  joyful  Hearts 

We'll  drink  Confuiion  to  all  Engliff  Starts.      \Exemit. 


EP  I- 


EPILOGUE. 

APeet  once  the  SpartanJ  led  to  fight. 
And  made  'em  Conquer  in  the  Mufes  BJgJtt: 
So  rtou'd  our  Foet  lead  you  on  this  Day : 
Shewing  your  tortur'd  Fathers  in  his  Play. 
To  one  veil  bom,  th'  Affront  is  »orJe  and  more. 
When  he's  abused,  and  baffled  by  u  Bore : 
With  an  ill  GrAce  the  Dutch  their  Mifchiefs  do. 
They've  both  ill  Nature  and  ill  Manners  too. 
Well  may  they  bo.ifi  them/elves  an  ancient  Natient 
tor  they  were  bred  e'er  Manners  were  in  JAflnen: 
And  their  new  Common-wealth  has  fet  'em  free, 
On^y  from  Honour  and  Civility. 
Venetians  do  not  more  uncouthly  ride. 
Than  did  their  Lubber-State  Mankind  befiride. 
Their  Sway  betame  'em  with  as  ill  a  Mien, 
As  their  own  Paunches  fwell  above  their  Chin: 
Tet  is  their  Empire  no  true  Growth  but  Humour, 
And  only  two  King's  Touch  can  cure  the  Tumour. 
As  Cato  did  his  Africk  Tritits  difplay : 
So  we  before  your  Eyes  their  Indies  lay: 
All  loyal  Englifh  will  like  hira  conclude. 
Let  Caelar  live,  and  Carthage  be  fubdu'd. 


The  End  of  the  Third  Folume, 
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